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SCENE— Elysian Fields, a flower-gemmed hank, hy a flowing stream, beneath the sylvan shade of unfading foliage. 
Mr. Punch — who is free of all places, from Fleet Street to Parnassus — discovered, in Arcadian attire, attempting 
** numerous verse^' on a subject of National importance — to wit, the approaching Boyal Marriage. 


Mr. Punch, Propt on this “ bank of amaranth and moly,’" 
Beneath the shade of boughs wnmelancholj, 

I meditate on JEstas and on Hymen ! 

Pheugh ! What a Summer ! Torrid drought doth try 
men, — 

And fields and farms ; yet when our Royal May 
Weds — in July — ’tis fit that Phoebus stay 
His fiery car to welcome her 1 By Jove, 

That sounds Spenserian ! Illustrious Love 
Epithalamion demands, and lo ! 

We ’ve no official Laureate, to let flow, 

With Tennysonian dignity and sweetness, 

Courtly congratulation. Deyden’s neatness, 

Even the gush of Nahum Tate or Ptb 
Are not available, so Punch must try 
His unofiicial pen. My tablets, Toby ! 

This heat ’s enough to give you hydrophoby ! 


Talk about Dog-days 1 Is that nectar iced? 

Then just one gulp ! It beats the highest priced 
And creamiest champagne. Now, silence, Dog, 

And let me give my lagging Muse a jog ! 

[Writes, with one eye on the portraits of the Duke of 
Yoek and the Princess May, the other on the 
iced nectar-cup. 

Humph I I do hope the happy Royal Pair 
(Whose counterfeit presentments front me there, 
Inspiring, in young manhood and frank beauty) 

Will think their Laureate hath fulfilled his duty. 

His labour of moat loyal love, discreetly. 

Compliments delicate, piled not sickly-sweetly, 

Like washy Waeton’s, nor so loud thrasonical — 

Like Glorious John^s — that they sound half ironical I 

’Tis hard indeed for loyal love to bit 

The medium just ^twixt sentiment and wit 
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fc, and a mellijimus voice soimdeth, courteously 
intervenient^ as two splendid Shades steal silently 


(That of “ Abuse,” o’er which you laid the rule 


through the verdurous shadows. 

First Voice. But you have hit it, never-missing-One I 
Second Voice, For fulsome twaddle finds best check in Fun ! 
Mr* Funch {with respectful heartiness). What ! Sweet-Toiced 
Speksee ! Chiyalrous-souled Sidney ! ! 

This is a joy ! For heroes of your kidney 
Punch hath a heartier homage, as he hopes, 

Than the most thundering Swinburnian tropes 
Could all express I 

Spenser [smiling mildly), Algebnon ’s one of Us ! 

In fierce superlatives, and foam and fuss. 

He deals overmuch, but proof lies in his page. 

He ’s of the true Parnassian lineage. 

And should be Laureate — ^if he care to be so. 

Sidney. Would he but heed what Hobaoe wrote to Prso I 
The singing-skill of god Apollo’s giving ” 

Is his, however, and no lyrist living 
Hath such a stretch of finger, or such tone. 

Mr. Funch, Faith, but he sings immortal Fames — your own, 
My Philip, latest and not least — in strains 
That thrill our nerves and mount into our brains. 

If he would study less in Gosson’s ** SohooU’ 


In your “ Defence of Poesy ”), and stay 
Less in dim Orcus than Arcadia, 

Then — ^well, I might have well been spared this task. 
Spensee, you penned your oion ; now may I ask 
Epithalamion-recipes from you ? 

Spenser (smiling). Yes — when you need them ! I was Lau- 
reate too I 

There ’s enough inspiration in those faces 

[Pointing to portraits of the Duke of Yoek and the 
Princess May. 

To bring the needful Muses, and the Graces, 

All to your aid ! 

Mr. Punch. By Jove ! That “ takes the cake.” 

You great Elizabethans had the knack 

Of courtly compliment. Young Geoege, fair May, 

Shall have your mot upon their marriage day. 

As a choice wedding gift, to pair with mine 1 
Spenser and Sidney (together). What ’s that ? 

Mr. Funch (politely). One you may share, if you incline. 
Tobias, hand the new-bound Oracle here ! 

Take it, brave Sidney, take it, Spensee dear 1 
It may enliven e’en this amaranth shore ; 

It is my new 


Wimt ®iie firato aEi)i Jfmir ! ! ! 
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I “ We will do nofliiiig l)ut angle, and tilk of fish 

^ ^ The Compleat Anglei\ 

^ fourteen, and odd boy at a 

/^iPL " r - Butfcermonger’s, “ retire - 

ment ” has been the dream of 
'v'^ my life. Nowlam fifty-bvo, 

^iuu.vv>''*' I realised it, at Eose 

" ' Cottage, Bramblewood. ^ And 

— ^heigho I — Eetirement is not 
s^< ' so rosy as I had fancied. BotiH 

^ know what to do with myself! 

”■=“ Bumpstead, my neigh- 
hour, says I want a hobby. 

. jipy ' .^4j^ - Bumpstead, who, like Silas 

^ iref/^, has a weakness for 

• ' ' dropping into poetry,” thus j 

" doggerelises : — 

“Eh ? You 're chippy, sta’o, dull cobby ? | 

^ You've the blooming hump, my Bokby ! 

Stir your stumps, and mouyd a Mohhy ! ” 

But what hobby? Bumpstead, an enthusiastic Waltonian, says 
Angling ! lie ’ll play Fiscaior to my Vamtor, Knows all 
about it; generally smells of fish; clothes commonly^ speckled 
with scales, with slimy dabs at knees. Stuffed fish in chilly- 
looking glass-cases all over the house, even ip bed-rooms. Says 
ho caught ’em all himself. All men are liars, and some are — 
anglers.” So says Jonsox, my neighbour on’tother side. But 
he’s an orchido maniac, and consequently scorns Bumpste.ad and 
his hobby. Will think it over. 

Sicoml Entry. — Have thought it over — with results. Think I ’ve 
bought every book on anghng ever written, from Dame Juliana 
Beeneus to AndPwEW Lang. As to tackle ! Well, you should see. 

I purchase one sample at least, of every article in Tackle- shop, 
from a twenty feet salmon-rod to a sixpenny hone disgorger. 
Haven’t least idea of use of one-half of them. But they nearly fill 
a four-wheeler, and frighten Jane, my wife, almost into fits. 

BuiirsTEAU says :— 

“ Never care for female cackle ! 

Angler s heaven is heaps of Taclde ! ” 

But Bumpstead is a bachelor. 

^ Third Entry — Haro been reading books and studying tackle, 
till I’m half dazed. Am in great fog about baits, make an awful 









moss of mounting a line ; my teeth ache with biting “ shots ” on 
to the “gut,” and iny fingers— not to name other pai-ts of my 
person — are sore from lortuitous hook-pricks. I never knew any- 
thing so plaguy perverse, or so unaccountable in its vagaries, as 
your average fish-hook. If the fish find it half as difficult to keep 
clear of ’em as I do, what sport I shall have I 


You should have seen me yesterday after mounting an eighteen 
foot rod in the garden, trying to drop the bait “gently,” and 
“ softly as a snail moves ” (as Izaak directs), into a washin»-tub 
filled with water. Eod sprang and swished like a live thing, hooks 
got entangled in every unlikely thing 
f ^ within reach, from the seat of my 

/ \ pants to a flower-pot on an npper 

I \ window-sill, from J.ane’s cap to 
I \ Fido's tail. Ultimately, after snap- 

\ i/ing two top joints, smashing my 
1 'wife’s favourite myrtle, and em- 
\ bedding a hook in Tommy’s left ear 
^ (it had to he cut out by the surgeon), 
tt I got the whole confounded caboodle 
B into a sort of aggravated Gordian 
l\ knot and gave it up — for the 




M 


■W 


I , 'M W' 




Fourth Entry. — 1 have caught my first fii>h I ! ! Only an 
eight-ounce roach. But oh I the thrill of that first tug at the lino, 
the breathless excitement of that “ pl«^y,” the finished rapture of 
that “land.” I was half hysterical with joy. Hooray! Angling 
for ever ! Bless Bumpstead, and bully for Izaak ! Pass tho big 
fetono-boltlo, B., and I ’ll driuk to my first catch. 

“Ob, the gallant fibhev'a life 
Is the best of any!” 

Woohoop ! 

“There, sit down, man,” says Bumpstead tartly, “or you ’ll 
upset the punt and frighten away all the fish I ” 

^ Didn’t catch another fish that da3^ But I fouled my tackle fifty 
times at least, lost a top joint, and hooked — but failed to “ land^’ 
— the frame of an old umbrella. 

Went home with my one fish, feeling depressed. Bumpstead 
says I must not be discouraged,— 

“ For like C nqncrors and Clowns, 

Anglers have their ups and downs. 

Fifth Entry. — Bumpstead quite right. Anglers have their ups 
and downs. Wonder if it was first called the Gentle Craft on 
account of— “ gentles.” Horrid clammj’’, wriggling, evil- smelling 
things, which nobody but an ardent angler would touch. Jane 
loathes ’eni. Took an extra fine lot— about half a pailful— home, 
m view of “ a day among the roach.” Got loose in night, and next 
morning were crawling all over place,— thqso that hadn’t turned 
into bluebottles. Such a “plague of flics” as wo ’ve had ever 
since Egypt never equalled. Ply-traps, cach-’em-alive-ohs ! 
papter moure^ and organised hunts with enfomolftO"ir*nl a-nA 
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knotted towels all equally futile. Broke ornaments, brougkt down 
cornices, and blobbed wall-papers all over. But didn’t seem to 
diminish flies. Ball, indeed I— and with Jane in such a tantrum ! 







I'lii I 'rill . 




Btjmpstead sings 

“ Wo have gentles in our horn. 

We have paste and worms too ; 

Don’t they rouse the slavey’s acorn ? 

Give the wife the squinns, too ! ” 

Doggerel, but dreadfully true ! 

Next day collected scanty remnants of the “gentle” host, and 
had a go at the roach. Caught tw’O, one undersized. Have heard 
how many dozen bullets, on average, it takes to kill a man in battle. 
Wonder how many hundred “gentles” go to the hooking of an 
eight-ounce roach. 

^ Bixth Bumpstead down with rheumatism, caught by 

sitting six hours in punt, and in heavy rain, at Crumples’ Corner 
after chub. Invited to a day’s dace-fishing at Staines. Arrive 
at 10 o’clock on a fine summer morning. Host called away on 
iury.^ Left to tender mercies o£ his son, who is sweet- 
hearting. The pair of spoons moor the punt in a capital 
“pitch” under some willows, and then go off together in 
boat. They say to fetch lunch. Two hours pass and neither 
they nor the lunch comes. Nor do the dace. Sun shifts, ^ 

and I ’m left in full glare thereof. Began to melt, and U 

fear sunstroke. Arrange handkerchief under my straw as _ ^ 

sort of “ puggree.” No use, fish keep in the shade, I can’t. 

Can stand this no longer. Must try to shift tho punt ■ — ' 

myself. Carefully loosen chain, and drag violently at one 
pole. Won’t leave its hold on bottom for ever so long. 

Finally does so suddenly wnth a jerk, landing me on my 

back in middle of punt. Hurts. Gather myself up and 

shift shorter polo. Punt wobbles away at an angle all 

across river. Plunge about with iron-shod pole trying to I IHIIIIIl 

bring punt “up,” and re-moor. Pole either won’t hold, 

or buries itself firmly in stodgy clay of bottom, declining 

to come out. Perfectly horrible. Never felt so helpless in 

my life. Punt drifting doggedly down-stream towards 

weir. I have no sort of control over it. Shout for help, 

and strike wildly for bottom. Pole holds at last, thank 

heaven I By Jove it does hold ? Punt doesn’t though, but 


I drags itself away from me. Hold on in agony by my toes for 
^ half minute, and then find myself out of punt in mid- stream 
clinging on to pole as though I were trying to climb it. 

If those con- - . , • ■ ? 

founded “spoons,” ,!,i y'! 1' I 

“When you 'can 

hook, play, and land a barbel,” says Buhpstead, “ you may begin 
to fancy yourself a fisherman of the bottom-fishing sort at least.” 
Most exciting ! 

“ When the warm sun shines, and birds do warhlc, 

If you ’re drowsy— just you hook a barbel ! 

With wet feet, red nose, and toes like marble. 

Would you warai yourself ?— just jilay a barbel ! ’* 

Dick Dubbins, the Eichmond fisherman, promises to teach me. 
They call him “ Dotty Dick.” But he can fish. 

Try for hours for a big barbel in vain. Thinking of givingit up, 
when Dick cries suddenly, in a sort of choked shout, “ Got him, 
Sir, by the Holy Moses ! ” 

“ Seven-pounder if it ’s a bounce! ” cried Dick. “ Ee careful. Sir I 
Keep the point well hup! Let ’im run, Sir! Wind in [a bit ! Don’t 


let tbe slack foul!! 
way, Sir, toioardd the 
. on, in eager hysterical 
for twenty minutes at 
the barbel’s nose is 
Dick extends tbe land- 
doubles bimselE up in 
merriment which 
punt. “ Why, Sir,” he 
he’d regained breath, 
Jerusalem, a old 
So it was. I ’d 
the handle, and its 
‘ ‘ played the barbel ” to 
I perfection. We fished 
on for another hour, 
and then hooked a 
pair of rusty scissors ! 
“Here, I say,” cries 




Gently ! This 
punt 1 1 ” And so 
spasms of advice 
least. At last 
brought near, 
ing net, and — 
a convulsion of 
nearly capsizes 
gurgled, when 
“ by the blessed 
frying-’jyan !!!*^ 
hooked it by 
wobbling 



THE 


“BAH! BAH! BLACK SBBBB,’ 
(KaarisA Specttlation.) 


MODERN MOTHER GOOSE. 

NUBSEET EHrUES rOE THE TEAlt. 
“UITIE HISS MtJEEBT.” I 

fflealUm and Conreational Fiotion.) I 


“dickert dickeet dock.” 
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Dick, “ we *11 make a skift, if ijou please, Sir. Jiggered if we 
^averit leen and dropped into a hloomin' ironmonger s shop I ! I 

Eiqhth Erom barbel to gudgeoE seems a drop. But 

both BujMPSTEAD and 
Dotty Dick say there’s 
no chance of any other 
sport to-day. 

Worst of it is, when 
I ‘‘strike” one, I 



“ whip ” it over my head, ’tis so light. This annoys Btjmpstead, 
especially when the fish lands down his shirt-collar, and the hook 
in his neck. My erratic movements upset him, the swim, and 
pretty nearly the punt. Bumpste ad swears, Iput down my rod and 
sulk. Dotty Dick catches the infection of 
ill- temper, and makes rude allusions to “par- 
ties with the St. Witus’s dance who won’t 
never make no fishermen — ^not them ! ” Then 
he drinks too much ale and gets first noisy 
then morose. He grimly prophesies that we 
shall “ketch no more fish this bout.” Hor 
do we, A Thames fisherman once in the sulks 
is implacable. So ends my first day’s ' 

“gudgeoning.” 

Ninth Entry. Bottom-fishing is the prose, fly-fishing the poetry of angling,’' says 
Bumpstead. 


“I^mafloat! I ^la a float! Ah! that ’sail very fine, 
But float-fishing is not a poetical line. 

If angling in Helicon barcllings should tiy, 

Be sure,'niy dear hoy, they would fish with a fly! 


“ The dexterous drop and the delicate draw, 

Seem nicely in keeping with rhythmical law. 

If the angler would rise to ‘the lyrical cry,' 

Let him try to tempt troutUngs to rise to a fly ! ” 


Eleventh Entry. Jane’s sardonic “Ah!” now. 
Been to Scotland with Bumpstead and a bushel of flies. “ Tossing 
the Caber” easy exercise compared with “throwing a fly,” 
Bumpstead wields his “pole” (as Yanks call it), as though it 
were a switch, and drops his fly where he pleases as deftly and 
delicately as “ a bee on a posy.” I agonise with my “ pole ” until 
my wrist feels gouty, and drop my fiy, with a flop, on boulder, up 
a tree, in crevice of rock, in small of my back, or Bumpstead’s 
Glengary— anywhere, anywhere out of the— water I 

Hook fish at last, however. “ Eorty-pounder, if an ounce!” 
swears Bumpstead. Feels a hundredweight, at least. Drags mo 
where it pleases, into stream, over slippery boulders, through 
painfully prickly bushes, and numerous defiles of sharp-edged 
rough-surfaced rocks. Eeel all aches and abrasurcs, sprains, and 
smalts. Einally parts company with a plunge and a pop, carrying 
tackle with him, leaving me on my back in a chilly pool, wdth my 
heels in the air, and waving (like Marmion), “the fragment of 
a— rod!” 

Twelfth Entry. Trolling for pike in winter is splendid sport,” 
says Bumpstead, enthusiastically. 

“ If there ’s a lark that an angler must like, 

*Tis mounting a gorge-hook, and trolling for pike. 

‘ Sinking and roving * 

You ’ll find sluggards loving, 

But give me sharp weather, and trolling for pike ! ” 

Twelve-foot trolling-rod and eighty yards of line not easy to 
handle— especially when one’s fingers are frozen numb by cold 

winds, and one’s oyes half blinded 
with driving sleet. Try to “cast my 
gorge-bait ” skilfully, and allow my 
lino to “ fall in freo coils by my feet 
on left side.” Ho go ! Always shy 
the bait as though it were a stone, 
making it fall into water with huge 
“ plosh,” invariably in wrong place. 
And the “ froe-coils ” always got 
aloitt my feet in complicated, inex- 
tricable tangles and snarls. Ecol 
like frozen fly in a titanic spider’s 
web. Sneeze violently and continu- 
ously — which frightens away fish, 
says Bu^ipste.U). So it sooms, for 


Poetry or not, I find wading in Thames shallows slippery and sloppy work. Slide into 
holes and trip over snags. Branches too, are bothersome. Iretty to talk about, 
“ whipping a stream.” But my line and hook seem to prefer to “whip” the willows, the 
bushes, the banks, the posts and rails, my own hat or the bottom of my creel, anything 
rather than the water. And I “catch” osier-sprigs, 
weed- tangles, bits of wood, small slimy stones, every- 
thing but dace. 

^ At last I make a wild cast, the line quite irrespec- 
tive of my wishes whirling high over a clump of osiers. 

What “comes back” to me is a girl’s hat — and a scream. 

A pair of sweethearts in a canoe, spooning under the lea 
of that osier clump, quite unsuspected by me I Alarm 
of A ma n da , rage of A man d as. S tepping forward hastily 
to apologise, I trip over a sunk branch, and flop bodily 
into a pool. Tableau, tangle, trip, impromptu “ tub,” 
temper ! I! If this is “poetry,” give me “ dry ” prose ! 

Tenth Entry. — -“Ely-making great fun!” says Bump- 
stead, patting his podgy book afleotionately. 

“Fitli take flies, and flies then take ’em. 

D utters buy ’em, wise men make ’em I ” 

Means teaching me to be wise man. 

They seem to make flies out of everything that is out- 
of-the-way, useless, and hard to procure. Coloured silk, crewel, 
sheep’s wool, hog’s hair, gold and silver thread, silks of all colours, 
feathers of ^ fowls that fly, or don’t fly, from peacocks to plovers, 

from canaries to capons, from mallards to — 

dodos, I daresay ; snippets from my mare’s tail, 
pullings from my dun heifer, clippings from 
Jane’s dresses, andhairs— surreptitiously — from 
her head, all sorts of stickinesses and nastinesses 
in the way of varnish, dubbing, &c., &c., &c. 

Jane mocks me, immersed in multifarious 
“materials” like a milliner, and anathematising 
like an angry cabby. “ Wait till I bring you 
home a thirty-ponno. salmon of my own catch- 
ing ! ” I cry . “ A ” says J ane, signifi cantly . 



wo ccr- 
t a i n I y 
eatvli iiouo 
(1 u r i n g 
long De- 
co in b 0 r 



day of “Sport.” Sport to Bumpstead very nearly death to me. 
While making this Twelfth, and last entry, am propped up in bed 
(a “feather-bed ^20?2-angler now) slowly rocovering from attack of 
rheumatism. Am also (piite recovered from 
acute attack of Angleomania. Never again 
with 1/oM, Bumpstead! Have had plenty of 
time for “Contemplation,” but it has mt 
been “Recreative.” Its result is that I’vo 
made Jane happy by promising to sell ofl 
my room-full of “tackle” in one cheap 
“Job Lot,” make waste-paper of Bekners, 
Walton, Cotton & Co., and trust Provi- 
dence, and be quiet, and (not) go “ a- 
angliug” ! 
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THE DIARY OF AN -AMATEUR. 

January. — ^Feel tliat the national sta^e requires regeneration. 
Doing fairly well with Dr. Irving and Mr. Toole, but might 
do better. Will let the British Public see how Hamlet should be 

* played by appearing as 

avoid tedious scenes with- 

TO difficult^ to 01^1 

Hamlet doing Cicely. Ee- 
hearsals as a whole diffi- 
cult. Hard to get the 

obliged to go to the country. Both say they will be all right 
on the ^ht. Sure I have heard that phrase before — some- 
where. However, at all rehearsals, Hamlet invariably iDresent 
I am Hamlet. Believe I shall be good. Ask members of the com- 
pany what they think of my reading. They reply, “Splendid: 
but what do I think of theirs ? ” I answer “ Splendid 1 ” Ama- 
teurs awfully selfish; only think of themselves. Have secured a 
^ charity. IJmversal Philanthropists declined. Thought play-act- 
ing wicked. Go for Fund for Ancient Omnibus Horses. 

April.— First of the month fixed for performance. Friends 
of .^cient Omnibus Horses disposed of in tableaux vivants. Hotion 
of Secretary. My selections given in full. Best of tragedy in 
dumb show.^ Mrs. Bosworth Brown amusing as Ophelia. 
Fostered notion that Hamlet must have been mad. Miss Bos- 
WORTH Brown a feeble Queen. Frightened at the Ohost. And at 
cme off^ather slmbbi?^^^® expenses, Ancient Omnibus Horses 


^ miA 1 •' — O .LXiivxcAiu XLOrseS 

came on rather shabbilyc 

‘‘Two pounds ten and six,” says Secretary, pleased. 

More than forty sMllings better than list charity performance. 
Brides hM imme mentioned in the Press notices. Distinct sain 
to tho institution, ® 

painting requires patronage. Eoyal Academy 
decent, but scMoely up to the mark. Painters mean well. Directors 
ot the New (Mery too, haye good intentions. But scarcely 
enough. Want^uew blood. Need new ideas. Don’t know a good 
Rejected mine. Not that thatihas 
do TOth it. At least, not much. However, West End 
hopeless. Did not appreciate selections from Eamlet. Went 
^leep, although SHAZSi^ARE s tragedy was played by amateurs. 
jV^ not asMt the East End? Viscountess I&lstead Honorary 
teasu^. Committee meet at house of Lady Hpeam Par^ 
Tto, (^kes, and buaness. i^ugh idea— help the working-classes. 
Also idea for roi^hs. Levity depreciated. I suggest Kctures' 
Some one says, Why not frames^ Idea oatches^^T pS: 
better than pictures. Often more valuable. And artistic 
FELSTEAn says she can sing. No one contradSw. 
To o po hte. WiscounteM says that, while she sings, working- 
picture-frames. Notion accepted, but 
without enthusiasm. Haymg assembled, some one suggests we 


requii’c a name. ‘Why not Band of Amateur Benefactors ? ' Yes — 
but why ? Because we are benefactors — at least, en amateur. 

June.— Band of Amateur Benefactors hard at work. Proceed- 
ings take the shape chiefly of flirtation and strawberries and cream. 
East-End occasionally mentioned in tho course of the proceedin^j-s. 
Exhibition of Picture-Frames growing. Viscountess Felstead, 
going to sing. Lady Upham: Pauke, going to danco. Eminent 
maitre de ballet, teaching her. Of course step-tlanco. Bequiros 
long trains. Two of them— worn at tho side— made of muslin, and 
held up like wings. Young Curatos assisting with a danco of their 
own. Catamarango of the time of James the First. Eminent 
onatt^'e de ballet teaching them too. 

“ Meant to represent tho movement of tho cockatoo,’^ says he. 
When actually danced, large cloaks and rapiers necessary. Cloak 
has to be l^rown up over head to lepresent raising of the feathers. 
Sword assists operation.^ At practice, umbrellas and Inverness- 
capes are used as substitutes. Curates volunteer to do this to 
amuse their poorer parishioners. ‘ Nice idea to bring class and 
class together. Nice idea too, to think it over in tlio drawin<>*- 
room of Vicountess Felstead’s town-house, and the grounds of 
the j)lace of Lady Upiiam Parke in the country. Matters pro- 
gressing satisfactorily. 

July.— Take it all round, the performance of the Band of 
Amateur Benefactors was a success. But the working-men and 
their wives and families, for whom the performance was organised, 
did not come up— but this was rather an advantage than other- 
wise. Left more room for tho friends of the performers. The 
Catamarango a great success. Encored twice. , Second time tho 
Curates only gave the last figure, when tho dancers go through 
a performance suggestive of tho Cockatoos putting their heads in 
the sand, thinking^ no ono can see their bodies. Slight confusion 
of ideas. Some slight difficulty at first because leading Curate 
insisted that the stage was too low to show his logs. lie wanted 
the footlights sunk, and the scenery next. In fact, ordered the 
alterations. Foitunately Local Surveyor interfered, and matters 
were left as they were. A full audience. And, to mako things 
^mplete, one working-man turned up, looking beautifully clean, 
piscojered, subsequently, that it was a gravodiggor, who had 
been induced to look on, thanks to the influence of the Vicar. 

August.— People going out of town. Secured a yacht'-^Y/^e 
Lady of the North Foie, Everything very perfect. Man-o’-war 
A./ discipline on board— salute the flag 

on going aft as if it wore a quartor- 
dook. Crew in jerseys embroidered 
with “ Queen of tho North Polo ” 
Skipper in cap with badge. Have 
tho Athenian^ ^Yaoht Club, 

^orge-bluo, ^ud crossed 
Pnonds co^no^^on 


Catamarano^o sea-books, and 
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East in it.” Sleep (n board occasionally. TVTien tired of one 
place, go to another. Send home the yacht by sea. Follow my- 
self in a first-class compartment on the railway. Good airan*^- 
ment— especially in dirty weather. ® 

SEriEMBEK.— Think it a good idea to run a coach. ImproTe the 







Tuniing a Corner. 

breed of horses (don*t know how, but that’s the idea), and revive 
good old English custom. Call my vehicle “ The Merry Times,” 
and have relays at various points. Livery stableman manages it 
for me. Eun from Slowborough to Nettle- on-the-Eash. Six 
miles there, six miles back. Quite the coachman. Livery stable- 
keeper supplies drivers when necessary. Drivers usually neces- 
sary, in fact, invariably. Make them do all the routine work. 
Guard in red w'ith a horn. Guard has a selection of fragments. 
Fragments of “ Tti-m-m loom de ay also Last Bose of 
Summer 

‘ ‘ Learnt ’em,” says he, in his cups, ‘ ‘ Band— river— steam — boat.” 

He wears a white hat, made of beaver. So does the driver, when 
I am looking. Hear (from a friend) that when my back is turned 
they both put on flannel caps. Pity. Flannel caps spoil the effect. 
I wear horsey get up. White hat, small drab coat with large bone 
buttons. Bu.tton-hole. Horse- shoe pin. Shiny boots and white 
spats. Big cigar. Sometimes drive the team for a dozen yards on 
starting and arriving. Driver beside me to take the reins in turning 
a corner. Or if I meet a butcher’s cart, or worse, a tricycle. Eest 
of the journey ride inside reading the newspaper. Passengers 
charged ten shillings each. That was the charge for the first day. 
No one came, so lowered the fare to sixpence a-piece. Company 
consequently more numerous than select. Coach unpleasantly full 
on Bank Holiday. Paid that day, but on no other. Stopped coach 
communication between Slowborough and Nettlo-on-the-Eash 
abruptly. 

October. — Think I ought to retrench. To effect this desirable 
object will try amateur house-keeping at the sea- side. Season 
nearly over, so should get apartments at a moderate rate. Try 
Slushington-on-Sea. Landlady requires eight guineas a week for 
a sitting-room and a bedroom. Determine to do my own ordering. 
Find that a sirloin of beef weighing from seven to nine pounds 
cooks like a beef steak. Enough for dinner, but not for next 
morning’s breakfast. Joint of mutton weighing from six to eight 
pounds produces a dish that looks uncommonly like a chop. 

“Good Mother,” says servant who waits on me, “brings up 
children on nothin’.” 

The children apparently live in the coal-cellar or on the roof. 
Must do this, as the house is quite full of other sojourners. 
Appears I am a great tea-drinker — get through half a pound a 


day. Also fond of butter — a couple of pounds of “best fresh” 
twice a week. I discover, too, that I eat sacks of potatoes, and (I 
think) bushels of flour. Fancy, after all, I can retrench better at 
my Club than furnished apartments. 

November. — Eetrenchment incomplete, so shall try my hand 
as an amateur financier. "Knovr Cost Taego of the Stock Ex- 
change. Cox is an awfully good fellow, and has promised to 
give me lots of tips when I ask him. Go to City and consult him. 

“ Do I want to invest, or only to flutter ?” 

If former, recommends Consols— if latter, Deferred Greenlanders 
for the rise. * ‘ Greenies ’ ’ (short Stock Exchange slang for Deferred 
Greenlanders) expected to go up with a rush before the next 
account. Like his idea of a flutter. I ask if I can make more by 
“Greenies” than Consols. Cox says, “Yes.” I can make 
about two pounds ten by Consols in twenty years, and “ six hundred 
quid” in five minutes by “Greenies.” Prefer “Greenies.” 
Cox says “ then that will be a flutter.” Very well. Cox asks 
how much I am willing to lose. Eeply with a laugh that “ I 
am willing to win as much as possible.” Cox rather annoyed. 
Says he never “plays the fool in business hours.” Become serious 
myself. Arranged to risk six hundred on “Greenies,” six hundred 
to.be the extent of cover. Cox wants to know if I will order myself, 
or leave it to him ? As he has expressed annoyance at my levity, 
I say I will leave it to him. Come West and spend the rest of the 
day at my Club watching the tape. “ Greenies ” seem to be 
falling. They come out with Greeks, Portuguese, Italians, and 
Egyptian Unified. Hang all these stocks! Who cares about 
them? Man standing near me tells a friend that he has had a 
good tip. He has sold “Greenies” for the fall. They are going 
down like winking. Should like to ask him all about it, but can’t; 
never been introduced. Eeceive later a contract-note telling me 
officially that I have bought some thousands of Deferred Green- 
landers for the account at 37|. Look at evening paper and find 
that Deferred Greenlanders closed at 33J. 'So far as I can make 
out am not exactly recouping. However will leave matters in the 
hand of Cox. He is an excellent man of business, and my 
friend ! A fortnight later know I have lost my six hundred ! 
Cox tells me gravely (he never plays the fooLin the City) that it 
would have been better had I invested in Consols. Give up the 
idea of becoming an amateur financier for the present. 

December. — ^ ^ 

Money matters 


^ idea good. So 
will go there 
— via Monte 
Carlo. A 
- — patient (es- 
— pecially an 
^ amateur 
pij patient) may 
‘ - surely choose 

hisownroute. 
jjV- Arrive in the 
y. Eiviera, and 
W finA itplea- 
q| , sant, How- 




^ air, so seek 

A Flutter. ^ ^ shelter in the 

Casino. Take three or four days in mastering the system. And 
then it has rather the better of it. Discover that I am pennilcs^. 
End the year distinctly impoverished. Still alive, but only living 
en amateur* 
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5. The Train dropped us very civilly in the Eue Galantine, , ?■ table^ncPhe and wonf I Mt^Mm^on^he head with a fed-hot Billiard- 
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R The faot ie Pere David had a Uttle Bird that eonld sing “Home, sweet 
Hom]^’’4foSirguIg“-Vera-sfajonriteso^^ Iwanted that Bird very 
badly, for Tera. It was the nicest bird I ever saw. 
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8. It was rather late, so 1 ran down the Guai des Eissoles with giant stndes. 
I saw the Boat getting up steam at the end ol it, amid a for^b of mms, and 1 
heard the Bell ring for non-passengers to go ashore, [Gontvnim at p> M, 
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Introduction^. 

TEorLB arc greatly mistaken rrlien they imagine that Joys have 

S‘”S sTSSi eCE: .ItJ 
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little tedious occasionally (as ho is is^o 

remember that its Ego has reached a state m whion ame 
longer of any conseqtuence. 

MY EIEST BIETH. 

The body in wHch I first became conscious of my existence was 
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with which my whole being expande 
xne -Diiy 8 , offender— was given a week’s hohday, wmcn 
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My Third BiPvTH. 

rme from tlie decorations at the Harvest Festival — stole hack to 
Ms conscienoe-strioken heart. It suddenly occurred^ to Mm that 
he was a scoundrel, and he could scarcely hear it.^ His eyes 
hrimmed with unaccustomed hrine; he reTaounced his criminal 
career from that instant, and, resuming his hoots, stole gently 
away, an altered man, with a selection of overcoats and umbrellas 
from the hat-stand. j. jjj. n 

I do not mention this hy way of self-glonfication, for, after ail, 
the action was unintentional on my part, and, on that aca>unt, 
was met even entered on the credit side of my lAanna. Sull, it 
may servo as an encouragement for Toys who may he tempted to 
feel, as I was, that they have missed their mark altogether. 

MY FOUETH BIETH. 

By way, I T)resumo, of compensation for the Portland cement, 

I was next advanced, at a hound, to the rank of a Toy Animal. 

I was a large brown fur Monkey, with gl^s eyes, and a double 
row of white heads for teeth. But the Organ lop had left its 
indelible traces upon my individuality. I sufiored from a cln*onic 
melancholy. My stuffing, which was made out of the mane and 
tail of a highly conscientious old hus-liorse who had died in 
harness, was animated by a strong sense of 
morbidly morose and pessimistic monkey. I found m3 sell the FO- 
perty of a little Girl, who positively adored me ; hut lam ashamed 
to say I never responded with any real warmth 
She was a well-meaning little creature in her y ay ; hut I hated 
being cuddled and messed about when I was in low spirits, and i 
was rather easily bored. A woolly Cockatoo, who was in the same 
Nursery with me, was more of an intellectual companion, though I 
thought /ter frivolous, and too full of flock, imtil the elastic came 
out ^ her back, and she gave up dancipg. Then we used to have 
long and serious talks on the uncertainties of Nursery ^ 
perfshability of all Newness. It sometimes struck me that the 
fockatoo would have been glad to guide the conversation into a 
channel of tenderer intimac}^ — ^but I was not the kind of monkey 
to encourage this. Life always seemed to me quito serious and 
perplexing enough, without introducing emotional complications 
of that description. And besides, the child claimed such devotion 
as I 'was free to bestow, for she depended almost entuely upon me 
Klace Sko had a cousin, a brutal Boy, who did f e 
to bo ioalous of her evident preference of _my society to his own, 
and paid mo out by countless potty indignities whenovor ho ^ught 
me alone generally placing mo in some conspicuous and humiliat- 
Stpodtion, in thl vain hope of lowering my patroness s respect 
for me. The Cockatoo was indignant on my account, re- 
marked with some asperity, that the meekness wMch I 
XwS’wseH to be taken bythe taUan^un^bout the room was 
S^^liko. But it was not so much mceWs after all as a 


cynical acceptance of treatment I saw no use in resenting ; I 
^ don’t say I never felt tempted to escape through an open 

^ nursei’v window, but pride kept me from deserting my post, 

§ and, besides, I invariably landed too short on the sill. One 

W day?- my child proprietress was taken ill, and obliged to remain 

s in bed, and that morning I had a worse time of it than ever, 

I for that diabolical Boy took advantage of the occasion to extract 

f I 0Y0i*rr one of my bead teeth ! However, I was saved from 
I fuither ill-treatment, for the little giiTs illness proved to he 
' something called “ infectious,” and her cousin was sent away 
for fear of catching it, though it seemed to me he deserved to 
catch it for his cruelty’’ to me. After that I was left in peace 
for some time, for which I was thankful, as it gave me leisure 
to think out my relations to the Toy Cosmos secure from 
molestation, andl had just reached a comforting conviction 
that I was perhaps the most miserable fm' monkey that ever 
was stuffed, wffien duty again summoned me from meditations 
that afforded me the keenest intellectual enjoyment. The 
child was worse, and, in her fractiousness, nothing would 
content her hut my companionship— she was constantly calling 
for me. Now the question with me was, whether I was bound 
■ to undertake the worry and responsibility of watching a sick 
‘ child. It was not what I had been bought for, and I really felt 
the need of repose. So I hid myself behind a chest of drawers ; 
but the child’s wailings penetrated even to my hiding-pl^e, 
until I could not stand it any longer. The Cockatop did her 
best to persuade me that I was under no moral obligation to 
'go; but my stuffing asserted itself; and so, when the chdd 
next awoke, it was to recognise me seated on a cane chair hy 
her bedside. . ^ , •, * 

I remained by her side until her iUness terminated, enduring 
her caresses, and hearing her peevishness— and, what it cost me 
in wear and tear, I cannot describe. I took no pleasure in the work ; 
there was a certain harshness about the horsehair of which I was 
comnosed. that prevented me from feeling more than a decorous 
sympathy with the sufferer. I went through it from a stern 
sense that it was my duty, and supported entirely by my own 
anprobation. But I pulled her through all the same ; and, when 
siTifl t.kfi Tiatient convalescent. I felt 
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the crisis was safely passed, and the patient convalescent, I felt 

that the credit was due to me alone. She got well so rapidly that 

the doctor began to 

talk about removing 

her to the seaside, 

which I thought an 

excellent plan, for I 

was not likely that, 

dangerous charac- ^ 

ter, and put on tho j 

reflect as I frizzled, 
that this was all I 

meritorious ^ Mon- " ^ 

pearance*^ in th^ ^ 

characterof aclock- ^ 

work mouse — ^but 

, such was the fact, My Fourth 'Birth. 
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and Karma^as riglit, as usual. 

Foi’ I deserved a step upwards 
for my strict attention to duty 
in my previous state, and a 
mechanical mouse is obviously 
a more highly organised Toy 
thaa a Eur Monkey. On the 
other hand, I had been rather 
too stiff and self-satisfied, and 
this had to be taken out of me 
— so I was merely a Mouse. 

In my ignorance 1 quite be- 
lieved I was a rml one, and 
sought the acquaintance of the 
genmne mice who lived behind 
the nursery wainscot. They 
were puzzled about me at first, 
itntil I innocently betrayed the 
fact that I was full of clock- 
work, and could not run about 
until I was wound up; it 
never occurred to me that aU 
mice were not like that, but I 
soon found myself shunned as 
an impostor, with nothing 
inside him but an uncanny 
collection of cogwheels. Those 
cogwheels creaked ^ sorely 
enough, and my spring was 
very rusty at times at the 
thought or my ignominy, for, 
if I was not a real mouse, I 
could not think why I should 
have been constructed to re- 
semble one. But at length my thoughts were diverted to a more 
agreeable subject — I fell in love. The object of my passion was a 
beautiful slender creature, a real live Hen Canary. Now I was 
almost glad that I was not a real mouse, for, had I been one, I 
should have been incapable of appreciating her. It was presump- 
tuous—mad, even*— to lift my thoughts te one so far above me 
in every sense ; but, Toy as I was, I loved that Canary with an 
ardour that made every wheel within me whirr till I positively 
shook. And all the time she twittered and chirriipped in her 
gleaming mansion high overhead, and gave no sign of being so 
much as aware that I existed. How I used to watch her out of 
my bead eyes, how I sought to attract her notice whenever I was 
wound up, by the mathematical correctness of the circles I des- 
cribed on the floor! 

Now and then she 
would leave her resi- 
dence, and flit about 
from one piece of fur- 
niture to another, and 
I always had a wild 
fancy that she might 
perch some day near 
the^ glass - lidded box 
which was my humble 
home, and that, if I 
could ^ once make her 
acquaintance, I should 
excite her interest by 
the ingenuity of my 
mechanism . 13ut it was 
never to be; Destiny 
decreed that that Canary 
should never fly to- 
wards my side of the 
floor — and perhaps it 
would have made no 
difference if she had. I 
had one Bird - friend, 
though,^ who took a 
decided interest in me. 

She was a Cuckoo, but 
she was clockwork her- 
self — lived* in a clock, 
in fact — which' accoun- 
ted for her sympathy. 

Never an hour went by 


without her coming out, if 
only for a moment, to pass 
the time of day. She soon 
discovered my infatuation for 
the Canary, whom she seemed 
to dislike for some reason. 
The Cuckoo gave mo excellent 
advice, for she was a practi- 
cal, bustling creature, but I 
was not grateful. I found her 
tiresome, and she had a trick 
of slamming the door after 
her, which annoyed me. 
''Cucl'oo!'' she would cry, 
“ loJiat ’s the good of macliimry 
you douH make xm of 
Get something to do in a clock 
— like me ; you 'll have no time 
for sentiment then, Cuck-oo I ” 
or else it would bo — “ You're 
running down fast, tvearing 
yourself out for a foolish 
feather-headed Canary, tohen, 
all the time, if you cared to use 
your eyes, there is one xuho^ 
Cuck-oo If And she was gone 
again, with a more energetic 
slam than usual. But I wont 
on caring for the Canary as 
much as over, though I know 
too well that she could never 
be mine. I would have done 
„ -D anything for her— but what 

My Sixth Birth. mechanical Mouse 

do for a live Canary? Accident supplied an answer to that 
question. It happened that the Canary was fluttering about 
the room one afternoon as usual, wheu tho kitchon Cat came up. 
I was out of my box at the time, and from my corner I saw the 
cruel brute stalking my unsuspecting love, who was preening her 
pretty yellow feathers on the coalscuttle. I hold my spring in 
suspense— in another instant my dainty darling would be de- 
voured before my eyes— unless a substitute offered liiinsolf I *And 
then I saw my way— a substitute should be found, Fortunately 
I had been wound up^ that morning, but had not felt inclined to 
go ; so, just at the critical moment, I released tho catch, and ran 
out— shakily enough— right between her outstretched paws. As I 
calculated, the Cat, being young, and a fool, was deceived by tho 

stratagem— she had mo 
by tho back in a mo- 
ment, Her tooth mot 
in my plaster back, but 
she seemed to find my 
flavour disappointing, 
and revenged nerself by 
clawing all the wheels 
out of mo one by one, 
till the last cog rolled 
into a corner, and I 
ceased to exist. But, 
long before ^ I went, I 
had the satisfaction of 
knowingthat tho Canary 
was safe— for I could 
hear her chirping away 
as merrily as evei*. 



My Seventh Birth. 


MY SIXTH BIBTir. 

In spite of my folly, I 
had oil tho whole, bo- 
liaved myself so well as 
a Mouse, that I was 
allowed to begin my 
next life with brighter 
prospects. I was a 
Drumming Babbit on a 
wheeled car, and I first 
realised my own im- 
portance, when my 
youthful proprietor took 
me to cheer the bedside 
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of an elderly relative who was suffering from a sick headache. My 
influence was simply marvellous. At the sound of my tambourine, 
the patient, w’ho had appeared utterly prostrate suddenly revived, 
and spoke and acted with extraordinary vivacity and energy ! 

* This alone, 

would have 
con-\unced me 
that I was no 
ordinary Rab- 
bit, without 
the cordial re- 
ception I ob- 
tained in the 
N u r s e r y, 
where, as is 
well - known, 
the toy that 
makes the most 



noise may 
count on ob- 
taining 'the 
largest share of 
popular favour; 
I made a good 
deal, and I 
never lost an 
opportunity of 
exhibiting my 
XDOwers. How- 
ever, I had a 
rival, who for 
some time was 
considered to 
be immeasur- 
My Ninth Uirth. ably my supe- 

rior. He was a Bull, covered like myself with real skin, but there 
was a cord attached to his throat, and when the cord was pulled, 
ho bellowed in a tone that was too deep for any tambourine to 
drown. The more critical toys, such as the Mouth-Organ and the 
Penny Trumpet, admitted that my drumming was original and 
lively — but could I bellow like the Bull ? That was the test of real 
ability. 

I could only retort that no Rabbit who respected himself would 
condescend to bellow. But I hated the Bull— all the more because 
he was so confoundedly patronising ; he praised my performances, 
and predicted that I should make a great noise in the Nursery 
world. I made up my mind that I would drum Mm down at all 
events before I had done ; and I did. I drummed an impression into 
several influential toys that bellowing was played out, that, even 
as a bellower, the Bull was an overrated animal, and that he was 
beginning to repeat himself. I soon had my partisans ; there were 
several toys which, though neither vocally nor instrumentally 
gifted themselves, were yet excellent judges of noise, and they 
maintained that, while my drumming was admirably true to Rabbit- 
nature, the IBull’s bellow was utterly false and conventional. The 
Children with whom we were connected soon adopted this view 
themselves, and the Bull fell into general disrepute, though he was 
such a beastly magnanimous brute that he didn’t seem^ to mind it 
much. “ I ’ve had my day,” he told me (he would insist on being 
friendly up to the last); “they ’re tired of me— and no wonder; so it’s 
time I made way for a newer toy ! ” I could not help tapping my 
tambourine impatiently, for I felt that this good-humour of his 
was an outrageous piece of humbug — he must be jealous of such 
evident superiority as mine ; of course he detested me for exposing 
his pompous old imposture ! My triumph would not have been half 
so enjoyable if he hadn’t. Well, he drifted into the background, 
and the Nursery heard him no more ; after which, I had the entire 
carpet to mj'self. I fear I allowed my head to be slightly turned. 
I overdid the drumming; I took myself just a little tw seriously, 
perhaps. I felt that my drumming was an important factor in 
Nursery society, and was entitled to the most earnest attention — I 
felt bound to insist on it. This went on, and I became prouder and 
prouder, until one day they brought a plain square chest into the 
room, and it was rumoured among the toys, that the new arrival 
was a more wonderful musician even than myself. I endeavoured 
to show the absurdity of supposing that anything worthy of the 
name of music could be contained in such a very ordinary box ; 
but I was a httle anxious myself until they wound the thing up 
and it played. To my relief, it proved a very poor performance, and 
the drumming— the only creditable feature in it -was simply an 


impudent imitation of my own manner. But somehow^ the thing 
was popular; it played "tunes, which — so deplorable is Nursery 
culture I — were actually prefeiTed to my tambourine, a far chaster 
and severer form of noise, in my opinion. It was no use, how- 
ever, I w'as insulted by being made to keep quiet while that box 
perfoimed. As a Rabbit of spirit, I was not going to vield without 
a struggle : I drummed more rigorously than ever, whenever I got 
the chance . I was deteimined to restore popular taste to a healtmer 
condition, and I still believe I should have succeeded in time — even 
though, in my excitement, I had drummed a ho’e in my tam- 
hourine— hut one day I felt something snap inside me, and found 
to my horror, thnt my front paws were powerless I I was now a 
ruined Rabbit, and met the fate of all superannuated toys -I was 
put on the shelf close to a dilapidated-looking quadruped on a 
green stand, which was now almost wheel-less. L knew him at 
once— it was my old rival, the Bull ; he had lost his right eye 
and his left horn, his skin was tattered, and his bellow reduced to 
a mere wheeze— but he was just as cheerful and friendly as ever. 
“"Why, you don’t mean to say you’ve got here already I he 
began. I told him, rather stiffly," I was only there temporarily — 
for rest. He cast his remaining eye on my ragged fur, my para- 
lysed drumsticks and burst tambourine, after which h^ obseiwed, 
mildly, that he was “ very glad to hear it.” I had not intended to 
cultivate his acquaintance, hut I needed sympathy so much, that, 
without quite knowing how, I told him how the fickle public of the 
Nursery had deserted me — at a time too, when, as I knew myself, 
I had never drummed better I — ^for a meretricious Musical- Box. 
The Bull agreed that it was hard, but said it was the way of the 
Nursery world — ^they did get tired of their toys rather quickly. I 
asked him whether he did not think that — in my case^ at least — 
they would, as they grew wiser and older, see their injustice and 
repair it. The Bull said they miyht — hut, bj’’ that time, it would 
probably be too late to repair me, I suppose I betrayed some dis- 
appointment, for he added, “After all, you know, what does it 
matter ? It must end at some time— a little sooner or a little later — 
isn’t it enough to have given any pleasui'e at all ? Let us be philo- 
sophical — ^this is a very comfortable sbelf , and we are in a capital 
position for hearing the Musical-Box, which, between ourselves, I 
cannot help admitting is more agreeable^ than either my bellow 
or your tambourine.” I differed from him— so far as the latter 
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was concerned:, for I am still of opinion that there never was any supplied was deceptive, and I was so inexperienced that I felt con- 
music that made anything Hke the noise of my di-um, In spite of siderahle difficulty in selling articles which 1 could not oon- 
this conversation, however, my relations with the Bull never he- scientiously recommend. But I (hd get over that in time. And 
came very intimate; he never seemed to realise what retirement then the labels on my drawers and things bothered mo a good deal; 

meant to an ener- there was a small ^ , 













My Eleventh Birth. {First Stage.) 


getic and ambi- 
tious Babbit like 
myself, and he 
, held views, too, 
! about the epheme- 
" ral and insignifi- 
cant natui'e of all 
^ toys that struck 
ine as depressing 
and sordid. They 
tookme down from 
the shelf one day 
—to my great joy, 
for I expected I 
was going to be 
Impaired at last — 
but it seemed that 
the children were 
only curious to 
know what was 
inside me, and by 
the time they had 
satisfied them- 
selves, I was dis- 
integrated. 


china jar, for in- 
stance, which bore 
the word “ Seiif” 
written upon it in 
crabbed letters. 
What “Senf" 
might happen to 
bo I had no idea, 
and yet Shejj: was 
constantly coming 
in and asking for 
a pound of it, and 
I had to pacify 
him by represent- 
ing that we were 
out of it for the 
present. So we 
•were^ for that mat- 
ter, for the jar, like 
most of the 
drawers, was per- 
fectly empty — but 
it was very worry- 
ing all the same. 
As I look back 
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My Eleventh Birth. {Second Stage.) 




MT SEVENTH BERTH. 

ILvvixg satisfied my “Karma” in my previous state, I had 
qualified myself for a higher grade, and was accordingly honoured 
by receiving a nobler form. I was now a Toy Man, My resemblance 
to humanity may not have been startling, and I was only a meek 
Httle Blaster Grocer — but still I was a man, which was something. 
Unfortunately, I did not realise that the higher estate brought 
with it a greater responsibilityr No Toy Tradesman could have 
started in business with better chances. I had the neatest little 
shop, with a counter and scales, labelled drawers, and a carefully 
selected stock, complete. The chil- 
dren who helped me to conduct my 

business recommended me to various * 

toy customers, and did their utmost I NJt) i fj 

to complete my commercial training. j ' ’ / |] 

Moreover,. I had every motive for [ 'Z I 

getting on, for I was “keeping com- I } 

pany” with a young Shepherdess at a I j \ 

neighbouring toy farm. She was a / ^ 

buxom maid, with little black d ots of ^ | 

brimmed hat ; she would have been I 

nearer the classic type, perhaps, if / 

she had possessed anything like a / 

profile, But I was a little undefined Y' ' 

in that respect myself, so I could not i V 

afford to he very critical. She had / f 

a little flock of remarkably crinkly 

sheep, each with a red ribbon round 

its neck, and I used to go and visit 

her every evening as soon as play 

was over for the day. Often did we 

stand or lie— for we were neither of 

us in the habit of sitting — under one 

of the spreading green-shaving trees, 

and talk^ hopefully enough, of the ^ g | 

gradually enlarge my premises into / m H rli 

stores, and then we could marry, and / / Bii 

she would superintend the dairy //Jh I 

department.’ Tor she came from a 

big emporium, where there were /f| H 

departments for everything, so she 

knew all about it. But, privately, I 

felt a certain want of confidence in . 

my own capacity for enterprise,. A 

although I did not confess to it then. 

I had already discovered that much 

of the stock with which I had been My Twel 


now, with that larger, fuller knowledge which has come to me> 
I know of course that Senf was merely a German expression for 
mustard— but I was not permitted to learn that then. The chil- 
dren, who I began to see with alarm, wore n\ost unpin ncipled 
persons to be connected with, stocked my drawers wnth sand and 
sawdust, which they obliged mo to palm off upon Mrs. Noaii— a 
most respectable lady— as the best tea and colfco! Is it any 
wonder that my scruples wore gradually ovorcomo under such 
influences? I could hardly expect to prosper— and I didn’t. 
Mrs. Noaii objected that the tea was gritty, which was ti’ue 
enough, and left me in consequence. I had a most unpleasant 

R econo, too, with Ham and Japiiet, 

who returned a box of cigars 1 bad 
sold them, on the ground that it was 
nothing but a block of painted w^ood. 
No more it was ; but then, as I ex- 
plained, it was the only brand 1 kept 
in stock, and I bad never had any 
comj)lamts before. Upon this, how- 
ever, they both became so abusive 
that I w'as reall^’- obliged to tell them 
very severely, that I did think that, 
as Sfindag ioys^ they ought to be 
asbaincd of themselves I After a few 
oxj 0 icnccs of this sort, I grew reck- 
k\s.s and domoralisod ; iny weights 
wore detected as false, and I only 
smiled. I told the Shepherdess 
__ fiunkly that, at the rate I was going 
“on, I saw no prospect whatever of 
being in a position to marry, and that 
_ wo had better consider our ongage- 
i inent at an end. She took it very 
(juietly — she w^as always gentle and 
])laciil — only that very night she 
snapped oit' quite suddenly at the 

3 csponsible, and I daresay I was, but 
- 1 couldn’t help it. Was it my fault 
“ill was placed in a false position from 
- ihe first? The climax soon came; 
my business declined, iny stock, such 
as it was, was dispersed, and my 
fittings dismantled; then I was 
turned out of my shop, which the 
children subsequently converted into 
a school, and then into a fort. I 
was a plaster bankrupt with the 
world to begin anew. The obildren 
My Twelfth Birth. found me employment as a driver 
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of a tin hansom, but, incompetent a cabman as I had been a informed that they were groaning under the iron heel of a kid 

grocer, i promptly leli on my peron and broke my neck. I remem- and sawdust aristocracy. They were doing notbing of the sort; 
her that 1 was glad wh^ I heard it go, and knew that at last I had but they liked to be told they were. One or two middle-class 
done with a hie of which I had made such a hopeless muddle ! composition and china dolls sympathised with us, or so they 

TVfY 'PTn-TTTTT "RT'RTTT ^ don’t think they quite realised that we were in earnest. We 

« T -L j -L 3 tt’ere, though. We tampered with the tin soldiery un^ we had in- 

OF course i had by no means done with life yet, and I was oculated many of them with our zeal for a purer social state; the 
accorded another chance of retrieying myself, and learning the bricks, down to the smallest cube, were with us ; we were ripe for 
meaning and value of commercial integrity* I became an animal revolution — and our opportunity came at last. A band of hostile 


once more— a Cardboard Donkey that kicked. But it was a position, 
nevertheless, of great trust and responsibiKty, for whenever a 
penny was placed in a nick on my back, I was required to deposit 
it in a bank behind. The business was transferred from the curb- 


boys invaded the nursery, and we eagerly joined them in a general 
attack ujjon that foster-bed of idle luxury, the Doll’s House. It 
was carried by storm, all the furniture turned topsy-turvy, the 
swarm of do-nothing patrician dolls, who had robbed us so long of 


stone to the nursery mantelpiece, where I discharged my duties our inheritance, were expelled, and I proclaimed the New Era from 


with unfailing regularity, faithfully passing every coin entrusted 
to me to the credit of my customers. I remember having a 
sentimental fancy for a beautiful little Zebra on wheels, but I 
strug^ed hard against my passion, and overcame it in time. 
Dor I was too closely tied to the Bmk to have any 
leisure for the gentler 
emotions. So I kicked 
stubbornly on, until one 
of those financial crises 
by which the best regu- 
lated nurseries are con- q ^ 

vulsed at times burst O O 

upon me unprepared. 

There was a panic among 

the depositors, which - i 

caused a_ run upon the | |! n NM 

board), and my frame, \ // 

already overstrained by 

constant attention to 

business, sank in con- 

sequence. But I went 

to pieces with the proud 

satisfaction of knowing /// ( • ✓ 

that my accounts were t W& 

in perfect order, and that 

there was sufficient in // 

creditor in full,^whioh ^ ^ 
is more than every mana- ^ ^ 

m similar circumstances. ^ ^ 

up Wooden Soldier. I 
saw a good deal of service 
in carpet border warfare, 

in one action receiving a ^ 

pea in the chest, the 

mark of which I carried through life. I was steady under fire, 
and might have looked forward to a brilliant career, but for an 
inveterate dislike to Human infants — ^which proved my undoing. 
It is painful even now to think that I should have disgraced my 
uniform by such unsoldierly conduct— but I was arrested on a 
charge of attempting to poison a baby who had wounded mj amour 
propre by sucking all the paint off my hat. A court-martial was 
iield, the principal witness against me ‘being the baby herself, who 


My Fourteenth Birth. 


the balcony. We began by abolishing rank ; henceforth the only 
aristocracy was to be Talent — which gave the iigJp toys a chance. 
Shop toys were commanded to love street ones, or take the 
consequences, which— to their shame be it said — they gene- 
rally preferred to do. We were all free and equal, or if there 

lua^ any quality ^that 

^ ' glass ^yes which had so 

^TH Birth. long insulted us by their 


mark of which I carried through life. I was steady under fire, haughty stare. Why not got on very well without them. lad- 
and might have looked forward to a brilliant career, but for an mitnowthatl secretly contemplated having my ownmatoes encased 
inveterate dislike to Human infants — ^which proved my undoing, in wax and furnished with a wig and a pair of blue beads out that 
It is painful even now to think that I should have disgraced my was merely because a certain amount of state was necess^y to my 
uniform by such unsoldierly conduct — but I was arrested on a position. None of the other dolls would have been permitted these 
charge of attempting to poison a baby who had wounded my amour privileges. In consideration of devoting my tune and talems to 
propre by sucking all the paint off my hat. A court-maAal was the public, I occupied the Doll’s House as my pnvate and omci^ 
held, the principal witness against me being the baby herself, who residence. The state revenues, consisting of pms, passed through 
was still suffering from the effects. I was broke, and dismissed the my hands, and of these I amassed by various methods an immense 
Army, after which I went altogether to the dogs, being chewed quantity, of which some of my subordinates had the audacity to 
out of all recognition by a couple of fox-terriers. claim their share . I need not ^y that I rebuked their selfish greed 

® O' Jr' vindicated the sanctity of Property— they perished miserably, 

MY TENTH BIETH. and I was absolute. After thus establishing Liberty, Equality, 

Next time I -wras— let me see— oh yes, I remember now : a and Pratemty throughout my dominions, I might have hoped to 
common plebeian Dutch Doll. Need I say that Iwas a mns-culoUe enjoy the love and gratitude of the people. But alas . Mme toys 
from bira f It disgusted me that the mere accident of being hom have no reverence for an estebhshed institatao^ ttey lack ^at 
wooden or waxen should make such an enormous difference. Why mstmotj^ve respect for however a^ed, wMA alone pre- 
should some dolls he gorgeously attired and hardly ever played serves the oo^um^ from anarchy! Encouraged by the with- 
with, while others werl sfantily clad and in constant demand? drawal of the Boys, who had done so much to place mem power, and 
J didn’t know, but I felt such miquities ought to be stopped. I the return of the legitimate sovereign of the nursery, ^ey rose 
gathered round me a gTui..11 band^ of desperate and enthusiastic agamst my i^torship, and, somehow or other, I was torn limb 
& idXed to the cause, and we harangued mass meefcgs on from limb mth every 

the nursery hearthrug of broken and discontented toys, whom we wardof the dismterested Patriot who seeks to benefit his fellow toys 



MY ELEVENTH BIETH. 

Tiieue must have been a heayy debit against me in tbe books 
of Ivaima, or I should not have found myself inhabiting peAaps 
the most hideous toy in existence. I was a Japanese Goblin Head, 
without even a body » of my own, unless a piece of bent cane 
deserves the name. Whenever the cane was squeezed, my jaws 
opened and my eyes goggled in a truly horrible manner. You can 
fancy how bitterly I rebelled against such a lot, and how I felt that 
1 could have been a good and respectable toy under any other con- 
ceivable form but mine. (Of course I was unaware then how many 
quite respectable foims I had already occupied, and what a failure I 
had been in most of them.) In my despair I took a savage and unholy 
delight in my own repulsiveness. I made a Sky e-terrier frantic, a 
baby howl, and I frightened a goldfinch into a fit I I should have 
gone on from bad to worse, had not a little Dresden figure come to 
live on the same mantelpiece with me. I tried to terrify her, but 
delicate and fragile as she looked, she showed no fear of me. She 
merely remonstrated with me on 
making such extremely ugly faces, 
until 1 gradually began to wish I 
was a better goblin. And soon, 
under her sweet porcelain influence, 

I improved. ^ Even my expression 
gi’ew gentler, more human. AVhether 
she ever suspected how devotedly and 
respectfully I loved her, I don’t 
know — at times I hoped she might 
read it in my eyes — but perhaps 
mine were not exactly the soii of eyes 
to convey the subtler shades of 
expression. I now endeavoured to 
amuse instead of alarming, and ended 
by becoming generally respected and 
beloved. So, when my time came 
and I gasped out my life at tbe feet 
of my Dresden divinity, the last thing 
that met my upturned eyes "was her 
smile of gentle approbation. 

MY TVTELFTH BIETH. 

IIavixg clone my best as a Goblin 
under groat disadvantages, I was 
once ‘^more promoted. I was a 
Grentleman Doll. I shared my com- 
fortable Doll’s House with a very 
charming china wife, whom I adored . 

Unhappily, I failed to understand 
her; I never considered her suffi- 
ciently serious to share my anxieties 
as a Doll, and consequently she was 
reduced to content herself with mere 
womanly pursuits, in which I en- 
couraged her. It amused me to 
see her so engrossed in such triviali- 
ties as Female Suflrage, the True 
Position of Woman in the House- 
hold, Education, and the Emanci- 
pation of the Sex. So I suppose 
I ought to have made more allowance for her when I 
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discovered, 

as I lid one day, that she had surreptitiously written a drama on 
the Marriage Question, which she intended for early production at 
a Ifatiuee at the Eoyal Cardboard Theatre, and had pledged my 
credit for the necessary expenses, which would run into several 
rows of pins ! But I could not. I was too rigidly conventional. 
I m afraid I was unnecessarily severe, I know I said “ Ugh-ugh ! ” 
to her. All I thought of was the damage to my reputation as a good 
and respectable Doll. But just then a bulky packet fell into the 
letter-box — it was the manuscript of W’play, declined with thanks ! 
I was saved, and ready to forgive her everything now the danger was 
over. But she would not he forgiven ; on the contrary she turned 
round and lectured me ! She said I should have insisted on making 
a Doll of her, instead of treating her as a Woman ; then she would 
not have wanted to write plays I She informed me we were 
strangers, and she would leave me — never to return, unless a miracle 
happened, and she learnt, by knocking about the nursery, what 
Bolldom really meant, and why Matinees were immoral. Then she 
went out, slamming the door behind her. 

The miracle must have been one of those which do mi happen, 
for I never saw her again. 


MY THIETEENTH BIETH. 

I n VVE little to record about my next state of being. I was the 
Little Man in the Weather Cottage, and as I now recognise, was 
punished for my uxorious carelessness as a Gentleman Doll. For I 
was constantly tormented by a firm conviction that I had an ideal 
helpmeet somewhere — only I never could get sight of her ! As soon 
as I went in at one door, she went out at the other. It was unspeak- 
ably tantalising, until at last, after repeated disappointments, I 
realised sadly that Destiny was against us— that we never should 
meet on that mantelpiece ! So I sought to console myself with 
study ; and tried hard to master the weather forecast. _ While still 

S ied in these abstruse pursuits I made the acquaintance of an 
y white-bearded Mahatma in a box, and was privileged to 
become bis pupil, or chela. From him I first gained a faint idea 
of the vast system of worlds of which our Nursery formed but 
an insignificant pait. Through him I learned to abstract myself, 
to subdue tbe passions and desires, and in short, to become an 
accomplished esoteric adept. When 
I knew all he could teach, 1, success- 
fully projected myself out of my 
plaster body and, after undergoing 
terrible ordeals (which, as I fortu- 
nately forget, I will not describe) 
freed mj^self from my Toy trammels 
for ever ! 

MY FOUETEENTH BIETH. 
Yes, I am a Toy no more. I have 
(lone with tbe Nursery at last. I am 
a Mystic, an Automatic Magician in 
a glass case, a Cave of Mystery and 
Divination, to which trembling mor^ 

1 als resort to consult tbe future. After 
Ibeir offering is deposited, mysterious' 
music sounds, and I point out^tho 
rosi)onse of tbe oracle inscribed upon 
a revolving disc at tbo back. ^ In the 
same case with mo is a fairy in short 
skirts, who dances jerkily while I 
prophesy. Nothing is hid from mo 
now. i range back over my past 
lives, and from wliat I see tboro, 1 am 
enabled to recognise in this Fairy my 
true Affinity, or Twin Soul. I bavo 
mot her frequently in niy various 
existences, though 1 knew it not. She 
was the Cockatoo when I was tho Fur 
Monkey, tho Cuckoo who loved me 
as a Clockwork Mouse, tho Wooden 
liephcrdess I jilted as a Plaster 
Grocer, the Striped Zebra, the Flaxon- 
J I aired Doll, the Dresden Figure, the 
(Jhina Woman-wife,' tbo Fair Un- 
known of tbe Weather Cottage. And 
she recognises mo too, and wo both 
feel a calm and passionless satisfac- 
tion that wo should have mot at last 
in this perfect harmony and under- 
standing. But WG do not feel even that very much — wu have 
got far beyond all oxtrenio emotion. . . . My services are re- 
quired by a mortal female in a poke bonnet, who has a very tiny 
bar of blue ribbon stitched to her clouk. She w’islios to consult the 
oracle. AVhen tho dial stops, I seo that the reply, as indicated by 
my wand, is : “ Come, hack and see alone which is safe, but procras- 
tinating. She departs, evidently impressed, and presently returns 
alone, more anxious than ever. Again tbe mystic dial revolves, 
and this time tho answer of Fate is, “ Gu’c t/p drinking Spirits.'^^ 
... lam about to resume my lofty abstraction, when an umbrella 
breaks in upon my seclusion, and I soar suddenly into the Unknown ! 

Apotheosis. — The last solemn communication I am permitted 
to address to tbe woi'ld I have left can be but brief. I am across the 
Threshold at last I I am a Sixth Eounder, revolving slowly and 
serenely in an atmosphere of ethereal essences, absorbed in siiblimo 
and ecstatic self-contemplation; my eyes radiant with thoughts' 
beyond all utterance, mjr lips parted in a pex'ennial smile of placid 
content. I have a faint impression that She, my Affinity, is near 
me and similarly engaged, but it no longer seems of any con- 
sequence. This is Eest. This is Felicity, This is Nirvana. . . . 
I may say no more. . . Farewell ! [the end.] 
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fort y winks before dinner. (By Tom Noddy.) 
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13. lliev forgot to bolt the Back-door, so I bolted through it myself, and ran 15 , I doubled, and took the wrong turning. The Bloodhounds were at m 
along the If’alaise de BAspergey the Gaoler’s children sticking to me like Cara- heels. There was the steamer sinking, with all I love, below the verge ! 
mels. That ’s the worst of being nice to children. madly plunged off Cape Jambonneau 





















offoviviA abniifins- «Au voleur! Arassas- 16. “Papa! Dinner! wake up r’ Oh joy! Madame Picard s clock was 





THE CHEISTMAS NUMBER OF PUNCH 


A DAY’S HUNTING. 


** Eight o^clock, Sir ! ” Wonder wlio said that ? ^ Oh, it ’s^ J ohn. 
What does he mean ? Can’t be eight o’clock. Yes it is. Nuisance ! 
Wish John 'wouldn’t make so much noise in waking me. Must 


badly twice. Bleed much. Can’t be helped. Bath. Ugh ! Leather- 
breeches take no end of a time to button. Now for my new tops. 
Where on earth are those boot-pulls ? On toilet-table ? No. On 



speak to him. Not now, some other time. Want to sleep twenty 
minutes more. Why must he pull up blinds. Bidiculous to sup- 
pose I couldn’t get out of bed at proper time and pull them 
up myself. Hope he ’s going now. Yes. No. “What boots will 
you wear, Sir ? ” Shan’t answer. Too 
sleepy. Besides, John ought to know 
without asking. “Will you wear the 
new boots, or the old, Sir ? Hang John, 

Must annoy him by answering “ Yes.” 

Do so. “ Yeiy well, Sir, 1 ’ll put out 
your new pair.” Has done so. Don’t 
want to wear that new pah, but can’t 
bother to tell John. ‘ ‘ A quarter past 
eight. Sir. Bather a dull morning.” 

Will he never go ? He is gone. Can 
put in ten minutes’ sleep, and get down 
comfortably for nine o’clock breakfast. 

Might be better to get up at once and 
shave. Loathe shaving. Shan’t get up. 

Meet at Pitchfork Heath, eight miles 
o:ff. Ought to start at about twenty 
minutes to^ ten to do it comfortably 
•without tiring horse. Ought really to 
get up. More idea of bath is detestable. 

Curious. Am dressed and 
riding to Pitchfork Heath •with fifty 
other horsemen. Some have wings. 

Why have I never noticed this before ? 

Jones is riding a zebra. McWelteu 
is on a girafie. Capital notion. Don’t 
seem to remember this county. Bishop 
of the diocese joins us in his landau. 

We are in his Cathedral. What has 
become of my horse ? The Bishop is marching at the head of the 
Choir heating a gong, hoo-o-oo-om By Jove, that ’s the break- 

fast-gong. Jump out of bed. Shave with tepid water. Cut myself 



drawers? No. Under chest of drawers ? No; but have knelt in 
a splash from the bath, and spoilt look of my leathers. Bing for 
John. In the meantime, got on shirt and collar, and try to tie my 
tie. Why will that confounded laundress wash my ties so stiff P 
Gold pin with a fox’s head. Go in, 
won’t you ? Go in, go in, go —ah ! 
Pin bonds double. 

Enter J oiiN. * ‘ J oiiN, whore the devil 
have you shoved those boot-pulls to ? ” 
“ There they are, Sir, under your ’and.” 
Singular, so they aro,;^ Straighten ])in 
and finally insert it. 0'2.) 1 Too late 
to put on boots before breakfast. Go 
down in slippers. Still bleeding. 9*30. 
In the breakfast- room. Slip in and 
sit down without absence of boots being 
noticed. Odour of recent bi'oakfasts 
very strong and disagreeable. Pah ! 
Mother and one or two others still in 
their places. ‘ ‘ dear IIeniiy . You ’re 
very late. I ’in afraid the tea ’s not hot. 
Shall I send for more ? ” No time. 
Have to bo content with rinsings. A 
sausage, quite cold. One poached egg. 
Hard. That’s why everyone else loft 
it. Wish Miss Ellington wouldn’t 
talk to mo. Why hasn’t she finished 
her breakfast and gone away ? Make 
signs to Mother to go, and take Miss 
E. with her. Mother won’t understand. 
Strange, I thought Miss E. such a nice 
girl last night. 

Limp toast. Simply beastly. Enter 
my brother Tom. “Hurry up, old cook ; we ought to bo jogging 
along now.” Gulp down marmalade, dollop of which falls o-n new 
red coat. Capture it. Stickiest stuff in the world. Dash upstairs 
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to put ou new boots. Tug, tug, ow I Tug, tug, tug ! That ’s one 
on. Horribly tight ; painful pressure round leg on buttons. Tug, 
tug ! The other boot on too. Much tighter even, and more painful. 
Tie bows : badly bungled. Try again. Very untidy ; but will have 
to do. Spurs. Where are they ? Hound and round tne room. Pound. 
Put them on. Peel, during the process, 

as if I should burst. Dash downstairs. [ • \ 

Trip. Spurred my boot badly. Horse 

is being led up and down by groom. • 

“ Mr. Tom ’s g me on, Sir. He said you I^ain , 

knew the way, and you ’d be sure to ^ 

catch "im up.*” Hang Tom : he might a 

have waited half a minute. Can’t find 
my hat anywhere. John! John!! 

JOHN!!! “ I wish you wouldn’t stui^ 
everything of mine away, John. 

‘ ‘ ’Afc, Si/ ^ It ’s on your ’ead, Sir.” 

Scored ofi! again. Must take it out 
of John, somehow. I believe he lies M 

in wait to catch me. Generally sue- 
ceeds, too, worse luck. “ My crop, 

John.” He can’t find it. Triumph ! 

He rushes off to look for it, - Comes 
back without it. Groom produces it 
suddenly, like a conjurors trick. “You / 
give it me last night, Sir, to get clean.” 

John’s face is a study. Calm con- " ^,/ y ' 

sciousness of superiority, tinged with ' ^ R S' ^ < 

reproach, as who should say, “Why ^ ^ i 
vex your faithful servant with useless , - ^ m ^ 

messages?” Mount. Ofi at last. Past . ''•v» V’ 

ten o’clock. 

Shall have to push along a bit. Light a cigar first. Produce 
it — ^bite it. Match-box. Heavens ! Only one match ! “ Steady, 

boy, steady! Stand, you brute, stand ! ” Now for it. Strike it. 
Horse starts. Match OTJT, Argument with horse, points being 
emphasised by crop. Jog along. 

Ought I to turn to left, or keep straight on ? Can’t remember. 
There'^’s not a soul in sight. Chance it, by going straight on. Jog 
a mile. That left top seems to get tighter and tighter. Agony. 
Meet a rustic. Ask him the way. “ You ought to ’a turned up 
by Potter’s Copse, a mile back.” Just my luck. Back again, and 
turn up by Potter’s Copse. Who was Potteh ? Why had he a 


at ’s one Copse ? And why am I thinking of such rubbish ? That ’s Pitch- 
;. Tug, fork Heath in the distance. I toow it by the three trees in a line, 
painful. Nobody to be seen on Heath. It’s past eleven. Trot on fast, 
dll have Sound of a horn in the distance. Canter. .Ah, there they are, 
Pound, right on the top of Melby Down. Can just make them but going 

' They jeer, and'tklme I ’ve missed the 
' "^ry best thMy minutes 

clinking posts and rails soon after the 
: start.” Thehuntsman tries a cast back. 
No luck. Takes a wide sweep to the 
right. “ 01 dJfe?orZ 2 /’sgotit. Hark 
to her!” Palse alarm. Potter, potter, 
Produce j potter. Try another covert. So we go on for hours. , More rain. 






“ Steady, 

r^j ..‘T-. Ft. 


Why had he a 


THE DIARY OF 


NEW M.P. 


Monday . — Am glad election is over. Quite a new joy to be able 
to pass a man in the street without grinning genially upon him. 
Since the poll was declared, showing majority of 570 for me, have 


mm 


“ Grinning genially.” 

had qmxo a debauoh ol contradiction. Feel as if my soul was 
own^gain, also my body. When Provost McSmee, Cbaiman of 
my Committee at Sawnypopo, meeting me on moramg ^ter elecbon, 
observed “ It ’s a fine day,” I said quite snappishly, Do you think 
so ? I fancy it will rain before night.” 


Wetthrongh, nothavingtaken waterproof . Inpamfrombothhoots. 
Why are breeches made with buttons, for top-boots to press into 
one’s fiesb ? Chop a fox in covert. And that ’s the last we see oi 
hear of a fox this day. Wet, cold, himgry. .So is Tom. Horse has 
got a had over-reach, and I ’ ve spurred him in .the shoulder, it £ 
four o’clock, aud we ’re twelve miles from home. Bom boots keej 
the agony going. Walk him the whole way, reaching home at /*lo, 
Query ? Is hunting really a pleasure ? Think it out before dinner, 
Answer — No. Hecur to subject after dinner, before smoking-roonc 
fire. Answer — Yes. Sleep in arm-cha ir. Bed. 

Almost made him jump. Twenty-four hours a^o I shouid, 
responding to similar remark, have nervously rubbed my hands. 

Under septennial Parlia- ^ x 

‘ ments England (I can call it Ah, Mester Monbund, it s no the dny to 

^ England now I ’m out of ° 


^ England now i’m out of 

! Scotland ; in Cudcattleshire always had to speak of Great Britair 
I —England, I repeat, has grown in power, in wealth, in dominioi 











THE CHEISTMAS NUMBER OF PUNCH 


Whj recklessly readjust the machinery ? Let this Parliament at least run its course. 
Time enough to consider triennial term when we see who ’s in at next general election. 


and never pass a day without putting from three 
to seven questions to Ministers. At the outset 


Wednesdaii.—UesLU to make my mark in Parliament now I ’m in. It ’s all new and you will probably evoke some indications of per- 


strange, but so was Lidia to Clive when he first set foot on its coral strand. 



“ Having secured a'Comer Seat, occupy it constantly. Let House grow accustomed to your presence.*' 
well. Made -a friend of TobYj M.P., asked his advice. Eeceived me most afiably. 
Put me on the straight path at once, ‘‘ Most important,” he says, “to get a good start. 
In this House, as in ordinary ones, nature of introduction everything.” “Who 
then should I got to bring me up to the table ? ” I asked. ‘ ‘ Mr. (>. and Haecourt 


sonal distaste for your company. Not to put ' 
too fine a point upon it, they will try to howl 
you down. This may last for a Session, or even , 
two. At the end of that time you ’ll not only ' 
win, but will have established yourself in the 
position of a favourite. I am old enough to 
remember when Joseph Gillis Biggae was an : 
object of contumely.' His rising was everj 
the signal for a storm of howls and jeers. 
Joseph went on rising, and after a prolonged i 
contest the House not only ceased to yell at him, | 
but hilariously cheered when ho interposed in ' 
debate, and on the day ho died, there was scarcely ' 
a dry eye in the place. Alpheus Cleophas 
and Seymour ICeay Lave not reached that 
position yet, and probably never will, for J oey 
B. is not a product a century reproduces. But 
they are on the way to it, and Iiavo distinctly 
made progress.” 

Saturday.— "JHhQTQ is, I gathered in later con- 
versation with my philosopher, and friend, even 
higher game for the new M.P. to play than that 
indicated by examples quoted. “ The %orst 
thing any new Member can do,” ho says, “ isto 
let it aj)pear that he will fall into lino and obey 
the Whip. Anyone can do that. It is the easiest 
and most natural thing to cheer your own 
leaders, and attack Hon. and Bight lion. Gentle- 
men opposite. If you, my dear Moribund, want 
to make an early mark in the House of Commons, 
just reverse the position of affairs. The thrnij io 
do is io kick out behind. If you are a Liberal, 
hint dislike for the proceedings on the Treasury 
Bench. If you are a Conservative, hesitate 












wouldn’t be bad in their way,” 
he said. “Gould it be man- 
aged? ” Well, it was unusual. 

Thursday . — Toby M.P. 
strongly urges me to secure a 
corner seat below the Gangway. 
It is, he says, from that position 
all men who have risen to high 
estate have started. The Squire 
OP Malwood stepped thence to 
the Treasury Bench, and so, 
from the other side of the House, 
did Grandolph. Por many 
sessions the Sage of Queen 
Anne’s Gate had a corner seat 
which he benevolently shared 
with his disciples when in turn 
they rose to attack someone or 
something. Prom a comer seat 



“ Jemmy” Lowther looks on a 
sadly changed world, and from 
a corner seat Julius ’Annibal 
P iCTON from time to time rises 
to thriH the senate with burning 
eloquence. 

Friday , — “Having secured a 
corner seat,” iny Mentor con- 
tinues, “ occupy it constantly. 
Let House grow accustomed to 
your presence. ^ Speak on every 
subject that comes up for debate, 




b *s the most natural thing to cheer your own 
just reverse the position of affairs.” 


Leaders — 


doubt about the patriotism, or, more telling still, 
the common honesty of Bight Hon. Gentlemen 
on the Pront Opposition Bench. That is certain 
to secure an audience which otherwise might be 
lacking. Gentlemen opposite will fcol bound to 
remain and back you up. Your own side will 
sit angry but interested. There will bo cheering 
and^ counter- cheering. Probably you will be 
replied to from whichever Pront Bench you may 
chance to have attacked, and your fortune is 
made. I won’t mention names, but 1 can count 
off on the fingers of my two hands just as many 
men who are Ministers to-day, or wore Ministers 
yesterday, who owe their emergence from 
obscurity directly to these tactics.” 

Very glad I came to the Fountain Head for 
advice on this subject. Seems easy enough to 
follow. I ’ll certainly try. When we get fairly 
to work in February, Cudcattleshiro shgll loom 
large in the Parliamentary reports. 



AND PUNCH’S ALMANACK FOE 1893. 


MINOR MISERIES. 

HALF-COCK. 

{By Mr. Punch's Rammer- Gunner.) 

It was a dull December day — 

Days mostly are in mid-December ; — 

From tree to tree a shrieking jay 
Made discord, as I well remember. 

“ Line up, you boys,” I beard him plain, 
The Keeper cried ‘ ‘ Left band, move faster.” 

Slight sounds, but burnt into my brain 
By that dull day’s supreme disaster. 

Ob. sweet to one whose gun is cocked 
The pheasant’s rustle mid the trees is. 

It was a covert thickly stocked 
With pheasants as with mites a cheese is. 

The, line drew onward in its beat, 

And, though the sticks kept up a clatter, 

I seemed to hear a thousand feet 
Of pheasants on the dry leaves patter. 

I scarce had shot a single bird. 

I know not why — these things are puzzles— 

Pheasant and rabbit both preferred 
To me that day by other muzzles. 

Or if some reckless bird aspired 
To suit me,^ it was very odd he 

Seemed, as without effect I fired. 

All tail, and not a scrap of body. 

Some twenty rabbits, too, had crossed 
The grassy rides where I was posted. 

My score was eighteen rabbits lost, 

And only two completely “ ghosted.” 


By shooting soon, or shooting late, 

I missed them ; yet it does seem funny 






'■Km 




That fancy thus should elongate 
The short but most deceptive bunny. 


Though it were wiser not to care 
For trifles such as these, they vexed me ; 
My skill--I would not boast— is fair, 

And this day’s want of it perplexed mo. 
So, as I stood and watched the trees, 

I vowed this time to aim much harder, 
And kill my birds in style, and please 
My host, and help to fiU his larder. 

At last, at last ! a whirr of wings ! ‘ 

Here comes a bunch of six or seven. 

To rights to left, they stream in strings. 
Some low, some soaring high as heaven. 

I raised my gun ; wdth might and main, 
While straight above the pheasants rocket, 
I pulled and pulled, but all in vain. 

For I had quite forgot to cock it. 

Away they flew : can pardon be 
For bursts of language double-shotted? 
When Uncle Toby's speech flew free, ^ 

The word was by an Angel blotted; - 
Yet if while I addressed my gun, 

JChat Angel marked me as I muttered. 

He must have dropped more tears than one 
To blot the hasty words I uttered. 

And still, though years have passed away, 
And memories fade as men grow older. 
My dreams repeat that fatal day ; 

The half-cocked gun is at my shoulder, 

I strive to cry, my voice is dumb, 

While, by my nightmare fears made bigger, 
Flocks of gigantic pheasants corne. 

And bid me tug the useless trigger. 



‘ Chapter IV.— Am joined by Kindly-disposed Individual, who ailxises me to 

CHAMERJIL-Have no objection myself to going back, (but old Mare rery let the Hat go to the H 1 and.foUow him-he knows the Country- . - . . 

imperfectly broken animal), declines to do SO at any price. , [ine Pimsh atp.m,. 
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Fliro AND FINISH. (Concluded) 


^ ^ CA 




CiUFTER V.— This is delightful ! ! ! Kindly Party quite a Master of Arts in 
the njatter of-Gates. Says he does take a jump sometimes though, when, he 
forced' to. 


^44 






Chapter i^I.— He’s done it. “Only got to throw your heart over,” he 
ays. “ Beastly long way to throw it, though,” I say. 




Chapter YU.— Have throwm it M ! ! ! Shut my eyes and trusted to chance 
(mane- chance). What a providential thing that horses wore invented with 
long necks and a mane gro>ving on the top -so much more convenient than 
underneath like a beard. 


Chapter VIII.- Got on splendidly for two or three lllds after this, and 
then found beastly Gate locked (shall wnite to Timee about Locked Gates). 
Never mind ■ Kindly Party knows another way. He jumps it, and leaves me !' 



Ch^JER IX.— T17 to pull a Bail out. Impudent Boy on pony turns up 
frond; somewhere, and wants - to know why I don’t bring a Carpenter out with 
me. ; Impudent Boy then vanishes. Alone; wander about for an hour— lost ! 


myself at Covert, where I discover Maud 
Hat, by Jupiter 1 1 Get oft-pick it up-carry it homo. 



- lierself at Cross-road. She Chapter XTL— Evening-make the most of lhat Hat "^Ask^if I mav keen 


V. J Hooc^sJ^' 


Happy ra-D (^hb Hat) ! BHssPi't.riNisu ! ! 


UON.iUN; BRADBUay, AONW, & CO, T.n.. POINTERS, WHITKFRXAEa. 








“APPARENT FAILURE." 

[“ The Private View was not 
a success. . . The dresses 
which we noticed were very 
ordinary indeed.’* — “ Art 
Notes ” in a Ladies^ JBajper^ 

Not a success— for every 
toilet there 

Was commoiiplace and 
stupid, more or less ; 

A fact which clearly made 
the whole affair 
LNot a success. 

“Were not the pictures 
good? ” Well, we con- 
fess 

We know not, neither do 
we greatly care ; 

As writers for the fashion- 
able Press, 

Artistic knowledge falls 
not to our share ; 

We saw no novelties in hat 
or dress ; 

Therefore the Show is 
plainly, we declare, 
“Not a success,’* 

went Sa.x- 
PENCB I ” — 2 propos of the 
New Coinage, the Pall 
Mall Gazette is our autho- 
rity for saying, that “The 
design for the reverse of 
the half-crown has been 
mepared by Mr, Beock.” 
Beoce is a name hitherto 
associated in the popular 
mind with fireworks ; and 
if the work be entrusted 



to }' this cunning artificer, 
he^ will make the ^ New 
Coinage go off splendidly* 
He has, we believe, already 
submitted illuminated de- 
signs to the dxjEEir. 

♦ # ♦ 

The Hendaxs are an- 
nounced to appear at the 
Avenue Theatre. They 
start with A White Lie, 
This is the truth. Free 
admissions wiH not be 
heard of, except when 
they give A Scrap of 
Paper, They are also 
going to produce a new 
play entitled, Prince Ka- 
ratoff. The plot, to judge 
by the namCj^will be of 
interest to Vegetarians, 
as it is whispered that 
the hero. Prince Karato^^ 
falls in love with Prin^ 
cess Turnipon, 

* * m 

CXTBIOTTSLY APPROPEDlTE 
Conjunction op Nahes.— 
On Friday last the Times 
published an important 
letter on a certain fishery. 
The fish was the Salmon, 
and the writer of the letter 
wasFPENNELL. Wedouot 
remember ever having seen 
Salmon on table without 
Fpbnnell, which is a fan- 
ciful way of spelling it. 
AH information concerning 
Salmon may now be ob- 
tained from a Feennekd 
source,” 


vox, CIV. 
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THE SONG OF THE SHIRT. 

(^Very Latest Version^) 




wife''!# 












[** There is a grievance which has taken hold in 
the last few years, under which we are all groaning 
and complaining, without, as far as I can see, any 
pre^nt remedy, I allude to the shameful way in 
which our linen is destroyed and knocked about hy 
1 the existing race of ^Washerwomen in the Me- 
trt^oHs.** — J. GJs Letter on '^London Laun- 
drm^* in the Daily Telegraph,'] 

With wxistbaaidfl grubby and worn, 

? With eollars ragged and frayed, 

II, man moaned oyer a shirt all rags, 

, /(birsing the laundress trade. 

“ Sonib ! Scrub ! - Scrub I 


With lime, for extracting the dirt ; 

With chemicals rot, and with wire-brushes 
rub!”— 

That ^s the new Song of the Shirt. 

Buy I Buy I Buvl 

Though I’m but a poor Clerk, with scant 
“oof,” 

Yet it ’s buy— buy-— buy I 
[My hosier’s bOls furnish full proof), 

And it ’s 0 1 to he a slave 
To my Laundress, who’s worse than a 
Turk I 


I seldom look nice, and I never can save ; 
Aud this is woman’s work I 

, RubI EubI Euhi 
Till they ’re rugged at edge aud at rim ; 

Scrub I Scrub 1 Scrub I 
Till with scissors the cuffs I must trim. 
Seam, and gusset, and band, 

Band, and gusset, and seam ; 

And all the buttonholes gape, and the studs 
Drop out in a golden stream. 

0 Men with sisters who trash, 

With housewifely mothers or wives, 
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who do up” your linen, and don^t “ put 
it out,” 

Ton lead endurable lives I 
■Wash— Starch— Iron I 
That may mean home dampness and dirt ; 
But at least your, collars won’t chafe your 
neck, 

And you’ll boast a wearable shirt I 

But why do I dream of soap, 

Or of honest knuckle-bone ? 

I^ow most men’s shirts come home in a shape 
That ’s dreadfully like my own— 

That ’s dismally like my own, 

Unless a home laundry they keep ; 

Great Scott ! that shirts should oe so dear, 
And chloride and wire so cheap I 

Scrub ! Scrub ! Scrub I 
The wire-brush never flags ; 

And what ’s the result ? A collar that ’s 
rough, 

And a front that ’s ever in rags I 
That frayed-out wristband worries me sore, 
It catches— and shows— the dirt. 

And as for the collar ! 1 1— I ’ll bet you a 
dollar 

You’ve never one clean to your shirt. 

Oh I but to breathe the breath 
Of old country linen so sweet, 

Wherein lavender was spread, 

W'hich was dried on the grass at our 
feet I 

For only one short week 
To feel as I used to feel. 

Before women washed with chloride of lime. 
And scrubbed with brushes of steel I 

Oh 1 but for one short week 
Of the good old-fashioned wash, 

Before a laundry meant utter rot, 

Lime, wax, and such chemical bosh!| 

A little swearing would ease my heart, 

At that ogress, false, inhuman; 

So to the papers a line I ’ll drop, 

On the Modern Washerwoman 1 

With fingers ready and fleet, I 
With features indignantly red, 

A poor Clerk wrote of his linen in rags, 
And this is what he said 
“Stitch I Stitch I Stitch I 
Yet I can’t keep a decent shirt I 
The thing has reached anunbearable pitch, 
So— as an appeal to the poor and the rich— 
I sing the new Song of the Shirt I ” 


ROBERT ON THE GREAT QUESTION OF 
THE DAY. 

Jolly old Crismus being cum round agen, 
as ushaL we had our Crismus-Heve supper, 
as ushal, and henjoyed owrselves till a 
rayther latish hour, as ushal. Upon cum- 
pareing notes, we didn’t find as we had 
werry much to complane about, the grand 
and nobel old wirtue of horsepitality per- 
wailing much as ushal. 

Howsumdever, upon cumparin notes a 
second time as to the most poplar subjecks 
of oonwersashun at the wanous Eleckshun 
Dinners, on Saint Tommas’ Day, or the day 
when the hole of the Common Counselmen 
has to go to their Constittuents for to be 
elected— though what St. Tommas ewer had 
to do with it I never could dishoover, no 
more can Bnowisr— we found as they was 
amost all on ’em a torkin about sum grate 
change, as a lot of outsiders called County 
Counsellers was a going for to try to get 
made ; the werry pnnoipellist being, Bbown 



EUPHEMISM. 

Cad Tout (exasperated ly the permterd attentions oj Comtahle). “ Look ’eeb, otjs Liohtitiet’- 
KBTOHBE, w’BEB THE MiSSUT’ WOED AEB TEE SHOVIN’ XTS TO?” 

getthemtowotefortheirhaving jollyhansuml to give them the command of all the sixteen 
allowences with which to pay for ’em ! But thowsand Policemen as there is in the hole of 
quiet ole Joe, who’s one of them rum fellers London; and then, not content with that, 
as don’t say much, but thinks a ’deal, says, they are a going for to erbolish aH the eight 
in his quiet way, as how as it’s werry much Water Companys, and manage it all their- 
wtts than that, for, from what a werry ancient selves ; and then, not content with that, they 
Deputty said, as he was a helping him to his are a going to take aH the Meet Markets, 
jugged air, he had werry little, dowt but that and the Fish Markets, includin Ancient Bil- 
County Counsellers was acshally a going in lingsgate, and the Fruit and Wegeral Markets; 
for erboUishing the hold CopperashuU alto- and then, just to fill up sum of their lezzur 
gether I if they can git the Goverment to be time, they are a going to erbolish the Thames 
fools enufi for to promise to ’elp ’em. And Conserwaters, and manage the Eiver theii^ 
then, from what he heard from others, they selves and then, as they think as them little 
are a going to rob the nobel and Charytable trifles ain’t quite enufE for ’em, they are a 
Liwery Companys of aU the money as they going to arsk to be aloud to take ch^e of 
spends so noWy ; and then, not contented with all the Docks and Wharf s on the Biver 1 And 
that, they are a* going for to ask Parlyment then, as they wm naterally want plenty of 
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SSuTfc tt?g^dSdOi»£ (fawlwSfiim^ it i uS OiS midlit ok*™' «“ 


mththe rem£rkaM fine happytites asweaUns has, itss^e beui| give us next ^.nnwmas a 

ony one square mile, and oui number ony about fif^ tbowsand fo^owed by sixHwlequmade So^es, toatmg^^^ 

sleepers, and about ten times as many, as cums ewery day bearn all tbe leadmg Year to Sir Dextrio- 

tibeirliving, bow is it possibel for a much smaller number of Gents, such is our hope. And so a Prosperous JNew xear to Wir jjextrio 

witb werrv littel bexperiens, to do tbe same witb a plaice about a XAJsrcrs, and all nis worxs. 

1 « 1 *' -I J Ixl. -.1 .C— « /vP . " • " - ' -i- 


bunderd and twenty times as big, and witb about five millions of 
peepel in it ? And you -may trust wbat I says, for I bad it from our 
CJbapHng.’’ 

Wby,’^ I says, boldly, “ I says at once as I don’t beleeve as it’s 
posserbel for ’em to do a ^uorter of it.” 

“ Rite you are, Mr. Robeet I ” says be. And so we parted. 

Robeet. 

AT ANCIENT DRURY. 

Dettbioiants Magntpictts bas given us sometbing gorgeous this 
year in Tbe Hall of a Million Mirrors,” tbe tenth Scene of bis Pan- 


NOVEL, BUT NOT NEW. 

(A Story of JRomance in Town met Comfry.)^ 

ScESTE I. — Tuhlisher^s Sanctum, Amateur Autlmr discov&red in 
consultation with Enterprising Pubusber.^ 

Enterprising Publisher. Yes, my dear Sir, I think, if you pay ^ 
tbe expenses, we can see our way to giving An Oppressed Ophelia 

a cb.anoe. . ,, * i o 

Amateur Author, You would not take a small risk . 


i year in Tbe Hall of a Million Mirrors,” tbe tenth Scene of bis P^- ^ Publisher, Why no, my dear Sir. I do not see bow An \ 

tomime entitled LiUle Bo-Peep, LitUe Ped Pxding Sood, and Mop Ophelia can be made a safe investment without your 

.•Jlfy TAwmS, who are three very small people, —“smalliby degrees Possibly we may treat about your uext novel, 

^ and beautaMy less — .^iiioh I understand you to say is called An Englith Mamlet, on 

jjf tom^esobwaShow. In meanwhile, let us hope that ^n' Oppretted 

the H^l of Jteors appear ^nUbe successful. [.Bretint Author an<f Publisher secero/l^'. 

™tafeVes^f”ZciSt SoEOTlL-TJe^ame. 

Nursery Rhymes, and all Author are discovered discussing the situation, 

tbe heroes and heroines of Author {gloomily). And so you say that An Oppressed Ophelia 
the universally familiar is a dead failuie P , «. -.i.!! xi. 

Srfg[||iM^ Fairy Stories. Down tbe Publisher [more cheerfully). Yes, my dear Sir, but do not be 

' Palace stairs they come, distressed. Thanks to my foresight, and yemr a^jmescenoe in a 

group after group,''until business-like arrangement, my firm has lost fiotbing by tbe 
Stage, even of Old transaction. ^ w « t 

Drury, can bold no more. Author [dryly). That I can readily understand! well, I suppose 
and there is scarcely room you have plenty of copies you can give back to met • 

move. Publisher, Well, scarcely. You see tbe'.L^diaesrs did not take 
much less to indulge^ ia up your book very warmly ; but we have made an arrangement ^ 
any ^Mdcking up abind dispose of the rest of the issue in tbe country at a considerable 
and afore,” as was^ tbe reduction. 

wont of tbe Ancient Author, koA An English Hamlet f 
Joseph, whose fame is P«&Z*sAer. We shall be glad to produce on tbe same terms ! 
s bynmed in Nigger Min- [JErcwn< Author anc? Publisher acf?era%. 



strelsy. A most ^illmnt m ~ of the Circulating Library at Slocum-Pogisron- 

scene, never to be lor- x*. a„ai Tta. 


gotten I^Sat^is^^ xmS the-Stodge, Author and Female Librarian discovered^ 

next Pantomime Reason, Author, Well, if you haven’t got the popular novels I have 
when Sir Dexjeiolaeus £ready mentioned, 1 will 
will, in all probability, have a book by Ribee Hag- . 

sbowussometmng equally gaed, Sxbvehsoh, Meeb- . 

magnificent, and as per- dith, or RimTABB EiPirNG. | /’■^O ^ 

feet in desi^ and colour. Librarian, All out. Sir. ^ ^ ^ 

There is such a ga- Won’t you have something 

laxy of talent, specially of else? 

Music-ball talent, witb Author, Well, an amus- 
tbe two Maeies, Lobtus ing Ivolume of travels or 

and Liotd, tbe Camp- recollections. Can you re- nn i1|| 

BELL of that ilk, comical commend one P! ^ il '|/ 

Dan Leno (who looks so Librarian, "We did have [| H 

comically Thin 0), and several books of that kind ’ /Iml i \\\\\\™ I ' 


the amusing Brothers Geiepiths, but without the donkey, and witb in the Season, Sir, but just 
' no quadruped to equal him, though they do make beasts of themselves now our stock is a little low. 
by appeaimg as wolves, who will not be kept from tbe door of Author [nettled). Why, I 
wrawwy Green, Mr. John D’Auban, utterly unrecognisable. Besides don’t believe you have a 
; these is a Yariety Show of other Stars, including ever-graceful book in the shop. You seem 
: Emma D’Attban, and Miss Mabel Love, of tbe “ skirts-so move- to be out of everything! 


both rightly reckoned in the programme as among “the Librarian, Ob, yes, we 
Immortals.” Only one fault can be found with tbe Pantomime, have, Sir. Here, for in- 

4;1nM4> 4a 4’'tiA4' nmtn. vmawiwi. 1%w4114a<mA QAawm 4v. 4A 4« aiC AIaCm 


A Man of Letters. 


and that is, that there are too many brilliant Stars in it. They can’t stance, is one of this year's novels. It’s called An Oppremd 


so it bax^ns that the ef^liest scenes, which are less crowded, are Librarian, Got it! Why, the whole place is full of them! To 
the best for fun, though in the latter, and specially in the one just tell you tbe truth. Sir, it came down by mistake. We ordered 
prweding the transformation, there is some capital comic business, books by Black, Meeepixh, Stevenson, and the rest of them, and 
Tich” is at his best in his burlesque of the Skirt they sent us back, by accident, I suppose, a dozen copies of An 
! Dim^. We wonder that this clever diminutive person bas never Oppressed Ophelia, If you would like it, Sir, I will loot you out a 
, appeaEedii3>“ the Claimant par excellence,^* But perhaps his name copy with some of the leaves cut. 

; is ndi “Tich,” at all, ^d so, on his first appearance on tbe world’s Author (shortly). No, thankee, I ’ve read it ! [Exit, 

^^,he^w^ncta ^^‘TiehAmn,** Librarian, Dear me, wbat an odd gentleman! He’s tbe first as 

‘ portion of tbe Pantomime— formerly styled bas read Oppressed Ophelia, although I have bad it in' the 

me"|f.#pjpniBgf/— gave as ’great pleasure, and the two “Comic these six months! [iS^esne c/oscs m 
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“SOME TALK OF ALEXANDER.” 

If my m^ory sems me MthMly, the aWe heading is a auota- 
ton from the flmt verse of "The JBritisA ffrewK,” Sd k 
^euli^ly applicable just now to the Lessee of the St! James’s 
Theatre, Mr. &f oeot Aifxakdee, who has got a decided success k 
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^-work; and, in the smail part of TodmmCs shop-boy, Master 
iiiCHAp Sasee shows that, as Mr* Wardk said of Mr* Tupman 
- wnen he bronght down 
8 the^bMs bis eyes 

wiw-SiLEm"^.H nT.T.T!w 

gener^ efSaenoy of an 
exo^pt ion^ y complete 

^ep^w e^^pe rson, bnt 
a situation which, no 

matter what might nave I 

beentheantlmr’sconeep- / 

its effect solely and only I 

on^^e access ; and Miss { 

sbts, rises to the occasion* 

DicSnsian character, th^ 

actor does thorongb jns- * ^ penny in the hat, and the figure 

tice ; as also does Mr. H. 


^ ** Put a penny in the hat, and the figure 

tice ; as also does Mr. H. 

YrifCOTi to the somewhat highly coloured blnsterons part of 
Brigimhaw, Mr. Aiexandee conmien(^s the new year well. 
JProsifI” chirps The Ceixic oee the Hbaeth. 


Question time.'* 

the original Comedy, mitten by Mr. E. C. Caetoit, entitled Zibertv 
V <J^^ching name, that perhaps might have 

been better .bestowed on a larger picture. To play with ‘^reserved 
toroe^' Entil the passionate moment arrives, isaffSiatMr. Axexaneee 
' hie does admirably, 

^S. never nnder-acting, never over- acting, 

X always as natural as a guiet gentleman, 

\ of a peculiarly romantic turn of mind, 

“"v \ y et with a keen but chastened appreciation 

^ practical joke, kept all to Mmsielf 
/ ] for Rve months, should be. Had he been 

compelled by circumstances to sustain 
/ continue playing the part 


the ams, and to continue playing the part 
of a Burchdl in G^oedsmith^s vicar of 
Wakefield for one month longer, could 
he have done it ? However, as the 

S 'ece has ** caught on,” it may be that 
r. Alexander .will We to play the 
part of Mr. Burchett alias Owen for even 
longer than half a year; and, as he 
selected the piece, and as he plays this 
part excellently, it is mainly Owin? to 
AiEXANDEEthat the piece is payin.* Mr. 
Beh Webster is good as the somewhat 
^ntlemanly-caddish mixture called The 
Mon. Gould Marringay. Mr. Hutcombe 


A MOAN- or MEEET CHEISTMAS. 

{By Our Own Dismal Dyspeptic.) 

Oh, Christmas is a season when this melancholy earth 
Has to put on the appearance of ungovernable mirth — 

When you substitute a chuckle for your ordinary sigh, 

Am you give each other presents that you can’t afford to buy— 
When the little boys with snowballs are so shockingly unkind, 
improve on the occasion to attack you from behind — 

When the mistletoe its terrors at the bashful person hurls. 

And you have to kiss a number of unpleasant-looking girls I 

Oh, Christmas is a season when the children make a row, 

you have^ to bear it patiently— although you don’t know how — 
When they will not let you slumuber in your comfortable chair, 

But crawl and tumble over you and ruffle up your hair — 

When Tom and Dick are home from school with all their nasty tricks, 
And have terrific combats with a pair of single-sticks— 

When Auntie comes to stay with us, and always takes their parts. 
And you smile a sickly smile, andmurmur, ^'Bless their little hearts I ” 


interests everybody in the First Act; “and then,” like Maebm's 
Poornlwer,”— Bhioh Mr. IT. G. isn’t, far from it,— “is heard no 
^^Jl* ji the Pmtomime season, he might re-appear 

V ^ addition to his head-gear, as intimated in 
tJus little sk^ch of him, when he could observe confidentially to the 
audmnce, Here we are again I But this is only a Mnt, to the 
maotical use of which, Mr, Goxjnn, by the kind permission of Mr. 
Amxaotobr, is heartily welcome. 

I Capital is Miss Faott Coiemae" as the housekeeper and maid-of- 


k 3 — — v.v***wo UV 0VM.jr nxvMj. U.O, ciJAU. CLAwajS bOXLCa bJUOlI. 

And you smile a sickly smile, andmurmur, ^'Bless their little hearts I ” 

Oh, Christmas is a season when the beef is very fat, 

(And it turns me topsy-turvey at the simple thought of that I)— 
When it seems as if your relatives- could never eat enough, 

And you have to look contented as you sit and watch them stuff — 
"J^en they give you Christmas pudding, and consider it a treat, 
Though they know that you are feeling far too bilious to eat — 

When the very house reverberates with tradesmen’s constant knocks, 
As they call in q[uick succession to demand a Christmas-box ! 

Oh, Christmas is a season, when I long to sit alone, 

In some clean and quiet garret, I can really call my own ; 

I Where no Christmas Cards can reach me with their idiotic rhymes— 
Where I never hear of Haeets, and his splendid Pantomimes. 

Where the turkey and the goose would feel distinctly out of place. 
Where no pallid pie- of miucemeat, dares to look me m the face ; 
Where I don’t see coloured plates from Christmas Humbers on the 

Where, in fact, I can forget that it is Christmas-time at all I 
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A REMINISCENCE. 

Molly {on Tiospitable HhouffJUs inlmt), “ You shall hays this BedbooHi Mike — 

THE SAME THAT YOU HAD LAST CHRISTMAS I ” 

Mike, “Oh, hot that Bedboom, Aunt Molly 1-t-it *s choke full of Dreams! * 


THE FRENCH “SERPENTINE DANCE;” 

OB, Pas db Panama. 

The liGiiuet’s coM and modisli grace, 
peliriniiL of the Carmagnole, r 
Fair France has known." How will she pace 
TAw frantic dance/and to what goal ? 
Bemudng in trimmphant sport, 

W^s tremnlotis now, with tOTor cold. 

Tbe whirl so dizzies, she breathes short ; , 
Jne seiwnt spirals seem to fold 
Laocoon»iike about her limbs. 

A Tarantula-bitten jictims so 
Whirl madly. Shzniks her head and swims : 
This is not glory’s ardent g|ow. 


But fever ’s hectic^ herald sure 
Of dread comiijtion, if unstayed. 

Dance on the footing insecure 
Of the keen edge of War’s red blade. 
Rather than this mad dervish spin, 

Drunk with that seipent’s poison-breath ; 
The music is the devirs din, 

The dance-^he modem Dance of Death I 

Latest fb^ Ic “ The Gilbert Islands.” 
—Sir Aethu|i Sullivan will probably stay in 
these islands while writing his new Opera. If 
successful, these islands, will then be annexed 

title of Gilb0rt and Sullivan Islands.” 


ON A NEW TEAFS CARD. 

[“With kind regards and best wishes for 1893, 
from Mr. and Mrs. T. Brown-Smith and 
famUy.”] 

From Tom I It ’s thirty years ago 
Or more, since, destined to talk Tamil, he 
Set sail for foreign lands. And so 
To-day he boasts a wife and family. 

Yes, Tom and I were chums at school, 

The Matron— how we used to fool her I - 
We broke the very self-same rule. 

We felt the very sdf-same ruler. 

We gladly in those 

classio groves mU 

Accepted all the Fates 


And even in our school- 
boy loves 

We did not care to be 
divided. 

Three years at Cambridge 

IW™ 

friendly tether.” 

Three years that all too quickly went, , 
Then«ie went down, and went together. 

Next year ’twas Tom who went abroad ; 

He vowed that he ’d be married-— never! 
But I was then engaged to Maude, 

To Maude, who swore to love me ever. 

Perhaps she kept her plighted word— 

But, if she did, she chose as funny 
A way as I have ever heard— 

She married Some One Else and Money. 

M^be she did not feel inclined 
To risk the bread-and-cheese and kisses, 
Or else her calculating mind 
Preferred “Her Laayship” to “Mrs.” 

So I ’m unmarried to this day, 

And live without the great felicity 
Which, as Tom used of old to say, ^ 

Can’t fail to wait on domestioity. 

That joy is his alone, not minoj 
Misogynist he liked to call himself, 

Whilst I thought every girl divine— ^ 

Yet Tom has been the first to fall himself. 

I.’ve missed the 
I oa^ ot^boMt, 

Fair Maude, I willingly allow 
I thought my feart for ever riven. 

It wasn’t so at all^ and now 
Your Ladyship is quite forgiven. 

And Tom, old friend— tried, trusty, true, 
Across the seas these lines will carry 
All Hew-Year greetings, Tom, to you 
And yours, from Yours^ as ever, Ha r ry. 


Should there he a hard frost, lady-skatem 
in Hyde Park will be able to give ‘quite a 
new turn to tbe “ Serpentine Dance.” 

♦ ♦ * # # I 

Cbinoune is gradually coming in again. 
She re-enters to the air of *.* Stm so gmUy 
o^er Me steeling ^ 
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pDfutap Williams. 

Bohn, 1834 . Died^ Deo. 23 , 1892 . 


[He will be missed far more by lawyers and tbe 
world at large than many men who hold more 
important offices in bis profession .” — The TimeeJl 

\ Companions of his ardent youtli, 

Or comrades of his riper years ; 

The poor wlio felt his kindly ruth, 

And mourn him with unpurehased tears ; 
Men of the world whose mordant sense 
Shorn of all maudlin sentiment 
Seemed the sharp touchstone of pretence ; 

Soft hearts on swift world-bettering bent, 
All miss, all mourn the man whom all 
Responsive found to each high call. 

Old lon^-dead days of boisterous mirth, 

Far dim-seen hours of arduous fight 
When gaiety possessed the earth, 

When morning felt no fear of night ; 
School-form, field, footlights, club ! Eheu 
Fugaces ! These, indeed, are fled, 
iRut thoughts of dashing Montagu, 
i That dauntless soul now lying dead, 

: After long fight with pitiless pain 
I Make the old memories live again. 


? Before the triumphs of the Court, 

Before the honours of the Bench, 

Wild days there were of toil and sport, 
Long ere our brows had learned to blench 
At threatenings of the first grey hair. 

Ahl cordial comrade, champion stout^ 
The fierce ordeal you had to bear 
Is ended ; fortune’s final flout 
! Has fallen, and that gallant breast 
! Is still at last in well-earned rest. 


It was your happy lot to blend 
Sound brain and sympathetic heart 5 
, The loyal service of a friend, 
i With worldly wisdom keen and tart. 

: Shrewd advocate and councillor keen. 

You knew the world, yet pitied it ; 

^ Compassion mild, not cynic spleen 
Tempered the edge of caustic wit. 

\ Farewell I It dims much pomp and state, 
j Your title—** Poor Man’s Magistrate ! ” 


AN IDYLL or THE CROWD. 


IVIY LANDSCAPE. 



Calm sea, the mirror of a cloudless sky. 

Blue mountains, in the purple (ustance 
fading, 

Tall, dark-hued pines, through which faint 
zephyrs sigh, . 

A garden shading. 

A view that might inspire a poet’s voice, 
Orminstrel’slute to sweetest music waken— 
I came to paint this subject of my choice ; 

My place was taken ! 

I muttered angry words between my teeth ; 

I could not see the features of la lella^ 

I only saw a dress and cloak beneath 
A great umbrella. 


Perhaps some girl, her hair a touzled mop, ^ 
Plain-featured, round in shoulder, unpoetic, 
With hygienic boots that flatly flop— 

Old style sesthetic. 


I came a little closer, just to see. 

Ye gods, her looks and form were not 
farming! 

A graceful, sweet-faced, dainty maiden she. 
Completely charming. 


The landscape that I loved was what she 
drew. [tha^ff ; 

I felt my coolness towards her qmckly 
I also stayed to sketch that charming view — 
Here is my drawing. 


, {A Tvp {after Tennyson) to Tory Topsawyers,) 

Come down, 0 Scribe, from yonder sniflpy 
height; [lor sang), 

What pleasure lives in “ snifl ” (the Councu- 
jln smfl and scorn, the weakness of the 
[ ** swells”? [cease 

! But cease to move so near the clouds, and 
I To sit a votary of the ** Q-reat Pooh-Pooh ” ; 
And come, for Labour ’s in the valley, come, 
For Toil dwells in the valley, come thou down 
And watch him ; by the dim slum threshold, 
he, 

Or hand in hand with poverty in the docks, 
Or black with stithy-swartness by the forge, 
Or troll-like in the mine ; nor cares to walk 
With Wealth and Fashion in the parks and 
squares ; [cold 

But follow ! Come thou down, and let the 
Cramp-headed cynics yelp alone, and leave 
The mugwump scoffers there to shape and 
sleek 

; Their thousand paragraphs of acrid joke ^ 

' That like a squirting fountain waste in air : 

I So waste thou not; but come; for hunger pale 
’ Awaits thee ; haggard pillars of the hearth 
; Appeal to thee ; smm children call, and now 
; The Crowd ’s astir, with every man a Yote 
^ To give him voice, and in that voice you ’U 
J hear [**laws,” 

'Myriads of ** movements” buying into 
The mnan of men at immemorial ills, 

And murmuring of innumerable shes. 


^^STC ITUR." 



The Old Year flits, the Hew Year comes-, ^ 
And, through such severance, man contrives 


To parcel out in'little sums 
The little measurements of lives. 

We feign the one a different year, 
Outworn, by solemn bells outrung— 

The other, foundling of our sphere. 

As radiant, innocent, and young. 

Farewell ! we cry, to Hinety-Two, 

Its lapses and encompassings. 

We bid them all a fond adieu, 

And fix our gaze on fresher things ; 

What has not been we dream wiH be. 

The wonnds will heal, the flaws will 
mend. 

And hopes be born of Hinety-Three 
That older, cherished hopes transcend. 

It is not thus ; Time mocks at pause, 

In march continual onward goes ; 

Th’ unfailing progress of his laws. 

Ho respite nor effacement knows ; 

This year is but the force of last, ^ 

Hot something new to mortal ken ; 

Heredity’s enchainment vast 
Enthrals the moments as the men. 

Yet welcome still, our childish trust, 
Which breathes a truth that Science 

Our ladder, based upon the dust, [mars ; 
Mounts ever nearer steadfast stars ; 

And, though the rungs be stid the same, 
The glimpses, as we strive to rise. 

Are, ’spite our mists of sin and shame, 
More closely neighbouring the skies. 
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MIXED NOTIONS. 

Ko. nr.— PANAMA. 

Sciara, ai^ penont at itfore — namdy, two Well-iiiforitted Men, an 
Inqmier, atid an Metaigo Man, travelling up together in a 
tuourban morning-train to London, 

. armed Man. Jolly old mesa they seem to haye grot 

mto in Pans over this Panama hnsiness* I see they arrested half-a- 
dozen more of them yesterday* 

done yet. I knew, 
French chap, 

^MPiON told me all about it* He says it ’ll bust up the Hepubfio 


before ’ve done with it. 
Jr. T* Jif, And a 


JF. Z* M, And a good 
tw. That Hnd of coixup- 
tion only nourishes under a !]^- 
publican form of government. 
They wanta s^ng man in France, 
that’s what they want. 

.Average Jlfan» I don’t believe 
much in your strong men. I 
suppose the last Emperor was a 
pretty to specimen; but they 
seem to have had some high old 
ramps rader him, too* Besides, 
look at Enssia* 

Firet Z. Me Ton can’t 
onng Eussia forward as an 
example. 

Second JF. Z. Af. Of course not. 
Kussia don’t count. 

A. Me Why not? I don’t 
supj^se you can make a man 
much stronger than the Czin ; 
but, « ye le to believe what 
we re told, the whole place is 
toeycomhed i^h corruption. 
Why— (to First W. I. M.)— you 
were sayiM TOurself, only the 
other day, that Eussia was corrupt 
to the core. 

Fir ft W. I. M. Oh, hut I was 
speaking of something quite dif- 
ferent. ^ Eus^ is a country per 

Imutrere I thought Eussia was 
an Autocracy. 

We, Z. M, It ’s the same 

thing. 

&co«rf W. I. M. {after apaute). 
Well, auyhow, we in Enjilaud 


But why call it after 


You can’t deny that. 

Af Me Ho, we haven’t done any- 
thang qmte on the same scale 
lately. I admit that. But we’ve 
done our best with worthless 
mmes, ^d bogus Companies of 
j ^^^-noial papers, 

and Blading Societies. Seems to 
me we ve no right to chuck stones 
at poor old Lesseps. - 
Inquirer e Is that the same old 
Chap who did something in Eirvnt 
some years ago? 

Secofid W Y. !Af. {emtling and 

very same. He 
made the Suez Canal, 
Inquirei-eOt course~so he did. 



Inquirer e Yes, I know that ’s its name now 
a straw hat ? 

First We le Me {amazedSe After a what f 
Inquirer e After a straw hat. 

Firf^.I. M. (caW*r, It isn’t caUed after a straw 

hat. The straw hat ’s called after it. That ’s all 
Jnwrer oW ««oo»t»nced). Well, anyhow, I know I 

WM®U)^ summer-and deuced expensive it 

Mrst W. 1. M. My dear boy, it was made ia Panama. Panama ’s 
a place. 

Inmrw. WeU, I’m dashed I I never knew that. But what on 
earth do they want a Canal there for ? 

First We le Me Oh, well, I ’m bound to admit it would be a con- 

^nience. Just tMnk how it would 
shorten the sea-route. Instead 
of having to go all the way round 

Cape What’s-his-name what 

is that blessed Cape’s name ? 

Second W, I. Jf. (tentatively) , 
Cape of Good Hope ? 

First W, le Me Ho, no— they ’re 
balding the Hicaragua Canal for 
that. Cape— Cape— why, dash it, 

L shall be forgetting my own 
name next I 

Inquirer ifirilliardh/), Capri- 
com. 

First We Z. Me Yes, that’s it! 
vvell, instead of having to go all 
round Cape Eicom, all we’ve got 
to do is to sail to Panama, and 
'—(impotently concluding) — there 
we are! 

Second W. I. M. Ah, but I 
don t think they ’ll ever finift h it. 
First We Z. Me I ’m not so 
sure about that : but, of course, 
the French couldn’t do it. 

Second We I. M. Of course 
^ot. \JCerminuSe 


“CREDE EXPERTO.” 

PUT re™ 

^ "Ah, tou taki 

A Man who knows all about it — ^and don*t!*^ 


I MEAN TO 


-L I BO ne 

Jon*®’* that was. 

in, andsmashoialSi. there; so we just had to nip 

the fCaC^dT^ ^ they ifiXt 

na^Tf sihouldn’t they ? It ^ppens to bq ih. 


VEEY CIVIL LA.-W. 

(With Mr, Ivmh!s Oomplimmts to 
the London County Cowncile ) 

Scene— ZA e Interior of the Court 
under the Patronage of the 
London County Council, J^udge, 
appointed according to the 
popular view^ discovered in the 
act of passing sentence. 

Judge, Prisoner in the dock, 
or I should say, my good friend- 
tor are we not all liable to err ?— 
1 have no wish to increase the 
natural embarrassment of your 
position. I am here, as you know, 
to dispense judgment. This 1 
tell you judicially. I am, when 
I make this statement, merely 
the mouthpiece of the Law, In 
my private capacity, I am deeply 
sorry for you. 

Prisoner (mucKaffected), Thank 
you kindlv. Sir. 

Judge, 5y dear friend, I feel 
y allowance for them. By the 


^ auowance for them. ] 

Stato under whose provisions both of us are here. I notice tl 
ha^ the power to sentence you to seven years’ nenal servitudA 
Pr^ Utarthfi, Seven jroMs! But’ymaffioi^to doitP 
•Aftfpe. Mv dear Mend, I wiU do notMnr^SViiinS- 

fa’ ?.my. y Sj. 

my olhoe, a gentlemwa. 
oing my duty— painful 
^r^tnd;‘wrni;:irr“"“'’“^ you to kept in penal 

Pmoner What, sevm years I Whv von— 




THE GRAND OLD PRINTER. 

Several Repoutb hayb ArrEABEP in thk PAPKBa ABOirr thr Printiso of th« New Homb-Rule Bill bt ah Old Exprrirhobd Hand workino in seoent 
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AN UNDERGROUND SELL. 

Fkst JPassenger. “Tket say they 'ye pitt oh Detectives ’bee, to catch Coves as travels 
WITHOUT Tickets.’' 

Second Passenger. “’Ave they? Well, all I cah say is, 2 CAH Travel as often as I 
LIKE FROM CANNOH STREET TO VICTORIA, AHH HOT PAT A ’APENNY I ” 

Detective. “See herb, Mate; I'll give you Half-a-Crowk if you tell me how you do it." 
Second Passenger {after pocketing tJie Saif -Grown). “Well, — ^wheh I wants to git from Cannon 
Street to Victoria without payin’ — I Walks 1 ” 


‘‘CUr AND COME AOAIN.” 

The Annual New-Year’s Dinner of 
Anti-Vivisectionists took place yes- 
terday. The following was the 
menu : — 

Oysters — eaten alive. 

Turtle Soup— the Turtle having been 
exhibited for several days pre- 
viouslyinaConfectioner’swindow. 
stewed Eels— chopped up wrigfglingr. 
Lobsters— boiled alive. 
Prawns— ditto ditto. 

Curried Rabbit— trapped. 

Pates de Foies Gras. 

Roast Pork— Prize Pig, suffocated 
at a show. 

Roast Veal— Calf bled to death to 
secure an elegant whiteness. 


Problem, — ^At the stranding-of- 
^e-Howe trial there appeared a 
Witness, whose olOGlcial position, it 
appears, is “ Hydrographer of the 
Navy.” What is a hydrographer ? 
clearly, by derivation, “a drawer 
of water,” But a ship also “ draws 
water,” Therefore, logically, a Hy- 
drographer is a ship. Bat a ship is 
never put into a witness-box, where 
it woTud be quite at sea, but in 
the dock, where it conld be quite 
at home. “Truly,” writes our 
Puzzled Correspondent, “there is 
a muddle someTOere.” Q. JE. JD, 


A ~pj"RR. L 

Laughing-Stock. 


Invesxme.>?t. •— A 


SAFE PREDICTIONS FOR THE YEAR. 

Someone will write about the extraordinary characteristic of the 
Season, whether it be warm or cold. 

There will be a Political Crisis in Paris on the average of once in 
every six weeks. 

The German Emperor will continue his tours, to the great incon- 
venience of the Crowned Heads he favours with a visit, 

Gladstone wHl lecture, write articles to the Magazines, 
feu trees, and govern the country, as per usual. 

Someone will get a trifle tired of Home Rule, the Channel 
Tunnel, and General Booth. 

A few persons wiU leave Europe for America, to see the Chicago 
Exhibition. 

A crowd (more or less) wiU attend the Oxford and Cambridge 
Boat-race, the Derby, and the Private View at the Royal 
Academy. 

]^s. Smitbc (after having been presented by My Lady Brown) 
will present Miss Smith, Miss Elfrtda Smith, and Miss Victoria 
Alex andra Smith, at Her Majesty’s Drawing-Room, 

Mr, and Mrs. Portland Snooks wiU give a dinner-party, which 
wiU be reported in the Society papers. 

The First Nights at the Lyceum will he amongst the features of 
the Season.# 

There wiU be several f ailnres at the Theatres, and also a success 
or two. 

There wiU he half a dozen fuU-dress debates in the House 'of 
Commons, and as many important divisions. 

^ The “Popiflar Budget” is sure, with some people, to be exceed- 
ingly unpopular. 

The London County Council and the School Board wiU be censured 
by the Press. 

There wiU he any number of railway “accidents,” and avoidable 

deaths by misadventure.” 

It he discovered that the British Army is a myth, and that 
the British Navy is a snare and a delusion. 

1 'Will he up in time for the partridges, even if a little 

late for the grouse. 

Everyone wUl praise the United Eingdom as the land of the 
tourist, ^d promptly go abroad. 

A subject of deep domestic imporfeance will he discussed in the 
correspondence in the daily papers during ^e 


A new Author will he discovered, and spring into great popularity 
with the Publishers, if not with the Public. 

Out of every hundred novels, ten per cent, will be absorbed by the 
London Libraries, and the remainder carted off to the “ Circulating 
Book Emporiums ” at the seaside. 

A new Magazine will be started, to supply a want hitherto un- 
suspected. 

Someone wiR write Hs experiences, and expect someone else to 
read them. 

The children (periodically) will return to school after the holi- 
daysj and “men” will go to Oxford and Cambridge, as occasion 
requires. 

Calls to the Bar by the 
Benchers of the Inns of 
Court will add materially 
to the numbers of the XJn- 
en^loyed. 

Several social failures will 
go to the Colonies, and (like 
a bad sldUing) return again. 

Professor Jones wUl call 
black white, while Professor 
Robinson insists that it is 
grey. 

There will be bags on the 
moors, and sales at the 
poulterers’. 

The Christmas Numbers will be. prepared in May and published in 
October.^ 

The DivOTce (3uurt will be open for the Season, and the Season will 
amply avail itself of the opportunity. 

less than no time, and the Yule-tide greetings 
wiR be heard, as it were, shortly after Easter. 



Going with the Times. 


Subject for Fancy Picture.— Fined five sbilliims for swearing, 
A bench of Magisterial Salmon from the River Tees, after con- 
siderable consultation, deciding that they cannot pass over the 
Dmsdale Dam, hut admitted that it was anite allowable for a lady- 
like Salmon to say to the river, “ 0 you Tees ! ” 

# 

"■The jPsissirr TniEk”— Christmas and ETew Tear.' 


^ Drawings, or Metures of any dssoription, wiU 

H wcompaniea hy a Stamped and Addrossod Savolopo, Cover, or Wrapper. To tlS mlo 
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BUTTEES BUTTEEED. 


— ^ wvovvi/c'f Cbv til bout mivvnu nis IJUjyilS in ^ JJ i i * utATo tw. vxu. wvry auu. 

JSnghsh Mtstori/, v p h a donkey on which my children ride. Directly heard that the way 

biOTO before to do more th^ proceed at a leLrarelywall:, rushed 
^P«I,7» “uJu 1 i. 1 . at foantio speed mto the garden, and tossed my wife’s mother into 

Pupus. ® ’ a cucumber-frame. She has now gone home. Undeterred by tiie 

Teacher. ^ ’ comparatiye failure of this attempt, I smeared our donkey wi1h_ a 

much ; and to show how I ” ~ f L.A bc^^ OaStOr oil. 


neyer, neyer. ieyer will Wy^o«ydrmo;rih^“^S^:em ^ 

^P«I,7» “uju 1 AT. at frantic speed into the garden, and tossed my wife’s mother into 

Pupus. t^® ■’^ayes ; a cucumber-frame. She has now gone home. Undeterred by the 

Teacher. ^ ’ comparati ye failure of this attempt, I smeared our donkey wi1h_ a 














much ; and to show how W Watp a 

d<)^*En^5men^^*Swys loose,’aM was foi^^fiye 

^’Y^’^ably. n ^ I ^ ''-• ■,^:S^‘ were land^ in a neigh- 

they retire, they do not 1 \< bouring ditch. lamwnt- 

r^wt. Can you t^ me ing to Messrs. Macbott- 

wh^ a retirement of troops gAu, to ask for particulars 

^e face of the enemy is of hiw t^ oil is to^ be 

^Second PupU. Bolting, m^«cdlLrid^V\he 

sort*‘^^to^^^ttom^f \ ^ mm ^eittothe^e*%lt^ 

ae dass® Sirrah 1 Bolfeig, mBT^lmmr mki ]\ M Jonrs, e^rim^tally, 

indeed ! Next boy ! (' Inl^^ Nffl'll «■ Daewin Edison G-xtbbins, 

anSw-d Pia)*/. It is called M VM M. My Deae Ms. punch:,— 

^a strate^o moyement to W M ' Smeeh: Minor, who is stay- 

Teacier. duite right; J ¥ '' S^e h^da^,“aid'i^ 

!?i?®^3?A®®P* ^ ■ /yu» wf \ ' /Vi^ai/hy^y^ "S.'-- good fun it would be to try 

Battle of mterloo, which :.Mj, //SMSg4f'^^ r-~ the Maodousam plan on 

you wiU remember was .X / ffea/ VJtfO MM my Uncle from India. He 

won on the 18th of June, ‘t^ / ‘~^\ ^ mllt^K^'hwILi^^ is always cold and shiyer- 

1815. But perhaps this "'*=•31 4 a waited till he 

may be a oonyenient time I haying a nap after 

for the introduction of the . / " ^ ^ Jm \ v \\ dinner in the arm-chair, 

Union- Jack War Dance, •• J \ »] and we coated him oyer 

which, as you all know, fj =-'^ ^ Jfir — ,. - with butter that Smith 

has been recently ordered 11 „^-r* Minor got from Cook, 

to be part of our studies by ---- y \ ^ (Cook neyer will give me 

the Committee of the School r.====^, wm In butter.) When we got to 

B^d. Now then, please, his^hair he uMortimately 

[The^^ifa seize the flags ” bably w^y the plan didfnot 

hanging to the walls., ~ — succeed. We thought he 

and danee merrily. At would he pleased to feel 

the conclusion of the warmer, but he wasn’t. 

exercise they replace the ^ Uncles are often ungrate- 

flags., and remme^ their Minor says. 

please, can^you tell^ns awluUy hot and red in the 

anything about the Union- " a— when he found what 

Teacher. As I have ex- ^ ^ we ought noA'o have 

plained on many occasions, * tried smearing him on his 

J^dobliS^^ou^MS “ON NE 'PATINE' pas AVEC L'AMOUR." ^K’ck^l^nfi^ytittout 

the same question to me, I ( With Apologies to the Shade of Alfred de Musset.) waking him? Smith Mi- 

am delighted to have the ■■ •■ ■■ - — — — — — nor says it’s a pity we 

opportunity. You must know that the Union-Jack represents didn’t drug him. N.B.— I have been stopped going to the Panto- 
the greatest nation in the world. This nation is our own mime for this, and Smith Minor is to be sent borne 1 
beloved country, and it is gratifying to know that there ^ Your dejected Tommy. 

are no people so blessed as our own. The Union- Jack flies Sib,— I want to bring an action against Messrs, Macdotjoall, of 

in every quarter of the globe, and where it is seen, slavery Mark Lane. I tried their smearing plan on a horse in my stable 
becomes impossible, and tyranny a thing of the past. To be an that bad a huge appetite, and was always getting cold if left out in 
Englidiman is to be the noblest crea'^re on the earth. One Eng- the wet. I used parafBm and at first the animal seemed really 
liflhWftTi is worth twenty specimens of other nationalities; he is grateful. In the night I ws called np by a fearful noise, and 
more conscientious, more clever, more beautiful than any other round that the horse’s^ appetite had not got at all less owing to the 
living man, and it is a good thing for the world that he exists, oil ; on the contrary, it seemed to have eaten np most o| the wood- 
{Zooking ck watch.) And now, as we have rather exceeded our work of the stable, and was plungiag about madly. The paraffin 
usual time tor study, we will depart after the customary ceremony, caught light, and the stable was burned, and the ^rse too. In j 
[The Pupils ?Aew sing the National Anthem^ and the School future I shall feed my horse in me usual way, not on me outmde, 
dismisses itself with three cheers for Tb^'&liLAJmTT. Curtain. Yours, • Tianjs Oats, j 




ON NE ^RATINE' PAS AVEC UAMOUR/ 

( With Apologies to the Shade of Alfred de Mfussd.) 


just before setting out on 
its daily amble, with the 
children (in pa,iiniers) on 
its back. It did not ap- 
pear to relish the treat- 
ment, as it instantly broke 
loose, and was f onnd^ five 
miles off, in a village 
pound, while the children 
were landed in a neigh- 
bouring ditch. I am writ- 
ing to Messrs. Macdou- 
GaAxl, to ask for particulars 
of how the dl is to be 
applied. I am sure it is 
an excellent idea, if the 
animals could be brought 
to see it in the same light. 
Yours, experimentally, 
Dabwih Edison G-ubbins. 

My Deab Mb. Punch,— 
Smith Minor, who is stay- 
ing at our house for part 
of the holidays, said what 
good fun it womd be to try 
the Macdouqall plan on 
my Uncle from India. He 
is always cold and shiver- 
ing. We waited till he 
was having a nap after 
dinner in the arm-chair, 
and we coated him over 
with butter that Smith 
Minor got from Cook. 
(Cook never will give me 
butter.) When we got to i 
his hair he unfortunately 
woke up, so that is pro- 
bably why the plan didf not ! 
succeed. We thought he 
would he pleased to feel 
warmer, but he wasn’t. 
Uncles are often ungrate- 
ful, Smith Minor says. 
And it did succeed in one 
way, because he seemed 
awfuUy hot and red in the 
face when he found what 
we had been doing. Per- i 
haps we ought not to have 
tried smearing him on Ms 
clothes, hut how could we 
get his clothes off without 
waking him? Smith Mi- 
nor says it’s a pity we 


Ttonjs Oats. 


von. civ. 


0 
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miLtfTMo?^We'reaoSd*'S^fs 

Tommy Aikins, loquitur ; — 

" ““'ost the seas, 

^ys, please ! 

W^ji^ Tommibs Tommy-rot.) 

We ^dn’t think you over-fnU of pluck 

When you scuttled from eur haynicks like wild ’orses ; 


I ^ mendin’, an’ ’ere ’s wishing of you luck 1 

! 5 „ >. » V ’'® PJ‘0''uiS an addition to our forces 

Ynn ’tis tiTie that at El Teh you^rat and ran • 

You oar. viFr“ ^ fixst-claes ZghtSg man • ’ 

And fn^' own at present when the bullets hiss and burz 

And m time you may be e^ual to a round with I ’ 

You’ve been lammed and licked sheer out of eo an’ crit 
From the tames of Pharaoh down to the KheX“ ’ 

A ^ °“® '’loomin’ bit. 

And I almost wonder you are left alive. 
i5ut we’ve got you out of a good deal of tAat, 






Jaotaey 14 , 1893 .] PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEI. is 



“SURGIT AMARI ALIQUID — ” 


“And whom did tod take into Supper, Mike?’* “ Maud Willoughby.” 
“You LDOKY Boy ! Why, she 's a Darling ! ” 

“Yes— BUT THERE WAS ANOTHER IFeLLOW ON HER OTHSR SiDE ! ” 


Sir Evelyn and the rest of us. Yovifolhr ; 

And you ’ll fight yer weight in (Souda- 
nese) wild cat [oiler. 

One day, nor let the Fuzzies knocS you 
Then ’ere ’s to you, my fine Fellah, and the 
missis and the kid ! 

When you stand a Dervish devil-rush, and 
do as you are bid, [Coptic sort ; 

You’ll just make a Tommy Atkins of a quiet 
And I shouldn’t wonder then, mate, if the 
Fazzies see some sport. 

Some would like us lads to clear out! 
Wot say you f Ijbheir fakes ; 

We don’t tumble to the Parties and 
But I guess we don’t mean scuttle. If we 
do, [mistakes ; 

We shall make the bloomingest o’ black 
With the ’owling Dervishes you’ve stood 
a brush, ^ [spear ; 

With a baynick you can cross a shovel- 
But leave yer to the French, and Fuzzy’s 
rush ? [year. 

That won’t be a ’ealthy game for many a 
So ’ere ’s to you, my fine Fellah! May you 
cut and run no more, 

Though the ’acking, owling, ’ayrick-’eaded 
niggers rush and roar, 

We back you, ’elp you, train you, and to 
make the bargain fair. 

We won’t leave you— yet -to Fuz-Wuz— 
him as broke a British Square. 

You ain't no “thin red’’ ’eroes, no, not 
yet, [brown fine.’’ 

But a patient, docile, plucky, “thin 
May be useful in its way, my boy, you bet ! 

All good fighters may shake fists, you 
know— ’ere ’s mine ! 

You ’re a daisy, you ’re a dasher, you ’re a 
dab ! [spree 

I’ll fight with you, or join you on a 
Let the skulkers and the scuttlers stow 
their gab, [three times three ! 

Tommy Atkins drinks your ’ealth with 
So ’ere ’s to you, my fine Fellah I ’E who 
funked the ’ot Soudan, ’ 

And the furious Fuzzy- Wuzzies, grows a 
first-class fighting-man : 

An’ ’ere ’s to you, my fine Fellah, coffee ’idp 
and inky hair 

May yet shoulder stand to shoulder with me 
in a British Square! 


REFLECTION BY A READER OF 
“REMmiSCENCES.” 

Yes, life is hard. Our fellows judge us 
coldly; [fetters; 

We mostly dwell in fog, and dance in 
But sweeter far to face oblivion boldly. 

Than front posterity through a Life and 
Letters, 

That Memory ’s the Mother of the Muses, 

We ’re tola. Alas I it must have been the 
Mnemosyne her privilege abuses, — [Furies ! 

Nothing from her distorting glass secure is. 
Life is a Sphinx; folk cannot solve her 
riddles, 

So they ’ve recourse to spiteful taradiddles, 
Which they dub “ Remiaiscenoes.” Find 
fate. 

From the fool’s Memory preserve the Great ! 

# # # ♦ # 

“ How London Theatres are Warmed.” 
—By having first-rate pieces. This prevents 

any chance of a “frost.’’ 

# « « « # 

Song for the Liberator Society, and 
Others. — “ Oh, where, and oh where, is our 

J. S. B-lf-r gone P ” 

* # # * # 

WiCEN the P, if. Gazette by a Tory was 
book’d, rCooke’d. 

The Editor “Oust,” and its readers were 


ON AN OLD QUARTETTE. 

\Fmtaloon, Clown, Sarlequin, md Colum- 
line are the characters of an old sixteenth-century 
drama, acted in dumb-show. “ Fmtaleone is a 
Venetian type ; ColumUne means a “ little dove.** J 

While Fairyland and Fairy tales 
’Feath fiaunting pageants fall, 

And over Pantomime mevails 
The Muse of Music Hall, 

Still echoes, wafted through the din, 

A lilt of one old tune — 

Of Columbine and Harlequin, 

Of Clown and Pantaloon. 

Their faded frolics, tarnished show 
Are shadows faint and rude 
Of mimes who centuries ago 
Joked, caramboled and wooed. 

Of masques Venetian, Florentine, 

Of moyen-age renown — 

Of Harlequin and Columbine, 

Of Pantaloon and Clown. 

Hot horseplay rough, the Saraband 
They danced in vanished years, 

But Love and Satire hand-in-hand. 

And laughter linked "with tears, ^ 

And You^ equipped his dove to win, 

And Age, who grudged the h<wn ; — 
Sweet Columbine, bold Harlequin, 

Cross Clown and Pantaloon. 


Our Children-Critics now wbo deign 
To greet this honoured jest, 
Acclaiming, “ Here we are again! ” 

With patronising zest, 

They mark no soft Itahan moon 
Which once was wont to shine 
On Harlequin and Pantaloon, 

And Clown and Columbine I 

But, spangled pair of lovers true, 

And, whitened schemers twain, 

The scholar hears in each of you 
A note of that quatrain ; 

The dim Renaissance seems to spin 
Around your satin shoon, 

Fair Columbine, feat Harlequin, 

Sly Clown and Pantaloon I 
# # # # # 

Everyone sincerely hopes that Sir West 
RtDGWAY -will make a good hag during his 
visit to the Moors. “Ridgway’s Food” is 
something that can be swallowed easily, and 
is so palatable as to be quite a More-ish sort 
of dish. Good luck to the experienced and 
widely-travelled Sir East-and-West Ridg- 
WAY. Our English Rosebery couldn’t have 
made a better choice. 

* * ♦ * ♦ 

To A Brewer {hy Our Christmas Clown)* 
— “ Wish you a Hoppy New Year ! ” 
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THE MAN WHO WOULD. 

VI.— THE MAK WHO WOULD BE A SOUL. 

Lincoln B. Swezey was a tiffh-toned and in^LuirinffAmerican 
citizen, who came over to stuay our Institootions. He earned 
letters to almost everybody; Dukes, Badicals, Authors, eminent 
British Prize-fighters, Music-hall buffoons, and he prosecuted his 
examination steadily. He did not say much, and he never was 
seen to laugh^ but he kept a note-book, and he seemed to contemplate j 
in his own mmd, The Ideal American, and to try to live up to^that 
standard. When he did speak, it was in 
the interrogative, and he pastured his 
intellect on our high-class Magazines. 

Lincoln B. discovered many things, and ^ 

noted them down for his work on Social ^ 

Dry Rot in JEurope, but one matter puz- ^ 

zled him. He read in papers or reviews. 
and he vaguely heard talk of a secret moral 
institution, the Society of Souls. They 
were going to run a newspaper ; they were ^ 

not going to run a newspaper. There was a ^ fl 

poem in connection with them, which mys- M J | 

tified Lincoln B. Swezet not a little ; he MwJ m 

“allowed it was darned personal,” but W/Mj i/I 

further than that his light did not pene- M 

trate. He went to a little Club, of which E 

he was a temporary member; it was not 
fashionable, and did not seem to want to 

he asked, “ What are the So^?, anyhow ? ” 

“ Societas omnium animarvm^'* somebody 
answered, and Swezet exclaimed “ S^ ! ” 

“ They are a congregation of ladies. Their 
statutes decree that they are to be hone 
hme vestit€B^ and mediocriter ^ — I don’t 
remember what.”^ 

Swezet perceived that he was being 
trifled with, and turned the conversation 
to the superior culture and scholarship of 
American politicians, with some thoughts 
on canvas -backed ducks. 

He next applied to a ladv, whom he 
regarded as at once fashionable and well- 
informed, and asked her, “ Who the Souls 
were, anyhow?” 

“Oh, a horrid, stuck-un set of people,” 
said this Pythoness. “Thej have pass- 
words, and wear a silver gridiron.” " ' 

^ “ Why on earth do they do that ? ” asked 

“ STo doubt for some improper, or bias- ' Z 
phemous reason. Don’t be a Soul — you ^ ^ 

had better be a Skate. I am a Skate. We "V* . . . „ , 

wear a silver skate, don’t you see ” (and umyerse is it all aoout r 


“ Well, I guess I want bad to be a Soul— an honorary one, "of 
course— a temporary member.” 

“ There are conditions,” said the Priestess. 

“ If there ’s a subscription ” Sweezt began. 

“ There is not any subscription.” 

“ If there ’s an oath” 

“ There is not any oath.” 

“ Well, what are the conditions, anyhow ? ” 

“ Are you extremely beau^ul ? ” 

Among the faults of Swezet, personal vanity was not reckoned. 
He shook his head sadly, at the same time intimating that he 

i guessed no one would turn round in Broad- 

my to look at the prettiest Englishwoman 

Afterwards, he reflected that this was 
hardly the right thing to have said. 

“ Are you extremely diverting ? ” 

Swezet admitted that gaiety was not 
his forte. StiU, he pined for information. 
What does the Society do ” he asked. 
“There is not any Society.” 

^ themselves 

“ But they don’t 'call themselves anything 
whatever.” 

“ Then why are they called Souk ? ” 

“Because they but no I That is the 

Mystery^which cannot be divulged to the 

“Then what in the universe is it all 

about?” asked Swezet; but this was a 

problem to which no answer was vouoh- 

Swezet is still going around, and still 
asking questions. But he has moments of 
despondency, in which he is inclined to 
_ allow that the poor islanders possess, after 
all, somet^g akin to that boasted inheri- 
l ^:.. -3 . tanoe of bis native land, the Great American 

Joke. “ Guess they’ve played it on me,” 
is the burden of his most secret meditations. 


wear asuver sxate, aon't you see^' (and wuttnu uuc m 

she showed him a model of an Acme Skate in silver), “ with the 
motto, Celer et uiudax — ‘ Fast and Forward.’ ” 


P THE INFANT’S GUIDE TO KNOWLEDGE. 

{Revised^ to date by Mr, Punch. ) 

^ Question, What is an Infant ? 

Answer. A guileless child who has not 
yet reached twenty-one years of age. 

^ Q, What is a year ? 

^ A. An unknown quantity to a lady after 
forty. And this reply is distinctly smart. 
Q. What is “ smartness” ? 

^eUitaUabontf” go^' to belong to a 
Q. What is a good set ?— A. A clique lhat prefers modes to 

x_ _r X J £• iix_ x_ J? *1 


otto, Celer et Audax — Fast and Forward.’ ” morality, chic to comfort, and frivolity to family ties. 

Swezet expressed his pride at being admitted to these mysteries — Q. What is chic f — A, An indefinable something, implying “ go,” 
^ ^ Piirsued his inquiries. “ fast and loose style,” “ slap-dash.” 

“ What ilo +>1A Rnnla /7/» 9 »> /-i Txri.-X ^ x- o 


tt x^ the Soids do ? ’ Q. What is a dinner-party P 

Ail sorts or horrid things. They have a rule that no Soul is ever A, A large subject, that cannot be disposed of in a paragraph, 

to speak to anyb^y who is not a Soul, in society, you know. And Q. What is a subject ?—A. Something distinct from Royalty. 

^ marry a Soul.” Q, Can one be distinct after dinner ? — A. Yes, — with difficulty. 

Exogmny ! said Swezet, and began to puzzle out the probable Q, What is a difficulty ? 
resTUts and causes ot this curious prohibition. A. When of a pecuniary character— the time following the using 

' 1 don t know what you mean,” said the lady, “and I don’t know up of the pecuniary resources of your friends, 
why you are so curious about them. They all read the same books Q. What is a friend ? 

the same time, ^d they sacrifice wild asses at the altar of the A. A man who ^es with you— a past enemy or a future foe. 

Hyperborean Anollo. Ibsen, vou knnw” n •vor\.^4. ;cV^A j * 


;<n TIT 1. iT “ 1 » “■U-VT.O- .a., v/a.uuLUU xcj^ixjr uiXbXX 1. XldYC XeceXVeU SOXUUXeS. 

^ ^rrespondent, and it was copied, Q. How can an inexperienced diner discover that he has taken bad 

\nth zmeo-type mustrations, mto all the journals of the habitable champagne ? 

f abkd boomerang. Mean- A. By the condition of his head on the following morning, 
ormsing almut, in town and country, looking out Q. What is a head ?—A. A necessary alternative to moiiey. 

for pemons wearmg silver gridn^ons. He never found any, and the Q. What is money ? w money. 

fhflf® P^ 2 zie<i he became. He was infpimed A. The only satisfactory representative of credit, 

wat a treatise on the subject existed, hut neither at the British Q. What are representatives ? 

«ZZ’of offices, conld ts obt.^ mi A. m mouthpfeoes of Toters mustered iu the House of Commons, 

example or this rare work, which people asserted that they had seen Q. What is mustard ? 

XT. • X chiof ingiedieut of breakfast, after a night of it with 

of a lady ■who was ru- your friends, when your appetite requires ooaadnt. 
exoTpsOTATiH learned in the matter,^ To her he ^ured forth Q. What is the future ? — A. To-morrow, and the coming centuries, 

atthe ffi^e be initiated, and to saw^, , Q. j^d ^e past ?—A. Two minutes ajro, and aU that went before. 

« 1 . * » ’J V -A ^ -And the present ? — The right tune for bringing the enrrent 

There is not any shrine,” said his acquaintance. - " instalment of the Infant’s Guide to a prompt conclusion. 


Q. What are representatives ? 

A. ^e mouthpieces of voters mustered iu the House of Commons. 
Q. What is mustard ? 

A. The chief ingredient of breakfast, after a night of it with 


iressions of his consuming desire to be initiated, 
the shrine. 

‘ There is not any shrine,” said his acquaintance. 
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"ENCORE, ALADDIN!” 

Aladdin at tKe AUisunbra is a genuiiie “Ballet Extravaganza,’’ 
tbe story being told in pan- 
tomimic action, illustrated 
by M. Jacobi’s sympathetic 
music. Aladdin 'was an 
excellent subject for Mr. 

John Holiingshead to 
take, though I venture to 
think that our old friend 
Blue Beard "would be a 
still better one. The only 
fault I find 
■with Aladdin 
is that it is 
too soon over. 

It certainly 
willtakerank 
among the 
mest superb 
and the most 
drama tic 
spectacles 
ever placed 
on the 
Alhambra 
stage. Alad-- 
din ought to 
have been 

made much >t ^ « 

more of, as a for the Storey of Aladdin, supplied by M. Jacobi. 

sort of i’ JSnfant Prodigue, What a chance there would have been 
for him in games "with the street-boys I Mile. Legnani—so called, 
of course, from the graceful facility with which she remains for 



several seconds at a time on one leg— is both a pretty and nimble 
rejffesentative of the Dancing Princess. The Slave of the Ring does 
not appear in this 

' * ■" V 


story, as far as I 
could gather, only 
the Spirit of the 
Lamp, Signorina 
PoLLiNi, puts in an 
appearance, and a 
very splendid ap- 
pearance it is tool 
Mr. John ^ Hol- 
LINGSHEAD is to be 
congratulated on 
havmg struck out a 
new Ene — though 
how he or the Loed 
Chambeblain could 
'‘\strike out a new 
line'*’* where there 
is no dialogue, *will 
ever remain a mys- 
tery, even to M. 
Jacobi who knows 
most things well, 
and music better 
than anything. 
Mile. Mabie is a 
splightly Aladdin, 
her pantomimic 
action being re- 



Marie-Aladdin and the Electric Light Pollini. 


markably good. How many Aladdins have I seen I Whatever 
may become of other fairy tales— though all the best fairy tales 
are immortal— this of Aladdin -will serve the stage for ever. At 
least, so thinks Pbivate Box. 


CHEAP LAW IN THE CITY. 

Probable Development of the new London Chamber oj Arbitration,** ferr the eemomical Settlement of Disputes without recourse to Litigation, 





Basqdeing in a Hew Language.— Much 
interest has been excited by the report that 
Mr. Gladstone, during his stay at Biarritz, 
used up his spare moments by studying the 
Basque tongue, Autoltcus hears that, con- 
trary to his usual habit, the Eight Hon. 
Gentleman has in this matter an ulterior 
pur^se. Occasionally, in the heat of debate 
in the House of Commons, Mr. Abbaham 
drops into his native tongue, and addresses 
the Speakeb in Welsh. Mr. Gladstone, 
desiring to add a fresh interest to Parlia- 
mentary proceedings, will, in such circum- 
stances, immediately follow the Hon. Member 
for tbe Khondda valley, and continue tbe 
debate in Basque. 

# 

Evident, “When you come to think 
OE it.”— At what most patriotic moment of 
a most patriotic Erench exile must his feel- 
ings be most bitter ?— When his love turns 
to Gaul. 


“TO BE COHTIHUED.” 



•erly 
Les I 


How ea 
those ti 
read 

While still 
of , tender 
years, 

Of murder 
strange, of 
H aunted 
Grange, 

And gory Buc- 
caneers ! 

fsjh But, at tbe most 
exciting 
point, 

Abruptly 
ceased the 
A Tale Continued in our Next. text, — 

What rage was mine|o ineet the Hue, 

‘ ‘ Contmued in oar n^t ” , 


Sometimes, indeed, misfortune sharp 
The Joidmal would attend— 

The funds would fail, and so the tale 
Eemain -without an end. 

Now, when I take a serial up, 

I cry, in accents vexed,— 

“ I ’ve read enough— why is the stuff 
‘ Continued in our next^ f ” 

Ah well, the things we valued once 
EnHven us no more ! 

(Eemarks like these, if morals please, 

I ’ve furnished by the score.) 

And should these verses but result 
In making you perplexed, 

You’ll learn -with glee they will not be 
“ Continued in our next 
# # * # 

“ Oh, these Christmas Bills ! ” cried Patee- 
EAMTLIAS. “That’s what I do,” rejoined 
Impet Ounious. * ‘ My sentiments and prac- 
tice nrecisely— Owe these Christmas Billg’ 
many others.” 
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been howling for for six years)* because he fancies its head is likely 
to be a little too Hibernian for his Caledonian taste I Oh, they ^re a 
nice loyal, grateful lot, Billt ! And where are the Irish bhoys 


BUHDING the snow man. toTeSrabeSforkrc 

Bult and Johnnie were two little boys, nice loyal, grateful lot, BiLLT ! j 

Who wearied of lessons, and tired of their toys. themselves, in whose interests we ai 

SajBBnxT ‘‘I’ve hit on aaexceEent plan; ping onr noses ? Standing ofE-and 

Let ’ego out m the cold, John, and bmlda Snow Man!’ j^lalgg among themselves, and only 

Johnnie [blowing Aw. H/ngere)* Oh, I say, Bilit, isn’t it cold, now and then— just to enoonxage ns 

•A.t. Q V ^ t J 7 / J.±‘ J - 1 *. 


either ? 

BiUy {stamping). Is it, JoHimiB ? I haven’t noticed it myself. 
Johnnie. 0^7“ 


^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ 

y®®*' 

^ DISTINCTION AND A DIFFERENCE. I^yh^Je«to-a 

aloof and critU Hr. WiOtins, “Bko paedon, SikPompbt, bot could von tell me who that Young Gbn’l'mah athaw^^^t 
cismg out work k you just took off ybr ’At to?" ^ in 3 toaI, 


Billy [patting and punching away vigorously). Loyal ? Grateful ? 
Ah, Johnnie, you don’t understand ’em as well as I do. Gold has 

^t on your liver. 

/ . . . ! I,. I A ou ’re a brave 




ni-w 


"o 




////// 

i 






A DISTINCTION AND A DIFFERENCE. 


Wa a«?»ance. SirPompey (pompously). “He’s not a Gentleman at all, Wilkins. He’s a Noble Loed- it out of form and 
vij A Rioht Honourable Lord Yiscount Speedioutts — ^a Friend op mine.” feature before it 

bold, blustenras, Mr, WilUns, “Indeed, Sir Pompbt! But, I s’posb soms op ’em ’s Gen^l’men, sometimes?” is fairlv finished ^ 

moth, Bill Stead? ]^ew all about huilding Snow Men, did; . * * . , 

had a mivate monopoly of omniscience in that, as in most other ri . a. . , . « 

things, BUL had. And now he ’s licking creation into shape for six- . v^seat consternation at hearing of the arrest of *‘M. Biondin” 
pence a month, and shying stones at ns whenever he sees a ^th the Panama scandals. Of course there can be 

chance. Little oocksnre Labbt, too! Oh, Ac’s a nice hoy ^ IfBui ^my owe Blondin, and some wiseacres at once applied the proverb 
takes all Knowledge for bis province, Henbt considers liimself sole enough rope,” &c. But Blondin never feU. It 

proprietor of Truth, Kud he lets us have Truth— Ate Truth— every Blondin.^ The Hero of Magara was not the 

week at least— in hard chnnks— that hurt horribly. All iu pure . Panama piece— if villain he turn out to be. Biondin 

friendliness, too, as the Bobby said when he knocked the hoy down i? ]^rfommg; always walking soberly, though elevated, on 
save ^ni from being run over. Gx-r-r-r ! Believe he ’s hliliTi p’ ■*'“® J9P.® W^®, Maybe the rope gets tighter than ever 

behind the hedge there, with a pile of hard snowballs to pelt our tto jovial period, but Biondin, the Blondin, our Blondin’s acts 
Man OTt of shape as soon as we Ye Hoked him into it— if ^er we “A® everybody, his proceedings are intelligiWe to all, 

u • 11 iiasty, thoi^h he does come from ^bove the heads of the people, 

gallant little Wales and now here’s Wallace, the Scotch * * * * . * * 

n^^t Mykow !— cntting np mmL at the Still, whatever financial accident may have happened to M.Btoir- 

laet moment, and oomplainmg of onr Snow Man (whioh ihey ’re all ddt, he W always kept Ms balanoe-on the rope.^^^ 
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All in your glory you to-night 
Will dance, and me they don’t 
invite 

Your charms to scan ; 

And, as a seal might send its 
skin _ ^ [win, 

To please the girl it may not 
1 send a fan. 

Behind this fan some other 
Your hand mil hold; [man . 

Your fearless eyes, so bright 

and brown, \ \ 

Will hide their gladness, \/, 

glancing down, 

ISTo longer cold. 

And your pale, perfect cheek 
will take 

That cobur for another’s sake, 

I ne’er controll’d, — 

Yet, ere you sleep, stray 
thoughts win creep 
To days of old. 

Of old I Tor in a single day, 

Whenlove first gilds a maiden’ s 

The world grows new : 

And from that new world you 
will send 

Sweet pity to the absent friend 
Who go lowed you. 

Loved for '&y love will 
wither then ; 

I cannot share with other men 
The d^ar delight 

That dwells in your austereat tone, 

That latent hope of ioys unknown — 
Though now you wul not he my own, 
Some day you might. 

•Mj trusted Ettle friend of yore, 

Of course you ’d thinkipy love a bore, 
It ’s not romantic : 

. I ’ ve passed beyoipid t% football stage, 
And e’en despah is saved by age 
%Froni gro;wing frantic. 

No, like a veteran^mm and grey. 

With shng and crutch, 

I am but fit to watch the fray 
Where, in the world-old, witching way. 
In other hands your fingers stay 
With lingering touch. 

That may mean nothing, or it may 
Mean, oh I so much. 

■ woman, prim of face, 

I^Who ’U dily fill the housewife’s place, 
And with her hard, domestic grace 
• Illusions scatter ; . 

But sometoies when the stars are full, 


TO CHLORINDA. 

( With aFan») 



Whose tributes fiatfcer. 

• And, thinking of the lig^ht ^one hy, 

Murmur with philosopmc sigh, 

“ It doesn’t matter.” 

And then, perchance, this fan you ’ll find. 
When all the new romance is over. 
Sweet, may you ne’er with troubled mind 
Half wish you never had resigned, 

Yonr tiuest lover, 

* ♦ # # # 

Lisr w'eek, Dr, Adler gave, as appears 
by the extracts, an excellent Lecture on 
/Jewish Wit and Humour.” He himself 
IS well known as the The Jew JJEspriU 
# # ♦ » * 

Temdorabz Chance of Name. — Will 
Tpplar Hospital be styled, “Un-pop’lar 
Hospital?” 


Obedient to 
imperious 
looks, 

I’ve had to 
write, at 
your sug- 
gestion, ' 
The answers 
in confes- 
sion-books 
To many an 
idiotic ques- 
tion ; 

I’ll vow my 
favourite 
tint is blue 
(The colour 
mostly 
worn hy 
you)j 


I ’ll gladly draw a fancy sketch, 

I ’ll make acrostics with elation, 

I ’ll write you verses at a stretch, 

Or give my views on vaccination ; 
But, even to fulfil your wishes, 

I cannot manufacture dishes ! 

I know, in theory, how to make 
The matutinal tea and coffee. 



Of course I ’d learn some more by heart, 
If this could gam me your affection, 
But fear the anguish on your part 
Produced by faulty recollection ; 

On me, my Mabel, please to look 
As lover only— -not as Cook ! 

CEMOLINE. 

Rttmottr whispers, so we glean 
From the pa^rs, there have been 
Thoughts of bringing on the scene 
Tim mad, monstrous, metal screen, 
Hiding woman’s graceful mien. 

Better Jewish gabardine 

Than, thus swelled out, satin’s sheen ! 

Vilest garment ever seen ! 

Form unknown in things terrene ; 

Even monsters pliocene 
Were not so ill-Bhaped, I ween. 

Women wearing this machine. 

Were they fat or were they lean — 

Small as Wordsworth’s celandiue, 
Large as sail that ’s called lateen— 
Simply swept the pavement clean : 
Haj^ess man was crushed between 
Flat as any tinned sardine. 

Thing to rouse a Bishop’s spleen. 

Make a Canon or a Dean 
Speak m lan^age not serene. 

We must all be very green, 


^^THE TESY LATEST.^^ 

[“ A Cookery Autograph-book is the last idea. 
Each friend is supposed to write a practical recipe 
for a dainty dish above his or her si^ture.” 

The Graphic^ 

No, Mabel, no though your behest 
I always need with rapt attention, 
Most fervently I must protest 
Against this horrible invention ; 

Your word has hitherto been law, 

But this appears the final straw ! 




And our senses not too keen. 

If we can’t say what we mean, 

Write in ^aper, magazine. 

Send petitions to the Uheen, 

Get the House to intervene. 

Paris fashion ’s transmarine — 

Let us stop hy quarantine 
Catastrophic Crmoline ! 

* 

“More butter is coming from Victoria,” 
says the P, Af. G., “to the Mother Country,” 
Our Colonies are not riven to supplying us 
with this article of food to any great extent. 
It is general^ the Mother Country that has 
buttered the Colonies. 

* ♦ * * # 

On Three Poets. 

{By the Fourth Party,) 

Swinburne, Austin, Morris, 

Bardic busybodies, 

Threnodies they wrote 
They were the Three Noddies ! 

* » # * * 

Mrs. R. says that, in this cold weather, 
whenever she wants to know if there is to 
be a change, she consults her thavm.o^ 
meter* 


And, when at school, I used to hake The amusing article, A Man s Thonghi 

A gruesome mess described as toffee j on Marriage,” ought not to have appewed i: 
But &ese, which form my whole cuisine^ The Gentleman^ out in the United Servu 


But tiiese, which form my whole cumne^ 
Are scarce the kind of thing you mean. 


Magazine, This is evident. 
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COBTERSAnra^ HIHIS POK TOUITO SHOOIEES. SS,'£.d«kl« fSS’-Wfe.iu'SoIJ't&i “ dte'Se? 

Bbfoee I proceed mthtte order of subjects wMcli I haye proposed could go abroad, or to some jolly place, and enjoy themselves in 
to myself as the proper one to foUov, I feel that I must revert for a their own way. Eeally we often get quite angry—at least I do- 
moment to the question of ** ladies at lunch.” You may remember when men treat us as if we were so many dolls, and patronise us in 
that some two or ^ree weeks ago I ventured to offer some observa- their heavy way, and expect ns to believe that the world was made 
tions on this topic. Dear ladies, you can read for yourselves the entirely for them and their shooting-parties. There must be mdre 
winged words in which your adoring Fmch settled the matter, give and take. And, if we are to give you our sympathy and 
‘‘By all means,” I said, “ come to lunch, if you must.” What can attention, you must take our compamonship a little oftener. We 
be plainer or more direct t Bless your pretty, pouting faces, I am get so dull when we are all together. 

not re^ible Iot the chapters of my Mow-men, nor for the Yonr sincere admirer, A Ladt Lotoher. 

harsh language they use. If they behave like boors, and show an 

incomprehensible distaste for your delightful presence, am I, your 1 I confess this simple letter touched an answering chord in my 

"constant .friend, to be,— heart. I scarcely knew how 

T *.If.Ar I answer it. At last a 

brilliant thought struck 
me. I would show it to 
ray tame Hussar-Captain, 
Shabhack. That gallant 
son of Mars is not only a 
good sportsman, but he has, 
in common with many of 
his brother officers, the re- 
putation of being a dash- 
ing, but discriminating 
worshipper at the shrine of 
beauty. At military and 
hunt balls the Captain is a 
stalwart performer, a des- 
piser of mere progilimme 
engagements, and an in- 
vincible cutter-out of timid 
vouths who venture to put 
forward their claims to a 
dance that the^^Captain has 
mentally reserved for him- 
self. The mystery is how 
he has escaped^ scathless 
, into what his friends now 
consider to be assured ba- 
chelor-hood. Most of his 
contemporaries, roystering, 
healthy, and seeiningfy 
flinty-hearted fellows, all 
• of them, have long since 
gone down, one after 
another, before some soft 
and smiling little being, 
and are now trying to nt 
their incomes to the keep of 
perambulators, as well as 
of dog-carts. But Shab- 
rack has escaped. I found 
him at his Club, and 
showed him the letter, re- 
questing him at the same 
time to tell me what he 
- thought of it. I think he 
was nattered by my appeal, 

^ ^ . for he insisted (m my im- 

sensifcle and tem*perate — — . mediate acceptfcce of a 

commentary , which it gives cigar six inches long, and 

me pleasure to quote word * proposed to me a tempting 

fwfwordasitwaswritten:— Auntie. you- hst of varied drinks. The 

Dhau Mn. Captain read the letter 


not responsible for the characters of my feUow-men, nor for the 
harsh language they use. If they behave like boors, and show an 
incomprehensible distaste for your delightful presence, am I, your 

'"constant .friend, to be 

blamed? I cannot alter 
the^ nature of these bar- 
barians. But what has hap- 
pened since I published an 
article which had, at any 
rate, the merit of truthful 
portraiture? Why, I have 
been overwhelmed with 
epistolary reproaches in 
every variety of feminine 
hand-writing. ‘ ‘ A Care- 
ful Mother” writes from 
Dorset— a locality hitherto 
associated ininy mind with 
butter rather than with 
blame— to protest that she 
has been so horrified by 
my cynical tone, that she 
does not intend to take me 
in any longer. She adds, 
that“PtfncA has laid upon 
my drawing-room table for 
more than thirty vears.” 

Heavens, that I should have 
been so deeply, so ungram- 
matically, honoured with- 
out knowing it I Am I no 
longer to recline amid 
photograph albums, gift- 
books, and ffower-vases, 
upon that sacred table? 

And are yon, Madam, to 
spite a face which has 


spite a face which has 
always, I am certain, 
beamed upon me with a 
kindly consideration, by 
depriving it wantonly of 
its adommg and necessary 
nose. HeavenforbidI With- 
draw for both .our sakes 
that rash decision, while 
there is yet time, and re- 
store me to ‘ my wonted 
place in your affections, and 
yonr drawing-room. 

But all are not like this. 
Here, for instance, is a 
sensible and temperate 
commentary, which it gives 
me pleasure to quote word 
f wf wordasit was written : — 


Dear Mr. Punch, — I you ’ll never Grow I 



“That ’ s JEST IT, Auntie. I don’t want to Grow. I want 

We“^ SIZE ALWATS, BO THAT I CAN SIT ON YOUR LaR. AN’ 

woman,” and ought to feel r“^ — - J ‘ ‘ looktere. my son, don’t 

yon are all rather hard- on ladies at loudly— “now that’s a real good ’nn. 

that there ought to hes^ new^L ^iv.’ got it in them. Paot is, they can’t stand one 

present, ladifraie asffio ZiSe another’s compay. She saw as much, don’t she ? ‘WegetsodnU 

«perienoe-md it is rathw hard th^ mav nnt goin’oflon 


spoil our best day’s dnvin’ by pio«*]iiokiii’ in, * oh, snob, a sweet 





MR. PUNCH’S SKATING PARTY. 
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iJaoe.’ Truth is, they oaa’t get aloi^ -without us, my son, only they 
von^t admit it, Mess ^em ! And, after all, we ^re better^ off wben 
they ^re in the house, I hound to confess ; so I don’t mind lettin’ 
^em have a pic-nic or two, just to keep ’em sweet. Them ’s my 
sentiments, old cock, and yon ’re welcome to them,” 

I thanked the Captain for his courtesy, and withdrew. But if the 
whole thing is merMy a matter of pic-nics, it is far simpler than I 


imagined. 


OUR BOOKING-OmOE. 

‘‘Have you read,” asks one of the Baron’s Assistants of his Chief, 
‘ Miss Beaddon’s Christmas Annual ? It is entitled. The Misletoe 

Bough, and contains some 
of the best short stories I 
have read lately. One of 
them, ‘ In Mr. Caetweioht’s 
Library,’ is a remarkable 


a word from the one girl, who knows, to the other, who doesn’t 
would explain everything ? * 

Thirdly, If a sudden shook would kill the grandmother, surely 
in the course of six weeks, Grace would have found out that her 
shortest and best way was to tell the truth to her cousin, without 
mentioning it to the old lady. 

If in doubt, why didn’t she confide in the Doctor, who would at 
once have told her whether the nature of the communication she had 
to make was of a sufidciently startling nature to kill the old lady 
right off or not P 

The fact is, it was necessary to keep the lover, Mr. Stanley Trevenen, 
away for some time, in order to allow of there being a glimmer of 
probability in the announcement of his having thrown over the girl 
to whom he is devotedly attached, and having married somebody 
else whom he met abroad. “Now,” says the dramatist, “what is the 
shortest possible space of time I can allow for this P Ahem I— say a 
month.” So he gives him a month. “ Then,” says he, next, “ what 


combination of quaint, dry 
humour, and literary skill. 
Who is the clever author P 
But here are other stories, 
'f' too, that interest and please, 
and, not least among them, 
a cnarming sketch, by the 
ever welcome editress. 
Bravo, Miss Beaddon 1 
“ Brownies and Bose- 
haves, by Roma White 
(Innes & Co.), is a pretty 
little book, prettily written, 
pretmy illustrated by Leslie Brooke, and prettily bound,” he 
continues. “ Miss White has a charming knack of writing musical 
verse, simple, rhythmical, delightful. To children and their parents, 
I say, take ^ tip (the only one parents will get at this season), and 
read Roma White’s dainty, delicate, fresh and breezy book.” 


ROBIN POOR FELLOW! 

JtOMiN Goodfjbllow, by Mr, Cartoh, is not a brilliant play, as its 
dialogue lacks epigrammatic sparkle ; neither is it an interesting play, 
as the plot, such as it is, is too weak for words,— which, by the way, 
at once accounts for the absence of the sparkle above-mentioned. 

Three questions must have occurred to those who have already 
seen the play, and which those who may hereafter see it will be sure 
to ask themselves,— and they are these : — 

First. Why should Grace’s father, Valentine Barhrook, tell her 








Nearly burning hjf fingers. 3yCt. Hare acting with Grace. 

of the by which M had brought about the betrothal of Mugh 
Bokehy to Constance f ^ 

Secondly. This being so, why allow six weeks to elapse when 


shortest possible space of time I can allow for this ? Ahem I— say a 
month.” So he gives him a month. “ Then,” says he, next, “ what 
is the shortest possible time we can allow for an engagement and a 
marriage ? Say six weeks. Good. Six weeks be it. Only, hang 
it, this muddle has to last for six weeks I Well, it can’t be helped. I 
can’t give any more trouble to the bothering plot ; and, as after all, 
there ’s a capital character for Mr. Hare, and not at all a bad one 
for Miss Roeke, with a fairish one for Forbes Robeetsok, why, if 
Mr. Hare will accept the play, and do it, I should say that, oast and 
played as it will be, it is pretty sure to be a success.” 

So much for the Author and the Play. As’ to the Actors, Mr. 
Hare has had many a better part, and this is but an inferior species 
of a genus with which 
the public has long 
been familiar ; but 
there is no one who IHIw 
can touch him in a 
part of this description. 

Atoirable! most ad- 
mirable! Barlrooh is 
in reality a siUy elderly 

scamp, with all the will \ % 

to be a villain, but not 1 ^ 

endowed with the brain s k 

requisite for that line of 
life. Thus, the Author, 

unconsciously, has ere- i 

ated him. But Mr. 

Hare invests this 

feather-headed scoun- « / / 

drel with lago-ish and ^ / 

Mephistophelian cha- \ ^ //|\ 

racteristics, that go j \p\ 

very near to make the 

audience believe that, P WM 

after all, there is some- \ 

thing in the part, and // i\\t\ 

also in the plot. But ^ 

the part is only a snow- f Lr \ 

man, and melts away ^ \ 

under the sunlight of ^B 

criticism. Miss Kate ^BL ^ 

Rorke is charming. It 

is a monotonous and ^ ^ > 

wearisome part, and the /'y ' K 

merit of it is her own. 

Miss Norreys is very 

good, but the girl is insipid. Miss Compton, as the good-hearted, 
mowing fast lady, wins us, as she proves herself to be the real 
Boom Goodfellow, the real good fairy of the piece. Bobin Good- 
fallow is a misnomer, unless the aforesaid Bobin be dissociated 
from Buck ; but it is altogether a bad title as applied to this 
l^oe for,^ as with Mr. Carton’s piece at the St. James’s, Liberty 
JECall^ it IS a title absolutely thrown away. Mr. Forres Robebt- 
SON 18 as^ good as the part permits, and it is the Author’s fault 
that he is not better. Mr. Gilbert Hare gives a neat bit of 
diaraoter as the Doctor,^ and Mr. Donald Robertson may by 
now have made something of the rather foolish (Clergyman 
(whe'^er Rector, Yicar, or Curate I could not make out), whose 
stepid laugh began by making a distinct bit, and, on frequent repe- 
tition, became a decided bore. It is played in one Scene and three 
Acts, and no doubt m the course of a fortnight certain repetitions 
and needless lines will have been excised, and the piece will play 
closer, and may be an attraction, hut not a great one, for some time to 
wme. . At all events, the part of Valentine Barbrooh will add another 
highly-finished picture to Mr. Hare’s gallery of eccentric comedy- 
character. I think of him with deUght, and exclaim once more— 
Admirable ! Private Box. 

At Drury Laue the Baddeley Cake Meetings was a Goodly sight. 


The Happy Pair. 


Sse MS., Printed Matter, Brawix^s, or Pictures of any deacriptien, wil 

there will be no ezeeptiom accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rul< 
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COirVERSATIOirAL HINTS FOE TOUNO SHOOTEES. 

THE KEBPEE. 

( With an Bxcwrsus an BeoUers,) 


fornmla)— and if you revisit the same shootmgr next year, a heater is 
sure to take an opportunity of saying to you, with a grin on his face, 
“Policeman’s a coinin’ out to-day, Sir; I’m a goin’ to hev my eye 
tight on ’im, so as ’e don’t pocket no rabbits,” to which you will 
reply, “ That ’s right, G-eosge, you stick to it, and you ’ll beapolice- 


Oe the many varieties of keeper, I propose, at present, to consider man yourself some day,” at which impossible anticipation there will 
only the average sort of keeper, who looks after a shooting, comprising be fresh explosions of mirth. So ea^y pleased is the rustic mind, 
partridges, pheasants, hares, and rabbits, in an English county. Now so tenacious is the rustic memory. 

it is to be observed that your ordinary keeper is not a conversational But the head-keeper reeks not of these things. AH the anxiety 
animal. He has, as a rule, too much to do to waste time in un- of the day is his. If, for one reason or another, he fatis to show as 
necessary talk. To begin with, he has to control his sta:flc, the men good a head of game as had been expected, he knows his master will 
and boys who walk in line with you through the root-fields, or beat be displeased. If the beaters prove intractable, the birds go wrong, 
the coverts for pheasants. That might seem at first si^ht to be an but the burden of the host’s disappointment falls on the keeper’s 
easy business, but it is actually one of the most difficult in the world, shoulders. His are all the petty worries, the little failures of the 
For thorough perverse stupidity, you will not easily match the day. The keeper is, therefore, not given to conversation. How 
autochthonous beater. Watch him as he trudges abng, slow, ex- should he be, with all these responsibilities weighing upon him ? 
pressionless, clod-resembling, lethargic, and say how you would like Few of those who shoot realise what the keeper has gone through to 
to be the chief of such an army. He is always getting out of line, provide the sport. Inclement nights spent in the open, untiring 
pressing forward unduly, or hanging back too much, and the loud vigilance by day and by night, a constant and patient care of his 
voice of the keeper makes the woods resound with remonstrance, birds during the worst seasons, short hours of sleep, and long hours 
entreaty, and blame, hurled at v \ ^ > f . tramping, such is the keeper’s 


entreaty, and blame, hurled at 
his bovine head. After lunch, it 
is true, the beater wakes up for 
a little. Then shall you hear 
William exchanging confidences 
from one end of the line to the 
other with Jajrg-b, while the startled 
pheasant rises too soon and goes 
back, to the despair of the keeper 
and the guns. Then, too, are heard 
the shouts of laughter which greet 
the appearance of a rabbit, and the 
air is thick with the sticks that 
the joyous, beery beaters fiing at 
the scurrying form of their here- 
ditary foe. It is marvellous to note 
with what a venomous hatred the 
beater regards the bunny. Phea- 
sant or partridge he is careless of ; 
even the hare is, in comparison, a 
thing of nought, but let him once 
set eyes on a rabbit, and his whole 
being seems to change. His eye 
absolutely fiashes, his chest heaves 
with excitement beneath the anci- 
ent piece of sacking that protects 
his form from thorns. If the rab- 
bit falls to the shot, he yells with 
exultation ; if it be missed, an ex- 
pression of morose and gloomy dis- 
appointment settles on his face, as 


who should say, ‘ * Things are played 
out ; the world is wortMess I ” 

All these characteristics are the 
keeper’s despair; though, to be 
sure, he has staunch lieutenants in 
his under-keepers; and towards 
the end of the day he can always 
count on two sympathising allies in 
the postman and the policeman. 
These two never fail to come out 
in the afternoon to j'oin the bea- 
ters. It is amusing to watch the 






of tramping, such is the keeper’s 
life. Amd, after all, what a fine 
fellow is a good keeper. In what 
other race of men can you find in 
a higher degree the best and man- 
liest qualities, unswervmg fidelity, 
dauntless courage, unfiinehmg en- 




I ; /, pif ^ 





am 





On their Beat. 


and an upright honesty of conduct 
and demeanour? I protest that 
if ever the sport of game-shooting 
is attacked, one powerful argu- 
ment in its favour may be found 
in the fact tiiat it produces such 
men as these, and fosters their 
staunch virtues. GChink well of 
all this, my young friend, and do 
not vex the harassed keeper with 
idle and frivolous remarks. But 
you may permit yourself to say to 
bitrij during the day, “ That ’s a 
nice dog of yours ; works capitally.” 

“ Yes, Sir,” the keeper wOl say, 
“ he’s not a had ’un for a young 
’un. Plenty of good blood in him. 
His mother ’s old JDido, I ’ve had 
to leave her at home to-day, be- 
cause she ’s got & sore foot ; but 
her nose is something wonderful.” 

“Did you have much trouble 
breaking him ? ” , 

“ Lor’ bless you, Sir, no. He 
took to it like a duck to the water. 
Nothing comes amiss to him. You 
stand there, Sir, and you’ll get 
some nice birds over you. They 
mostly breaks this way.” 

Th|.t kind of conversation esta- 
blishes good relations, always an 
important thing. Or you may 
hint to him that he knows his 
business better than^the host, as 
thus: — 


demeanour of the beatersin the policeman^s presence. Someofthem, /‘I must have been in toe wrong place that last beat. Not a 
it is possible, have been immesned by the law, and have made the singto bird came near me. ^ •+ Vq t wro-nf a/i 

consteble’s acquamtanee m Ms Profesaonalcap^ify. Others _ jOfoo^seyouwe Sir. I toew I wanted 


described as one of uneasy familiarity, bursting here and there into rawe your , . , . , 

locular nervousness, but never quite attaining toe rollicking pomt. Thus are toe little beaters and toe stops ad . 

You may sometimes take advantage of this feeling to let ofi^ a joke t~ ■■ = 

lS FEOM A MODEEH EKSLISH EIAMEfATIOK-PAPEE 

you can say knife.” This simple inversion of probabilities and young Mr, J), Brown went in to floor ^ hut wMch floored Mm. 

positions is quite certain to “go.” A hesitating smile wm first ilpndorise” G-ive the 

meep into toe corners of toe beater’s eye. After an interval spent QuesUm, What is toe meaning ot to deodorise. wve une 

^applingr with the jest, he will become purple, and finally he will dem^on. the statue of a heathen ddty. 

Suiiug the rest of the day you will hear him reputing yoT» little Literall^^ “to gild a ^•”3 S^Ore^rra^ * e gild.*’^ 

’ere Muster Jacksont, ’e do make a chap laugh, that ’e do,” is toe for toe sake of convenience in pronunciation. 


VOL. crv. 
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THE COmSGt OF THE BOGEYS. 

I ffij) a Pream, which was not all a Dream. 
(By Somnus and old Nox I fear ^twas not/) 
Common-sense was extinguished, and Good 
Taste 

Did wonder darkling on the ver^e of doom. 

I saw a Monster, a malign, marme, [Bogey, 
Mysterious, many-whorled, mng-lumbering 
Stretched (like Mutonian angels on the marl) 
In league-long loops n^n the billowy brine. 
Beshrew thee, old familiar ocean Bogey, 

Thou spectral spook of many Silly Seasons, 
Beshrew thee, and avaunt ! Which being put 
In post-Shakspearian vernacular, means 
Confound you, and Get out! 1 1 The mon- 
strous worm 

Wriggling its corkscrew periwinkly twists 
Of trunk and tail alternate, winked huge 
goggles 

Derisively and gurgled. “ Me get out. 

The Science- vouched, and Literature-upheld, 
And Beason-rehabilitated butt 
Of many years of misdirected mockery ? 

You ask omniscient HraiHT, cocksure oracle 
On all from protoplasm to Home Kule, 

From Scripture to Sea Serpents ; go consult 
Belligerent, brave, beloved Bilit Ritsseii ! 
Verisimilitude incarnate, I 
Scorn your vain sceptic mirth I 

,, Besides, behold 

The portent nding me, as Thetis rode 
The lolloping, woUoping sea-horse of old ! 

Is it less likely that / ^ould remain 
Than she return ? ” 

Then, horror-thrilled, I gazed 
At her, the Abominable, the Ogreish Tmng ; 
The soul-revolting, sense-degrading She, 

Who swayed and sickened, scourged and 
scarified 

The unwilling slaves of fashion and discom- 
A quarter of a century since 1 [fort 

She sat, 

A spectral, scraggy, beet-nosed, ankle-less, 
Obtrusive-panted. splay-foot, slattern-shape, 
Of grim Medusa-faced Immodesty, I 


I]^odesty’, 



Caged cumbrously in a stifE, swaying, swollen, I' | | (| 

Shm-scarifying, hose-revealing frame i' '||||J | 

Of wide-meshed metal, like a monster mouse- ||l | if 
Hideous, indecent, awkward I [trap — | J ’l! 

Oh I knew her '< * <.!■ 

This loathly m«na«<,reTisitiAg “AN INTERNATIONAL EPISODE.” 

iheghmpsesof the moon. She shamed my tt j tt-n ^ 

Sght [men’s art hostess , *‘Ee— allow mb to iNTRonncB— be— Mr. Ooenblius P. van DiriiTK, from 

And blocked my way, and marred my young Chicago Mr, Kemble Maceeady Kean, the great Tragedian, and Manager of the 

Twenty years S 3 nae and more. ’Twas ri r tt\/r tt tit ir i o * 

CkH^OLINA VanDwnk. **Mr. Kemble Maorbady Kean 1 Sie, your Name's very familiar 

The long-abiding,’ happily banished horror ^ proud to know you 1— and I shall take an Early Opportunity of 

We hoped to see no more. Shall she return "^ou for some Orders for your Theatre I ” 


! To vex our souls, unsex our wives and 
daughters. 

And spoil our pictures as she did of old ? 
Forbid it, womanhood and modesty I [sense 
And if they won’t, let manhood and sound 
Arise in wrath and warn the horror off. 

Ere she effect a lodgment on the limbs 


lAPSus LmauiE. 

P There is scarcely one of us who does not You, Mr* Punchy can rely on our gratitude, 
violate some rule of English grammar in every If you will tell us — \i(m ought we to speak? 
sentence which he speaks .” — JDaiJg News/l =z===z===z=: 


Of urettv girls or clothe <mr mat W sTiatvs Never we dreamt of this horrible blundering! A Dark SAYrNG.—Had Hilda Dawson— 
W^fSe as ^th a ^ ^ ^ cheerfuUy spoke who, as reported in the D. Zone day last week, 

garment. unaware of our errors, nor wondering was haled before Sir Peter Ediin— been a 

Cries Punch, sad shakes his VingWS^ l^er of Sbakspi^’s, to 

face- Now we can scarcely pronounce the admission '^Nom the Bard h^ given th^ words to utter 


The Silly Season’s Nemesis we may stand, ^ that „ , , 

But thou, the loathlier Bogey ? Gam away / Grammar and parsing we freely neglect, 

( As ’Liza said to amorous ’ Abrt ’ Awkins) Scarcely can dare to make humble petitiou that 

Avaunt, skedaddle, slope, absquatulate. Someone or other will cure this defect I 

Go, gru^ome ghoul— go quickly— and for Often we err in the use of each particle, 

^ ^ _Seldom observe where o^ adverbs belong, 

== Wholly misplace the indefinite article, 

JIrs. R. ’s nephew read out an announce- subjunctives go hopelessly wrong ! 


Grammar and parsing we freely neglect, to try snoemajcers! 

Scarcelyoandaielomakehumhleietifiontiiat Td^mous sugg^taons and eiplana- 
RnrviPnnA nr nf.liAT* tinll mirn f.liia lift w. T tions of the meaning of this phrase would noi 


tions of the meaning of this phrase woiiLd not 
the learned Commentators have written! 
What emendations, alterations, or amend- 
ments of the text would not have been pro- 
posed! Perhaps, some hundreds of years 
hence, this dark saying of Hilda Dawson’s 


i^lRS. R. ’s nephew read out an announce- subjunctives go hopelessly wrong ! hence, this dark saying of Hilda Dawson’s 

ih^ntto the effect that Messrs. Macmillan What can we do? Will the Daily Mews will engage the close attention of some among 
W€ii?e about to publish Lord Carnarvon’s qualify the then existing learned body of Antiquaries. 

‘‘PromAeus Bound.” “Indeed I ’’exclaimed As an instructor in matters like these ? 

Mr. H. 8 excellent aunt.^ “That’s very How can we quickest successfully mollify “Sounds Bather Like It.”— In France 


vague. Doesn’t it say how it ’s to be bound ? 
—whether in calf or vellum ? ” 


Those whom our errors must sadly dis- the Ministry of Foreign Affairs has gone to 
please ? the Develle. 
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THE HAYMARKET HYPATIA. 

Tha.t I never conld stmggrle'througli Cha.rles KmasLEr’s novel 
Kypatia^ is, as far as I am personally conoemed, very much, in 
favour of my pronouncing an unbiassed opinion on the “neto 
classical play (“ BCistorioal,’’ if 
you like, but not “ classical,” and 
there is not the slightest chance of 
its becoming a “ classic ”) ■written 
by Q-. Stitab,x Oghlvie, entitled 
Sypatia^ KvA^^fcmided on KnrGS- 
imrs celebrated Novel, which 
“ celebrated Novel” is, for me at 
least, not only ‘‘ celebrated,” but 
“ remarkable,” as being one of the 
very; few works of jaction (ex- 
cepting always the majority of 
K&GSLET’sIworksl’completely baf- 
fling my powers of endurance. 

luj. STiJAnx. Ogilvib^s Drama 
may be a clever adaptation of a 
story difficult to adapt ; but that 
his play is powerfully dramatic, 
even when it arrives at what, as I 
conceive, was intended to be its 
strongest dramatic situation in 
the Second Scene of the Third 
Act, no one but an Umbra (to be 
“ classical ”), a sycophant, a 
“creature,” oracontentiousnoodle, 
eotdd possibly assert. Yet, as a 
series of tableaux vivants, illustra- 
img scenes in the pubKc and private 
life of Issachar the Jew, — and 
that Jew Mr. Beeebohm Teee, so 
artistically made up as to be abso- 
lutely unrecognisable by those 
who know him best,— the action is 
decidedly interesting up to the end 
of the Third Act. After that, all 
is tumult. The gay and seduc- 
tive Orestes, Prefect of Alexan- 
dria (carefully played by Mr. 

Lewis Walibe) is slain, anyhow, 
all higgledy-piggledy, b3r the Jew, 

Issachar, whose seductive daughter !Ruth (sweetly and gently 
represented by Miss Odga Beandon) this gay Lotbabio of a 
Prefect has contrived, not, apparently, with any great difficulty, to 
~ lead astray, or, to put it 

“classically,” to seduce 
from the narrow path of 
such virtue as is common 
alike to Pagan, Jew, and 
Christian. As for hand- 
some Hypatia herself, 
magnificent though Miss 
Julia Neilsok be as a 
classic model for a pamter, 
she is nowhere, dramatic- 
ally, m the piece, when 
contrasted with the un- 
happy Jemsh Family of 
two. It is the story of 
Issachar, his daughter and 
Orestes, that absorbs the 
interest; and, as to what 
becomes of Cyril and his 
Merry Monks, of Thilam- 
mon (which, when pro- 
nounced, sounds like a 
modern Cockney-rendering 
of PHiupp Hammoud, with 
the aspirate omitted and 
the final “ d” dropped), of 
old Theon (who never 
apj^ars but he is immedi- 
ately sent away again, and 
therefore might be termed 
“ The -on^ and - off- ^un ”), 
and, ^aUy, of even ^at 
charming specimen of a Q-ir- 
ton Girl-Lecturer on Philo- 
sophy Hypatia herself, well 
— ^to adopt Hood’s couplet 




The Tip for the Aleiaiidr(;i)a Park Meeting. « Heraclim must win,»» 


Notice the JRara Nativa 



The entire interest is centred in Issachar, and had the author 
devised some strong dramatic climax (such as occurs in that play of 
Saedou’s, where Saeah B. stabs Paul Bbrtoet) with which to finish 
the piece, when the Prefect should have been killed either by 
Issachar or by^ Miriam (Saedou would have made Issachars 
daughter the heroine— the Sara Bbrit- 
HAEDT of the piece) then, in the penultimate 
Act, anything tragic, or otherwise, might 
picturesquely and appropriately have hap- 
pened to the classic Girton girl, Hypatia, and 
Master Phil ^Am- 
mon, the good young 
Monk so inclined to 
go wrong, to the 
great contentment 
of the audience. 

Mr. Tree makes 
a thoroughly oriental type of 
Issachar, and it is withm an 
ace of being a grand impersona- 
tion. What that ace exactly is, it 
is somewhat difficult to say, but 
what is wanting is wanting in his 
great scene with his daughter. If 
the dramatist had given him such 
another final chance as I have 
already suggested, the character 
might have been dramatically 
perfected in Mr. Tree’s hands. 
As it is, both by author and actor it 
is left “ to be finished in our next.” 

Mr. Terry is good as the ama- 
tory Monk, and Miss Julia Neil- 
SON is statuesquelv graceful as 
Hypatia. If I say she is making 
strides in her profession,” I must 
be taken to allude not to her vast 
improvement histrionically, but to 
the long steps which she takes 
across the stage. 

The costumes are admirable, 
especially that of Issachar, on 
whose attire the Messrs. NTAXHArr 
as Israel-lights-and-leaders must 
" be considered high authorities. 

Mr. Alma Tadema, II.A,, is responsible for tne designs of the 
scenery by Messrs. Johnstoke, HAirar, Hall and Habrbe. [Great 
chan^ for ’Aery ’ere I “ Scenery by ’Ajsrir — a lady artist of course — 
then All and then ’Arkee, from designs by Halma Tadema.” “I 

WTi 



ruh in the background. 


Cyrillus Fernandez Gladstonius Episcopus, 

‘ w JL Wi JUUl 4JVJAUU11." 

Where they goes, or how they fares, Nobody knows and nobody cares.” 



V i. I ^Tom an Ancient Yase found in the Haymarket. 

HiEMA. ’g a Mtistio ghemale,” ’Abet -wonld say cog I know 
as there s another Halma on the stage, leastways on the Music ’All 
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stage, andshe’sHALMA S tanley.”] CHEAP LAW IN THE CITY. 

Pro&a&Ze D0i;eZo^?7rwn^ 0 / tlienew Loiidm OMmher oj ArUtraMon^'* ^or the ecormnical Settlement oj 
much for the reproduction of Ms 2)ismtte$ without recmmt to Utigation 

fayourite game of marbles. The 
“ marble halls ” lack polish ; but 

robesj amc? riding in a Haiupm ” ^ 

y®"" "5V “ 9“'^^ y®'^ tte Breach of Promise 

t4“ ereh^rZticisSZt thib I murder defence. Our nor?” Dcpsrtanent?” 

the name 01 Axma. Tadema, E,A., is a public guarantee fori 'nr-rm-rr m-r.~r. .m A.^r-r-n-n-.-r-r 

academical accuraoj. EOBEET WITH THE CHIXHBEH AT GILDHALL. 

Anyhow, Hypatia, if not “ a famous -victory ”— is at least a fine t j -i. i. t -i, i. j r u i. i v 

spectacle, ‘witn some fine acting in it, but tMs is mainly confined Well^ I dont amte kno as I quite nundewtens what s bin a 

to Mr. Bebebohm Tree. As the yery heayy father, Mr. Kemble <>5 weather it’s all xactly what 
has not been allowed half a chance. Why should he not alter- ^ soUemest HoUdermen, or ewen our werxy ^shent 

nate characters with Mr. Fernandez, and for three nights a week ^epputys, might admire: but I must say, for myself, that too 
appear as Cyril the Bishop, while Fernandez would be Hypatia ’a more owdash^ boys, and tofing gals I neyer seed nor 

parent who has to groyel on the steps while his highly educated ^ Toosday larst, for about fore hours, in old 

child is lecturing, who has to comfort her in her terror, and be Q’ud.alL aforesaid ! ^ 

A 1 1 1 y « Jao** oKrvwrr ^ Vi a KAttV oyrA oyiH 4- K ^fwr^^fvnrr WlfiAOT An 


ikm 






“ ’Ave yer got sich a thing as ti second-hand 
murder defence, Gur’nor ? ** 


“ Could yon direct me to the Breach of Promise 
Department ? ” 


EOBEET WITH THE CHIIDREH AT OIIDHAIL. 


JLJUL\9 JLU.ULDAU wv O. JL/ J. Ajuxa lO K CJU.C1 CVAl. V Oi JJLLLUUA CUJLail, UUU, JUUl ULUO j . j’l j,* j* J1-JT Jur 

instauoe, it is both major aad miuor, tmd has been specially -witten W«S. <»mpeUed to state, that our good kmd Lord M^ was so 
for the piece by Dr. Htoeet Pabbt. As this play ii uot an “ adap- delighted to see sioh swarms of appy (fcldrm all round him and 
tation from the Prench,“ the music of this Composer is the only arficfe looking up to him so appy and so grateful, &at, jest afore it was 
de Party about the piece, and, being stri^gly appropriate, it time to go, he aeshaBy told 'em a.most wdei^ story all a^nt 
proves an attraction of itself, ft is conducted \y the Wagnerian two great Giants as Win the ram of Kmg Lud, onL-udgate HiU. 
Abmbbustbb, who, with his MerwMen.is hiddeh away unRer the I vas^fliat estonished when he begm, as to amost toink .that <^ft 
stage, much as was the Ghost of HamUft father whom Hamlet and MiGoa, asstoodonbothadesof 1^. would begm to wim but 
irreverently styled “Old Truepenny.” Altogether a notable piece. &at 'tvas, of coiuse, only a passing ddushnn. But ^dn t aR toe 
Pr/ixif ' r j e ^ cMldreu liBseu witb open mouths wneu the Lord Mare told ’em that 

— ‘ one of the Giants had too heads, and the other three I and that a 

ATTn T>r\rfirTXTn nrux^rnTs^ “Very good boy named Jack managed to kill ’em both! 

OUR BOOKIhiG-OFFICE. ^^g ended but the cheering, and that the pore de- 

Thb one yolume entitled My Flirtations, written by Margaret lited children kept up till they all marched out, s mi l in g and 
Wtnman (so like a real name!), and published by Messrs. Chjltto appy, and wishing as such glorious heayenings was in store for 
AND "WiNDus, consists of short stories setting forth the yaried them in grand old Gildall for many, many years to come, and j 

experiences of an uncommonly ’cute young lady. It is a literary with sitch a Lord Mare to see as eyer:^liing was done as it had been ' 

portfolio of liyely sketches of men and women, “ their tricks and done that jolly heayening. Robert. 

their manners,” aill most amusing, and told in a naturally easy and — 

epigrammatio style. Some of the characters are eyidently intended 

for portraits, which anyone liying in the London world could DwABFS.~0f course there axe dwarfs. Lots of ’em all oyer the 
easily label— (wMch by changing ^‘a” into “i” would be the pro- ^orld. At least no experienced trayeller eyer yet made a stay in 
bable consequence)— were he not baffled by the art of the skilful ^ny country without becoming acquainted with plenty of people who 
writer, and by tbe equally skilful illustrator— our Mr. Partridge -^ere “ uncommonly ‘ short ’ just at that moment,*’ — ‘‘ that 
—who haye, the pair of them, combined to throw the ifeader ofi the moment” heiM when the impeoimious trayeller wanted to obtain a 
right scent. The one mistake- not a fatal error, howeyer,— wMoh slight loan. The author of Borrow in Spain would haye been an 

this authoress has made, is that of getting herself, engaged in the authority on such a subieot. 

last story. Not married, fortunately ; only engaged. Consequently 

the match can be broken off* Let her be “engaged” on another . .i x «ir 

yolume. Bhe ean he married at the end of yolume three, and may Transformation ScENii.—Uear Sir, 1 see by the paper that 
g^ye us her experiences as Ihe wife of Mr. Whoeyer-it-may-be. Edmund Tates has been made a J. P.” Odd! What does J.P. 
Will the cleyer authoress accept ihis well-meant hint from her stand for? Oh, of course, “Joe Parkinson.” Rut do^ E. T. 
literary and critical admirer, The Gallant Baron de B. -W. ? on becoming “J.P.” cease to be “ Moi-M£me ” r — ^Yours, M. Mxtddle. 
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A TOO INQUIRING MIND. 

‘ How WAS 1 MABB, MAMMIB DARUKO ? "VTaS I XlflTTSlD?" 


THE LATEST TRADE OUTRAGE! “ ETHSTOGRAPHICAL ALPHABET. 

(Scene Jrom the New and Unpopular Smsatim ^ ker mgrh throne, Prince A is an Afghan, whose knife bids one qua 

Drama of The Mmopoly - Mmst&r a'nd Fosirnsrio aye at her side ; B is a Boer, who made England turn pale 

the Maid Forlorn,'') ^ Pebdita, prone at the feet C is a Chinaman, proud of his tail ; 

r„ * , T. i. 1 • A 1 . X. j she lies bound, D is a Dutchman, who loves pipe and ale ; 

melodramatic thuithud draweth E is an Eskimo, packed Hke a We ; 

Co^Saflxt near-a niost xueiia.in,f sound I F is a ^uchui^. « ’ 

January 1 among other complainta of in- Ah ! sure ’twas enough to deprive the lone 2- fought toom and nail , 

crease of rates for the conveyance of milk, grain, Maid of Protection, her trust! ^ xU^hlander, otherwise (rael ; 

hay and other agricultural produce, firewood, live But this is the last straw of burden that i an Irishman, just out ot gaol; 

stock, coal and coke, iron and hardware.^' — Sir bows her poor back to the dust ^ is a Jew at a furniture sale ; 

COXTEMNAT Bo-ns <0 Ou &xretmy of the Rail- T^at Monster^u/d be her Bwom f is a ^muok, not hijf h m the scale ; 

wayQmpmwMioetation.^ and now she lies bound in his path 1 L is a Lowlander, swallowmg kale ; 

f?Ster?CSte1S;,h.i 

On iiTioQ ^ -Da.,;! 9 tt yv p^CHiiSEA, UOYLE, Q, is a Queeuslauder, sunburnt and hale ; 

On tM lines, m me Pathway of Peril ? The HowAnn-ViNCBiTT & Co., here ^s your chance, u is a Russian against whom we rail * 
Monstesnortsnearerl ^hool ■ ShaUshebethatbigMonster’smeresTOilf S k a sSSl ^^owas Ts^l • ^ 

By bold, bad, black-masked foreign foes, and ^ 

by home-bred monopolist jobbers. Bier First Appearance. 

In town or in country alike the poor dear “What I a new Magazine !” just so. 

has been chevied and chased* First number, January. “ Oh I 

By rivals deceitful and dark, and by kindred So far ? yet farther sure will go 
deboshed and debased* The Mother 

She once was a woud reigning beauty, wbo “School Attendahce in Bad Weathee.” 

now is a maid ail forlorn, Sandeobi) ” writes of this to the Timee. 

As hopeless and helpless, and tearful as Ruth Why doesn^t Mebton-^out Tommy Mbbton 
midst the alien corn, , , —speak ? And what has the venerated 

Or poor Proserpme snatched by dark Pluto Mr. Bablow got to say ? 

alar day and the light ; 

Tom a-wayT-lik^^s maiden—frpm Ceres, “The Situation nr Eubope.” — Monte 
and wrapt— like this maiden — ^in night. Carlo (*.e,, for the winter months). 


A is an Afghan, whose knife bids one quail ; 
B is a Boer, who made England turn pale ; 

C is a Chinaman, proud of his tail ; 

D is a Dutchman, who loves pipe and ale ; 

E is an Eskimo, packed like a bale ; 

F is a Frenchman, d Paris Jidek ; 

Q- is a German, he fought tooth and nail ; 

H is a Higrhlander, otherwise Gael ; 

I is an Irishman, just out of gaol ; 

J is a Jew at a furniture sale ; 

K is a Ealmuok, not high in the scale ; 

L is a Lowlander, swallowing kale ; 

M a Malay, a most murderous male ; 

N a IS’orwegian, who dwells near the whale ; 

0 is an Ojibway, brave on the trail ; 

P is a Pole with a past to bewail ; 

Q, is a Queenslander, sunburnt and hale ; 

R is a Russian, against whom we rail ; 

S is a Spaniard, as slow as a snail ; I 

T is a Turk with his wife in a veil ; 

D a United States^ Student at Yale ; 
j V a Venetian in gondola frail ; 

W Welshman, with coal, slate,— and shale ; 

X is a Xanthian— or is he too stale ?— 

Y is a Yorkshireman, bred by the Swale ; 

Z is a Zulu and now letters fail. 


The Latest Pabadox.— John Stbange 
Wintbb is taking Snmmer-y proceedings 
against the Coming Crinoline. Henceforth 
she will be always known as “ the Winteb 
of our Discolrtent.” 


“Goon Bus.’^ — From the Times money 
article we learn that Pabb’s Banking Co., 
Limited, is paying 19 per cent. The price of 
the shares, therefore, must be considerably 
“ above parP Capital this, for Afa ’ ! 
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SHOCKINa TEADE OITTEAGrE ! 


(Scene from the New and Unpopular Sensation Drama of “ The Uonopoly-Nonstor and Sie Maid Forlorn.’’) 

nTTt ■WTTn’TT ■R'R.TNO A. RESCUE OR TWO TO THE HELP OF A. MUOH-INJU[EEI) MAID, 
??mT?SELLT BOUND HAND AND FOOT, AND BY MISCREANTS RUTHLESSLY LAID 

ra OF PSKELP ™ MOM 

A MELODRAME-CRI8IS OF DANGER 1— AND WMO LL BRING A RESCUE OR TWO i 






TUB LAY OF THE (MUSIC-HALL) LAUREATE. 

Ah I Who talks of the reversion of the Laurel, 

Of your Mokeisses, and Swinbxjenes, and that gang r 
I eonld lick them in a canter — ^that ’s a moral ! 

1 *m the most prolific bard who ever sang. 

Of the modem Music Hall I *m chosen Laureate, 

My cackle and my patter fill the Town ; 

I^m more popular than Btjens, a thing to glory at; 

My name is Pindae Boanekoes Beown. 

You have never heard it mentioned ? Highly probable 
A hundred dnffers fiourish on my fame ; 

But the Muse is so peculiarly rob-able, 

And I am very little known— by name ? 

But ask the Big Boitassits— on the Q,. T.— 

Or ask the Sisters Sqtjobks, of P. B. B. 

And they ^11 tell you Titan Talent, Siren Beauty, 

Would be both the frostiest fizzles but for Me ! 

Gracious Heavens ! - When I think of all the cackle 
I have turned out for the heroes of the Halls 1 1 ! 

Ho wonder that the task I We now to tackle — 

Sometldng new and smart for Tbickst Teip I — appals. 

I have tried three several songs— and had to “ stock ^em,” 

She ’s imperative ; her last Great Hit ^s played out, 

And she wants “ a new big thing that ^s bound to knock em. 

And “she *d like it by return of post I Ho doubt 1 1 1 
She does four turns a night, and rakes the shekels ; 

She sports a suit of sables and a brougham. 

Five years ago a lanky girl, with freckles. 

First fetched ^em with my hit, The Masher Qroo^nJ^ 

And now her limbs spread pink on all the posters, 

And now she drives her pony-chaise — and Me I 
Poet-Laureate ? I should like to set the boasters 
The tasks I have to try for “ Teiokst 


I am vivid, I am various, I am versatile ; 

I did Up to the Nines^^ for DANur Dobbs, 

And Smacky-Smack^^ for “Tidblums,^’— Isn’t Aers atlle?- 
“ Sahatisn Sue ’’—the stiffest of stiff jobs— 

t:. J 


For roopy-raspy-voiced and vain “ CEoLii, 

Who dubs herself the ScHifEiDER-PATTi Blend ; 
And now, a prey to stone-broke melancholia, 

I sit and rack my fancy, to no end I 


My ink runs dry, my wits seem gone wool-gathering ; 

And yet I know that over half the town , 

My “ stuff” the Stars are blaring, bleating, blathering, 
Sacking a tenner where I pouch a crown, 

I know that my— anonymous— smart verses, 

Are pilin g oof for middlemen in sacks, 

My verse brings pros, seal-coats and well-stimed purses 
My back care bows, whilst profits lade their backs. 


If you ’U show me any “ Poet” more prolific, 

If you ’ll point to any “ patterer ” more smart, 

One whose ” patriotic” zeal is more terrific, 

Who can give me at snide slang the slightest start, 

Who can fit a swell, a toff^ a cad, a coster, 

At the very shortest noticcj as J can. 

Why, unless he is a swaggering impostor, 

I will gladly hail him as the Coming Man I 

But he ’ll have to be a dab at drunken drivel, 

And he’ll have to be a daisy at sick gush. 

To turn on the taps of swagger and of smvel. 

Raise the row-ae-dow heel-chorus and hot flush. 

He must know the taste of sensual young masher, 

As well as that of aitch-omitting snob ; 

And then— well, I ’ll admit he is a dasher, 

Who, as Laureate (of the Halls) is “ on the job 1 . , I 

[Left lamenting* 
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Mr. T. I inigrli.t we to FamiEE or Makbwatt— but I rather 
THE MAN FROM BLANKLEY’S. think they ’re both away, and it won’t do to ^ any risk. Sh^ I 

bring home Sternsxuhx or Fedekpuchs ? Yery qtaet, respectable 
A Story in Scenes young fellows, and I conld let one of ’em go off early to dress. 

s2rrBn«rw T 0 /tie -Prut f Tnnm nf AT/i Porchestev ScfUCCTSt jB<iyB~ Mts* T» Tiiank yoTi, MoNTAOUE but I won’t have one of your 
^nd giufap^. wUh darfoUve dah ; German clerks at table-everyone wonld see what he was m a 


M^tan^ a cheap jincyciop^u™, «««• i ■ 

S^faSb^meTar^ k i J lli retreating from the 

yourself, and— there, if he H li li * 

h^s^^t^j^^ hefo^I I iE?s.”^U^erto^t^o 

start, and have don Jwith i |f||ffi|||^S|^fi| W|| ^aurt^* o 

at’^e^4^S*w^ ^^UmUr^ft} N]v^Pw» mWS^H^ ll' round Wore lunch. JaA, 

she ought^ be dearing I M I l| BM^||| 1 i| | j in^a^bw^S’^ XT 

^ong ITncle^^S- j| l ^ V iW^ ' I ^^^^edendurancee) od, 

Jlfra. T, Don’t stand I J IB I|f \mW || I outthese menw«jforme, in 

there holding it — give it \ In /fl. %■ \ IK^^Iv^wsv ffll ^ |Kfflj|] ’' I || your neatest writing, and 

to me. {JShe opens ^.) | W ^ J j WoB mim | | f see^tihiat ;^e French w all 

to-night^lost Great Aunt f III iBIKn I IL plenty of time for it, as I 

very ^ suddenly. — Buck- ^ m M shall take Gwendo- 

cularly wished him to ' Ik oH I expect you to appear in 

meet tJnole Gabriel, be- the drawing - room this 

cause he is such a good j(H|| If] I ^ evening before dinner. 1 

Hstener,^^d^ th^ |i& ^ suitable 

•rest of the year to Iwe his / black one with iace sleeves 

Afr. T. That’s Buck- __ ^ that will do-^t wf^ made 

RAM all over. Never can in Paris. 

depend upon that fellow. Ystf^ 

( Gloomily e) Now we shall W L '^^-J pV/Jm///\'\\\ ‘ * tunate to be able to oom^' 

be thirteen at table ! mand such luxuries. All 

Mrse Te Nonsense. dresses are made in 

Montaoue— we can’^ be I ' a ' j »a a j i jv i» the Grove. 

Let me see — Uncle Montague, dmH say you went and ordered him ! ^liss Seat, [Utmg her 

Gabriel and Aunt Joanna, two ; the Ditchwaters, four ; Bon- lip). Mine was made when we— before I ^ ffi'Ac checks her self. 

FISHES, six ; Toomers, eight ; Miss Buole, nine ; Mr. Popeley, Mrs. T. You need not remind me quite so often that your cir- 

ten ; Cecilia Flindbrs, eleven, and ourselves— we are thirteen ! oumstances were formerly different, Miss Seaton, for I am perfectly 

And I know Uncle will refuse to sit down at all if he notices it ; aware of the fact. Otherwise, I should not feel justified in bringing 
and, anyway, it’s sure to oast a gloom over the whole thing. We you in contact, even for so short a time, with my relations and 

must get somebody I friends, who are most particular. I think that is all 1 wanted you 




iiM- 

mwm'Vm 


Wm 




must get somebody ! 

Mr. T. Couldn’t that Miss—' 
for once ? 


friends, who are most particular. I think that is all 1 wanted you 
•what’s her name? Seaton— dine, for at present. Stop, you are forgetting the mcw«a. 

[Miss Seaton collects the cards and goes out with compressed lips 
\ I Then there would be one Lady os Jane enters. 

emess a Lady, that is. And 1 do so Jane. Another telegram, if you please, M’m, and Cook would like 
}f their proper station I to speak to you about the pheasants. 


Mrs. T. Kie idea, Montaoue 1 Then there would be one Lady 
too many— if you oan call a Governess a Lady, that is. And I do so 
disapprove of taking people out of their proper station I 




THE POET LAUREATE OF THE MUSIC HALLS. A STUDY. 


[See r. S& 





PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI 


[January 21 , 1893 . 


Jfrs. r. Oh, dear’ me, Jane! I 'msh you 
'wouldu^t come and ‘ startle me ■with your 
horrid telegrams— there, give it *to me. 
{Beading.) “ "Wife down, yiolent influenza. 
Must come without her. Toomer.” {JResent- 
fvUy*) Again! and I know she*s had it twice 
since the spring— it’s too tiresomely incon- 
sid— no, it isn’t— it the very best thing 
she could do. l^ow we shall be only twelve, 
and I needn’t order that man from Blank- 
iey’s, after all. Poor dear woman, I must 
really write her a nice sympathetic little note 
— ^0 fortunate ^ 

Scene ^ II.— Mrs, Tidmaesh’s ’Bedroom — 
Time 7*15. Mrs, T. kae just had her 
hair dressed ly her Maid. 

Mrs. T. You might have given me more 
of a fringe than that, Pjnnifee. You don’t 
make nearly so much of my hair as you used 
to I (ProiPER discreetly suppresses the oi~ 
vum retort.) ‘Well, I suppose that must do. 
I sh^ t re<iuire you any more. Go down and 
see if the lamps in Ihe dra'wing-room are 
smelling, (Pinnifer goes ; sounds of ablutions 
are heard from Mr. T.^s dressing-room.) 
Montague, is that you ? I never heard you 
come m. 

Mr. T.^s Voice {indistinctly.) Only just 
tins moment come up, my dear. Been putting 
out the wine. 

Mrs. T. You always will leave everything 
TO the last. J[o, don’t come in. What? 
Mow can I hear what you say when you keep 
on splastog and spluttering like that ? 

JMr . T. s Voice (from beneath & towel.) 
inat dozen of Champagne Uncle Gabriel 
sem has run lower than I thought— only two 
Dotues and a pint left. And he can’t drink 
that Saumur. 

Mrs. T. Two bottles and a half ought to 
be ample, if Seaeale manages properly— 
among twelve. 

fo^Un'f^ Twelve, my love ? you mean 

\ nothing of the sort. 

Mrs. Toomer ’s got influenza again— luckily, 
shall he just twelve. 

^* why didn’t you tell 

me that before ? Because I say, look here 1 

M or T opens the door. 

Mrs, T, I won’t have you coming in here 
soap, there’s nothing to get excited 
a very convenient number. 

, , “T r' iT* * Twelve ! T es —hut how about 
that teuow you told me to order from Blank- 
“^8? He’Ubethethirteentlil 

j ^'Montague, don't say you went 
and ordered hm, after I expressly said you 
were not to mmd, and that I would see about 
It myself I You heard me call after you from 
the front door ? 

Tls V. I— I understood yeu to say 
tha^ i was to mind and see to it myself ; and 
so i went there the very first thing. The 
Manager assured me he would send us a 
person accustomed to the best society, who 
would give every satisfaction. I couldn’t 
min^P^^^^ ^0 i^iow you had changed your 

Mrs. T. How could you be so idiotic ! We 
Simmy can t sit down thirteen. Uncle 

we did it on purpose to shorten bis life. 
Montag'ue,^ do something— write, and put 
you hear ? 

‘ T; ^Vlgintively). My love, I canH 
write while I’m like this — and I’ve no pen 
and ink in here, either ! 

t/flwe [outside). Please, Sir, Seakaxe would 
to a word mth you about the Sherry you 
nght^to him ^ ^ ta— smell quite 

Mrs. T. Oh, never mind Sherry now. 
{^nescmbles on a leaf from her pocket-book.) 

tell Seakale to run with this to 
BLANKLEY’s-quiok There, Montague 


I’ve written to Blankley’s not to send the man— they’re sure to keep that sort of person 
on the premises ; so, if Seakale gets there before they close, it will be all right .... Oh, 
don’t worry so ... . What ? WBite ties ! How should I know where they are ? You 
should speak to Jane. And do, for goodness sake, make haste ! I ’m going down. 

Mr. T. {alone), Marta ! hi . . . . She’s gone — and she never told me what I ’m to do if 
this confounded fellow turns up, after all ! Hang it, I must have a tie somewhere ! 

\jHe pulls out drawer after drawer of his wardrobe^ in a violent ilurry. 

THE RAILWAY SERVANFS VADE MECUM. 

(For Use in the Training School when the proposed Institution has been established.) 

Question. What are the duties of a Porter ? 

Answer. To move passengers’ luggage with the greatest possible expedition. 

Q. Is there any exception to that general rule ? 

A, Yes, when the passenger is late, and there seems some ^doubt about the bestowal of a tip, 

Q. How would he inform passengers that they have to change carriages for, say, 
Pelstead, Margate, Highgate, Winchester and Scarborough. 

A. By shouting, in one word? “ Change-Pelgit-Highchester-and-Boro ! ” 

/"I . , I ■ 
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Q. If he had to call a Cab for an elderly Lady with three boxes, or 'a military-looking 
Gentleman with an umbrella, which passenger would first claim his attemion ? 

A. Why, of course, the Captain. 

Q. What is the customary charge of a Guard for reserving a compartment P 
A. A shilling for closing one of the doors, half-a-crown for looking both. 

Q. What are the duties of a Booking-Clerk ? 


can stop to explain, and remonstrate. In the case of an inquiry as to the progress of the 
trains, a busy Booking-Clerk can refer impatient passengers to the time-table hanging 
outside the station. ^ 

Q. When is a Booking-Clerk usually very busy ? 

A. When he happens to be in a bad temper. 

Q. Ought a su^estion ftrom the Public that the Public will write to his superiors have 
any effect upon a Booking-Clerk ? 

A. Not if the Public has just taken an express ticket in London either for Melbourne, 
Australia, or Timbuctoo. 

Q, What is the best course for the Public to pursue under such circumstances? 

A, To hear it either with or without a grin. 

Q. Is there much point about a Pointsman ? 

A. Not after he has been on duty some eighteen hours. 

Q, And does his application of the break suggest an^hing ? 

A. Yes, a break in this catechism. More on a future occasion. 

A Suggestion foe Pantomime. — The good Fairy, Sir Beueiolanus, triumphing over 
Evil Spirits, King Fog, Frost (‘|he’s a nipper, he is I”), and Slush, the obstruotmnists. 

^irits prevail, and, as Kate Nicklehy's lunatic lover observed, 
All IS gas and gaiters ! Messrs. Dan Leno and Campbell are doing great business jns’t 
now. Fw6 Beueiolanus Pantomimicus Impeeatoe ! 

A Meeting between the “ Unemployed and Mr. Gladstone.” What a contrast ! ; 


NOXI^. Rejected Communications or Contributions^ whether MS,, Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of aiyr descriptMi^ will 
ff TOtumed, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper, To toIs nila 
tnere will be no exception. . ’ . 
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CONVEBSATIOITAL HUTTS POB TOBBa SEOOTBES. 

THE KEEPER. (CoTitinued,) 


blessed wood. Did yon see ’im, Sir ? I wisk yon^d a shot ^im. just 
by mistake. Nobody wouldn’t a missed ’im. But there, a-course I 
daren’t touch ’em. Mr. Cealmees wouldn’t like it, and a-oourse 
I couldn’t bring myself to do it. But I do say, we ’ve got too many ' 


Is there -no way, then, you may ask, in which the Head Keeper on ’em,^ and we neyer get the hoxmds, or S they do come, they 
may be lured from his customary silence for more than a sentence or can’t Kll. What am I to do ? Mr. Chalmers wants birds, and ’e 
two? Yes, there is one absolutely certain method, and, so far as wants foxes too, I tell ’im ’e can’t have both. I does my best, but 
I know, only one. The subject to which you must lead your oonver- what’s a man to do with a couple o’ thousand foxes nippin’ the 

saiion is ^noj it isn’t poachers, for a good keeper takes the occa- heads off of his birds? Fairly breaks my heart, Sir. Keep ’em 

sional poacher as part of Ms programme. He wages war against alive, indeed i live and let live ’s my motter, but it ain’t the plan 
Tiinrij of couTse ; anu, if Ms shooting happens to be situated near a o’ them blamed foxes. ^ {^And so forth ctdlvb, 

town of some importance, the war is often a very sanguinary one, There are other animals wMch your true keeper holds in aversion, 
only ended by the extermination (according to Assize- Court methods) And cMef amongst these is the domestic oat. You might as well 
of the poachers. But the keeper, as I say, takes all tMs as a matter try to keep a journalist from Ms writiag-paper m country cats from 
of course. He recognises that poachers, after all, are ‘men ; as a the coverts. They are inveterate and determined poachers, and, 
sportsman, he must have a sueakmg sympathy for one whose science alas, they meet with scant mercy from the keeper if he catches 
and wood-craft often baffle Ms own; and, therefore, though he them. Many a fireside tabby or tortoise-sheR dies a violent d^th 
fights against him sturdily and oonscientionsly,' and, as a rule, in the course of every year, and is buried in a secret grave. This 
triumphs over him, he does not generalLj^ being what I have de- often gives rise to disturbance, for the cottager, to whom the deceased 
scribed Mm, brag of these victories, nor, indeed, does he care to talk was as. the apple of her eye, may make complaint of the keeper 
about them. “There, but for the grace of God, goes Telveteens,” to his master. My friend Sykes, one of the best keepers I know, 


must be the mental exclamation once related ^ nie an 

of many a good keeper when he . incident of nds na- 

hears his enemy sentenced to a ture. As it may help 

f ried of compmsory confinement. to explain the nature 

do not wish to be misunder- of keepers, and throw 

stood. There are poachers and ^ yO light on the cemversa- 

poachers. And whereas we may tional method to he 

i^ve a certain sympathy for the adopted with them, 1 

instinct of sport that seems to 

compel some men to match their / P,f ‘ winged wordsm which 

feather reared at the expense and / /MmMM ^ I- ^ 

by the labour of others, there can / m 3 believe you. Them 

surely bet none for the methodical old women giws me a 

rogues who hand themselves toge- peck o Rouble, far 

are aware of a commotion in the middle of the wood. Here and come about a oat. ‘Ah,’ she t 

there pheasants rise long before the beaters lhave approached. ‘ Mr. Chalims teUs me you said I ^ 4 

There is a whirring of wings, and dokens of birds sail away, un- straightenin’ myself up and lookin proud, 

shot at, to right, to left, and all over the place. And thenj while that, and you and me such good friends, so 

you arS still wondering what. tMs may mean, a fine dog-fox comes if you did say that. She was a bit took aback at this, 

ftliili-ng out from the covOTt. Away he goes at'^top speed across agaim ‘Well,’ she says, ididnt exactly say that. What ^d you 

the^n. The little stops view Mm as he passes, and far and near say then ? ’ I asked her. I told to. Ciulmers, she says, 

the am resounds with shrill “yoick I” and ^‘tally-ho I” Intheend old cat ’ad been shot what never did no ’arm, and I thought it mig^ 

four birds are brought to bag, where twentv at least had been be as yon ’d a done it, p raps notmea^ it. . J; 

expected. When the beat is over, this is the kind of conversation words, was theyf Jes, 

you will raobably hear:- ‘ Well, then,’ Isays, ‘you’d better be careM what say nexttime. 

Fir&t J$eat6r {to colleague). I seed un, JiM ; a great,* fine fox ’e or you don’t know whose character you 11 betakm away next. And 
were, a slinkin’ off iest aforo we coom up. “Go it,” I says to with that I left ’er.” ct j. jx i 

myself; “go it, Muster Billy Fox, you hiu spoilin’ sport. I’ll “ But did you shoot the eat, Sykes ? ^^yeutured to ask, 

X^t,tii^eyouwasol”; andout ’eWpedas^yasfiftyou’em, “ ^^I shoot it ?. Ho ho, ha, ha ! ™do^think! Sir?” 

ah that ’e was. And with that enigmatic answer the dialogue closed. 


"Mrd8"'are”bro^hrto bag,* where twenty ^at least had been be as yon ’d a done it, yraps notmea^’ it.’ ‘Ab,’ I says, 
cted. When the beat is over, this is the kind of conversation ^ your words, was theyf Yes, ®^® 

will raobably hear:- ‘ Well, then,’ Isays, ‘you’d better be carefiil what saynexttime. 

ret Beater {to colleague). 1 seed un, Jim ; a great,* fine fox ’e or you don’t know whose character you 11 betakm away next. And 
, a slinkin’ off iest afore we coom up. “Go it,” I says to with that I left ’er.” 

if; “go it, Muster Billy Fox, you hiu spoilin’ sport. I’ll “ But did you shoot the eat, Sykes ? ^^veutured to ask, 

S,tiiSeyouwasol”; andout ’eWpedas^yasfiftyou’em, “ ^^I shoot it ?. Ho ho, ha, ha ! ™do^think! Sir?” 


^Second B. Ah ! I lay ’e was that. Where did ’e slm to, T<^ ? 

Krst^ B. I heerd ’em a hollerin’ away by Chtjpe’s Farm. Reckon referring to a recent Lecture by a certain Noble Maiqnis 

’e ’s gom to hey ’is supper Inhere, to-night. T>u.„oo«f -Pn,. (distinguished in the “ P.-B.-age ” of the Realm), the ladies geneiURy 

Second B. And a pretty meal e 11 m^e of it. Pheasant for v , ^ they should decidedly object to be married “under the 
bre^ast,^pMa^t for dmner, pheasant for tea ; I R lay e don t l,ules.” Their pnze ring is quite another affair. 

One of the Gum {to the Keeper). Nuisance about that fox, Sikes. Arinin 

Keeper. Nuisance, Sir? You may say that. "V^y, 1 ve seen as Dora AMON^ the Coals. 
many as 4our o’ them blamed varmints one after ahother in tMs ’ere to try the scuttle poRcy would, of course, be ^Newcast e. 


Aii d with that enigmatic answer the dialogue closed. 


When referring to a recent Lecture by a certain Noble Marquis 
distinguishedin the “ P.P.-age ” of the Realm), the ladies geneiuRy 


Toi. cn. 
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THE DESCENT INTO THE MAELSTROM. 



{Fragments from a Narrative somewhat in the style of E, A, Poe.) keaTing, boiling, kissing, — gryrating in gigantic and innumerable 
# . # ♦ # Hf, vortices, and aU whirling and plunging on with a rapidity which 

Evjen while one ^ed, the current acquired a monstrous velocity, water never elsewhere assumes except in precipitous descents. 

Each moment adaed to its speed — ^to its headlong impetuosity. * * * * ♦ # 

The vast bed of the waters, seamed and scarred into a thousand Precipitous descents ! Niagara’s abrupt and headlong plunge is but 
conflicting channels, burst suddenly into frenzied convulsion— as an eddy iu a rocky trout-stream compared with what was soon to be 






seen here^ In brief 
space there came oyer 
the scene another 
radical alteration The 
Sreneial surface grew 
somewhat ^ more 
smooth^ and the whirl* 
pools one by one dis- 
ap];^ared, while pro- 
di^ous streaks of 
foam became apparent 
where none h^ been 
seen before. These 
streaks, at length, 
spreading out to a 
great distance, and 
entering into combi- 
nation, took nnto 
themselves the gJ^^* 
tory motion of the 
subsided vortices, and 
seemed to form the 
germ of another more 
vast. Suddenly— very \ 
suddenly — this as- \ 

sumed a distinct and kv 

definite existence in a vj 
circle of a colossal and -V 
seemingly all-embra- 
cing diameter. The (V 
edge of the whirl was f 
represented by a broad 
belt of gleaming, \ 
turbid sUme - cum- ^ 
bered spray, foul, 
festering, furiously 
troubled, slipping, as 
it seemed, particle by 

r ole, viscid gout 
gout, into the 
mouth of the terrific 
funnel, whose interior, 
as far as the eye could 
fathom it, was a 
smooth, shining, and 
jet - black wall of 
water, inclined to the 
hori;7on at an angle of 
some forty - fiye de- 
grees, speeding dizzily 
round and round, with 
a swaymg and swel- 
tering monon, and 
sending forth to the 

winds an appalling “ How do top liki 
vdloe half shrmk, half **Well, psa.b, it ] 
roar, such as not uabe pf as a Cloak ! 
even the mighty — ; — ; 


whose perfectly 
smooth sides might be 
mistaken for ebony, 
but for the hewilder- 
ia^ rapidity with 
which they spin 
around, and for the 
gleaming and ghastly 
radiance they shoot 
forth, afoul, ^ospho- 
rescent iridescence, as 
of accumulated cor- 
ruption, streaming in 
a fiood of loathsome 
radiance along the 
hlack walls, and far 
away down into the 
inmost mist - veiled 
recesses of the abyss! 

* m m 

LooMng about Upon 
the wide waste of 
liquid ebony on which 
that helpless, i»st- 
struggling, beautiful, 
and apparently doom- 
ed figure was home, I 
perceived that she, in 
the midst of the 
mighty, all-mastering 
misery, was not the 
only object in the 
embrace of the whirl. 
Both above and be- 
low were visible frag- 
ments of wreckage — 
significant wreckage 
—plumed hats, sword- 
sheaths, portfolios, 
epaulettes, decora- 
tions, insiprnia of 
honour, as if here a 
national Argosy, laden 
with Opulence, Bank 
Intelligence, and 
Honour, had gone, 
dismally and despe- 
rately, down to 

tohatf Let those 
Phlegethon walls, 
tha.t Tophet - like 

mist, make answer I 

* * * 

And that bound, 
helpless, seemingly 


winds an appalling “How do top like me in this, Veba? Tell mb the Tepth.” helpless, seemingly 

vdoehalfshrmk,!^ “Well, deae, it looks as if tope pet Poodle had Died, and top'd had him doomed, but beanti- 

Toar, such as not made pp as a Cloak ! ” ful and pit^usly ap- 

even the mighty 7"; ;; TT”" ; pealing figi^ on 

cataract ot Kiagara ever lifts up in its agony to Heaven. which my eyes were fixed in terror, and amaze, proiound oom- 

****** passion?- AIah ! Yet are there some objects which enter the whirl 

Then, said I, this can be nothing else than the “ great, all- at a late period of the tide, which for some happy re^on descend 

whelming whirlpool of the Maelstrom I ” slowly after entering, which do not reach the bottom before the turn 

* ♦ * ♦ . # * tide, which are not completely ab»orl>cd ere the^ desperate 

In all violent eddies at sea there u good fiehing. at proper (mportu- ordeal of danger is ended by u^r submergence ^d en^e wreck I 

ID 1_ 1 A. T_ J.*. .X •maTr'kA ttpLivIaH TIV* Q OOIH 4* A ICfrAl rtT tK A HAAHTI . 


for capital. But there are many who would lightly adventure the . t , , t x i it xi. • -u 

pestilential perils of a tropic stream, or fever-haunted water-way or _ Here indeed the phantom of Hwe seems to gleam totn Minoow*;* 
canal, who would yet skniik from being caught— owing to want of like even amidst the foul mists oi uie Maelstrom I That beautiiul 
care, and cautious calculation as to the exact hours of slack and ^onised figure seems yet but as it were at the ^ge 
safety— by the hideous, irresistible, all-engulfing, aU-wreeking its profound and pestQential depths, indeed, she c 
whirl of the terrifying Strom I Once drawn within the down- shudders at the sight, as must ^ who are inter ei 


whirl of the terrifying Strom I Ouee drawn within the down- shudders at the sight, as must aU who are interested in ner taw. 
draught of that Hiaedus vortex, a whole army might be destroyed But the Strom will not whirl for ever, the hour of slack caimot be 
more certainly than , even by the manifold death-dealing contnv- far off, and when the slope of the sides of tlm vast lunnei income 
ances of modem science, a whole legislature lost in a single hour of momentarily less and less steep, when the gyrations of the wnirl grow 
ghastly and unhonoured catastrophe! gradually less and less violent, when the froth and the fume disappe^, 

****** and the bottom of the gulf seems slowly to upnse ; when the sky 

Oh, the sickening sweep of that descent! With what sensations of clears, and the winds go down, and the full mwn rises radianriy 
awe, horror, and strange, distraught admiration, must a doomed o’er the swaying but no longer tormented floods, sh^ she, that 
victim, once within that whirl, gaze about him ! — ^for he has leisure beautiful, bound creature be found floating upon the auietog waves, 
to observe. The downward draught of those swift, wide-sweeping, sorely buffeted, may much sparred, hearmg m her beauty^m- 
spirally- whirling water- walls is comparatively slow. The victim effaceable traces of the hideous ordeal she has undergone, but living, 
clinging to his boat, or bound to his spar or barrel, appears to be and Safe ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ 

hanging, as if by magic, midway down, upon the interior surface * 

of a mnnel, vast in oixoumferenoe, prodigious in depth, and So may it be ! 
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CHARLEY^S OLD ^AUNT AT THE ROYALTY. 

Charley* 8 Aunt, by Mr. BiiAOT)02?^ Thomis, is distmctly related 
to The Primie Secretary; and Mr. Penley, as Lord Baliberley, 
is second consin to the Mr* ^cdding^ -who, as the Private 
Secretary, obtained so distingnishea a position in the theatrical 
EWorld not so many years ^o. As a play, The Private Secretary 
‘had a strange history, seeing that it began as a failure, had. an 
Act cat out of it, and. surviving this severe operation, grew into 
an enormous success, then went so strong ” as to be able to keep 
on running in London, the Provinces, our Colonies, and America, 
for some years. 

Charley* 8 Aunt, however, has experienced no such downs and 
ups, being bom to the rouge-pot as heiress of the great success which 
The Private Secretary had cmly gradually, though surely, achieved. 
Yet *tis a matter for question whether the latter was not the better 
piece, dramatically, ot the two, having, besides its own comic situa- 
tions, two irresistibly divertmg characters, represented by little 
Penlet and mountainous Hill, both playing into one another's hands. 

There are very few comparatively dull moments in Charley* s Aunt, 
and tlibBse arise from faulty construction necessitating occasional 
explanations which come as dampers in the midst of the uproarious 
to 'whereat the house has been shaking its sides and even weep- 
ing -with laughter. And the awkwardness of these pauses in the 
acnon is still further emphasised by their being filled up vrith either 
commonplace narrative, or vnth a kind of cheap sentimentality quite 


sentiment is as much out of place as would be plain matter-of- 
fact conduct or dialogue. To see Mr. PBiraET in the elderly Aunt^s 
dress is enough to convulse the house -withotiit his uttering a word. 
To see him enjoying himself vdth the young la^es while threatened 
by their lovers, who cannot take them away without compromising 
themselves, is delicious. Then, when after dinner he is alone witfi 
the ladies, and having been informed by the scout— capitally im- 
personated by Mr. Cecil Thobnbitbt— in a whisper, what story it is s 









Like as Two P’s! 

The Private Secretary. ** Excuse me, Madam; tut, dVou know, I fancy 
you must be a connection of mine — see such a resemblance to our family. 
1 am the Bev. Eobert Spalding ! 

LordFanaeurt Babherley. “ Oh yes ; and I ^m Charley’s Aunt, and Eobert’s 
Cousin." The P. S. “Dear me ! Panoy that ! " 

at vaii^oe with the general tone of the piece. Were this slight 
blemish removed, the longevity of ChaHey*8 Aunt would, it is 


- • T i UW.U.W V* TT UJ.XQ OUICJULI; 

[ blemish removed, the longevity of Chaney* 8 Aunt would, it is 
more than probable, equal that of The Private Secretary. 

All the parts are well played. Mr. BHA.i7Doir Thomas has not 

mwTAVi ^ vnr T. v y-wv n ^ 


mven himself much of a chance as Colonel Qheeney, who bears a 
OTr<mg fai^y resemblance to the heavy dragoon in the Pantomime 
Mheareak The young men, Messrs. Peecy Lyhdal and Paemee, 
have plenty of “ go it would he “ little go ” were they Cantabs— 
as the two undergraduates, young enough to he still up at College 
comi^elwg them education, yet oldenou^ to propose ana be accepted 
as eligible husbands. But in a rattling three-aot farce as fg 
intended be, any exaggeration is sufficiently probable as long only 
as it is thoroughly amusing j and, it may be adaed, in such a piece, > 


it is, be cannot refram from expressing, in very strong language, his 
opinion of the stupidity of the anecdote he has just heard, and then is 
seized with a perfect convulsion of laughter, — in all this he is most 
heartily joined by the entire audience, who laugh with him and at 
him. Altogether in this piece Mr. Pehley is inimitably and irre- 
sistibly funny. 

The piece baa one other merit which is not the least among its 
attractions, and that is, that it begins at nine punctually and is over 
by eleven, thus yielding two hours of all-bnt continuous merriment. 


SIMPLE STORIES. 

Be always kind to animals wherever you may be ! " 

ELSIE AND THE MACAW. 

Elsie was growing a big girl, and tough she was still in short 
i&ocks, she gave herself airs, and had ideas about dress, and some- 

answer. She was, however, in high glee just now, because^she^S = 
been invited by her Aunt D abblechicil to a pic-nic vrfth a lot of other 
little boys ana girls. She made a great fuss about her dress, she 
studied The Queen, and The Gentlevsoman, and other papers devoted 
to this important subject, and , , , 

worried her p<wr Mamma vnth . A v ‘f v / . V. , 

all sorts of silly suggestions. ’ ' 

The costume, however, was at A’Ami'' v' ' 

last arranged, and the little 7'»' oV ' 

f oose was cross because her 

lamma would not allow her to \\v \ \\ |rrJ9n in) V\' \ ! 

have a blue feather in her hat. '\Av, . Wil 

Elsie, like a naughty child, \ w ' ® 

determined that she would, T v) ^ 

some means or other, have j/^ \ 

k Howto obtain one was to ^11 /VTOIIIIIIm B \ v 

^ difficulty. At last^ it struck li < | B y kC 

^ ber that the srfendid Macaw, 'ij > li 
a gift from her Lucie. Admiral I 

Sahoaeobctm, brought trom Bra- \ L 
zil, had some lovely feathers of l|l m w( 
about the right tint. i ,L; ^ 1 1 

conservatory where “Lord Ma- lyu'JJIJH .\m 

oawley,” as he was called, swung 
all day and shrieked. She felt 
how naughty she was^ hut her 

overweening vanity quite stifled ^ 

her conscience. She scratched a 

the bird^s poll, treated Mm to W 

several lumps of sugar, and, when he was not looking, suddenly 

jerked one of the finest feathers out of Ms tail. 

“Lord Maoawley’* screamed furiously, and Elsie was terribly 
frightened for fear she should be discovered. She, however, ran 
away with her prize, and carefully fixed it in her hat. 

The next morning, when she was ready to start, and James was 
waiting with the pony-chaise to drive her over to her Aunt^s, her 
Mamma, who was gathering ^ flowers in the conservatory, sent for 
her, to see that she looked nice before startii^. Yery pretty the 
little girl looked in her peacock blue dress, her snowy frills, her 
black-silk stockings, and Oxford shoes.- 
Her hat was trimmed with ribbon to match her dress, and her 
feather so artful^ interttoed, that she hoped her MflTmnfl would 
not notice it. It certainly would have passed without observa- 
tion, but, just as Elsie was tripping away, “ Lord Macawley ** 
saw her. 

He set up a fiendish scream, and then said, “O-r-r! Gr-r-rl 
Who stole my feather ? ” over and over again. 

Elsie turned scarlet. Mamma removed and inspected the hat, 
and, the little girl was promptly packed o£E to bed, where she was 
left to shed many tears over her folly for the rest of the day. 

Mamma keeps the^ blue feather, wMch she shows to her little 
girl whenever she is inclined to he disobedient or vain. The 
exhibition usually has a magical effect. 
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THE NEXT EGYPTIAN LESSON. ! 

Scene— of the Sanctum of 
the Tpnng EThedite. Fresent, 
his Highness, To him enter the 
Britisli Representative. 

British Bep, I think your High- 
ness desired to see me F 

Khedive, Certainly, mjr dear Lord. 

I wish to express once again my great j 
re^et that I could have done, or! 
said, or thought anything without 
taking your aavice. You have quite ! 
forgiven me? 

^it, Bep, [in a tone of respectful 
annoyaTwe), Thank you very much, : 
your Highness ; but as I am excep- !, 
tionally busy this morning, I thin>, •[ 
if you have nothing more to say to ; 
me, I will do myself the honour of 
taking my departure. 

Khe, Oh no— a thousand times, 
no I Are you not aware that I am 
very European in tastes, am fond of 
books, and have a hobby in a sTnflll 
aquarium? 

Brit, Bep, So I have read, your 
Highness, in a London evening 
paper. And now, if you will permu 
me, I will 

Khe, Oh no— don’t^fo. I promised ' 
you I would consult you m every 
important matter — and I mean to 
ke^ my word. 

Brit, Bep, I am glad to hear your ■ 
Highness say so ; and I can answer 
for Her Majesty’s Oovemment being 
extremely gratified at the report of 
this conversation. 1 shall make a 

? oint of communicating with the 
remier forthwith. Ana now, with 7 
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THE SNOW CURE!! 


with the Fiendish Little Boy [to Mlderly Qentlemmf who has come a cropper for the fourth time in a 
TT-. , , . hundred yards), ***Ebe I sat, Gttvn’or, toxt^rb fair Wallbrin’ in it this moeninM H’antone 

your liigJiness 8 gracious permission, 'tjd think as yoxt'd bin hoedered it bv your Medical Man Ml" 

I will take my leave. ; = i 1 

What a hurry you are in ! I have got a lot of important Khe, Very well. If you won’t stay any longer I suppose you 
things to consult you sjout, and yet you won’t wait a moment! I won’t. If I want any more advice I will send over to you, 
saj^ it s not treating a fellow fairly ! Brit, Bep, I am extremely obliged to your Highness. 

Brit, Bep, [grieved], I trust your Highness will not repeat that [Bows, and exit. 

observation after dne consideration. But to show you my anxiety Khe, Glad he ’s gone I And now that I have consulted him about 
to meet your Highness s wishes, I wiU sacrifice the examination of a everything, I think I will have a little recreation on my own 
promising scheme to make the ISfile nine and a half times as produc- account. What shall I do ? Oh, I know, 1 will dismiss the entire 
tive as it IS now, to listen to you. Ministry I ^ > F Does so 

Khe, You are very good. Well, what do you think of my [Curtain,] 

dressing-gown ? = =: 

“Going SiEOKG.”- At the Comt Theatre the Pantomime 
Khe Oh VPS T did T Wnnl/I vnn fn Behearsal iu which Messrs. Brookfield and Weedon have a 

wi4 ^v more /nr ? ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ a new piece with all the 

7 ?a.aV T ,* oldfuninlt. Equestiian Scencs lu tho Circle,” might ttow 1)6 addod. 


Ministry I 


[Curtain,] 


‘ Going Strong.” — At the Court Theatre 


[Does so. 


Pantomime 


JDle.' Oh, hang politics! Vhatdo you think ahont my dressing- «g^»^oJ-8Mrt-show dance. “ Good entertainm eat for ’’-everybody. : 
gown? Would your Government recommend fur ? ^ -.r 

Brit, Bep, I think, under the circumstances, I can act on my own Versa on ip SxAGE.-Re-appearan^ of Mr. and Mrs. 

responsibility without further reference to Her Majesty’s GoW- ®^nceoft at Haee’s Theatre. When Mr. Ease made his tot 
ment. Yes by all means have fur appearance m London it was at Mr. and Mrs. Banckopt’s Theatre. 

^ Khe, I am infimtely obliged to you. Eact is, I told my taflor Diplomacy is to be revived. This move is most diplomatic. 

I thought I would have fur, but I did not like to give the order 

without your advice. , Happiness in: — .’’—Professor St. George Mivart will be glad 

Brit, Bep, I trust your Highness accepts my assurance that learn that a telegram from Ifew York, dated the 19th instant, i 
Her Majesty’s Government are most anxious to prevent you from contamed the foUowmg interesting item of intelHgenee.— “ A vast 
appearing in a false position. quantity of ice is now at Hell Gate.” 

Khe, It ’s most civil of you to say so. Then I will have fur, 

Brit, Bep, And now, fi your Highness no longer requires my Depreciation of Gold I — “Guinea Eowls” were sold in the 
pre^nce-^ — • . x ^ . -r . Market last week at from 2«. M, to Zs, 6d , ! and a Plover Golden, 

Khe. [interrupting]. But I do. As I have already said, I ’ve a lot was to be had for nineuence I ! 
of things to ask you. How, I want to know whether it would be to — — 

"Whai The DaUy Bowee and dustmen who refuse to remove 

I MrS^SSkS'a®' I"™-™!- b.... 

Majesty’s Government will have not the slight^ohjection to your ^considerably Hamsd. 

Highness indulging in any innocent recreation. ^ 

Khe, Come— that’s very good of them. But don’t go. Look Motto for the Ladies who Becohb Members op Mrs. Stan- 
'here. There will he no great harm if I wear brown leather hoots ? istard’s “ Anti-Crinoline League,”— “ All hoops abandon ye who 

Brit, Bep, I think not, if your Highness, by the exhibition of ^nter here.” 

such a preference, does not wound the susceptibilities of other 

Powers. And now, your Highness, with your permission, I think I Gbeat Britain is a country per ae— so is every Island, as it is 
must withdraw. only per sea it can be reached. 




WAKING THE BEST OF IT. 

Uncle Charles 1 Did tou Sleep well? I*m afraid fodb Bed was rather hard anp dneven; but- 

UH, IT WAS ALL RIGHT, THANKS I I GOT UP NOW AND THEN DURING THE NlGHT, AND RESTED A BIT, YOU KNOW 1 


MISCHIEF 1 

As regards Home Buie, I did not, of course, say 
that there were only three Home-Bulers in the 
world— Gladstone, Mr. Morley, and my- 
self, I said that . . . there were no stronger Home- 
Bulers, except myself, thhn Mr. Gladstone and 
Mr, Morley in Parliament.^’— jtfr. S.Zabouehere, 
in a letter to the “ Times.^^ 

** Monkeys and parrots show much analogy in 
character and habits j they both possess extraordi- 
nary powers of imitation, which they exercise in 
cop^g man and his peculiarities. Monkeys ‘ take 
off his gestures, and parrots his speech.”— 
Nader's » Booh of Nature and 

Oh, a merry mime was Jaoko I 
He could wuik, and whiff tobacco, 

Like a man (an artful Aoma) and a brother. 
And the P^ot — ^ah ! for patter, • 

And capacity for chatter 

On — ^no matter much what matter. 

That gave scope for elitter-olatter, 

The world could hardly furnish such 
Parrot was % bird [another. 

That could t^ great bosh with gravity ; 
The Ap could be absurd 
^jth an air of solemn suavity ; 

And which to take most seriously, when the 
mimes were both on show, ~ 

There were ill-conditioned scoffers who de- 
clared they did not know. 

“lam w ^e,” said Jaoko, and he twitched 
his tail with -glee, 

That the only serious creatures in the 
_ _ ^country are ‘We Three 

jTou, Polly , honest J ack (an Irish House-dotrl. 
and Myself!” 

(Here he pulled poor Poll’s tail-feathers hard, 
and capered like an elf.) 


Poll held on to his perch, he ’d much tenacity 
of claw, 

But performed, involuntarily a sort of sharp 
see-saw. 

And he snorted and looked down 
With a very beaky frown, 

And his round orb grew as red as any carrot. 

‘ We Three ’ f your Twelfth-Night tag 
Is mere thrasonic brag, 

TschuU ! You ’ll nuie my tail a rag 1 
Wish you wouldn’t pull and drag 
At my feathers in that way ! ” cried the 
Parrot. 

Chuckled Jacko, “ This le prime I 
What a dickens of a time 
(Like the Parrot and the Monkey ’n the 
story) 

We shall have ! Teach you, no doubt, 
Not to leave poor Jacko out 
Next time when you are ladling round the 
glory. 

I might share with honest Jack 
If of yielding I ’d the knack, 

Or would stoop to play the flatterer or the 
flunkey. 

j^etty PouI It is my pride ' 

To assist you— from outside I 
And I hope you’re duly grateful,” said 
the Monkey, 

, ‘!i?“e“Te,” cried Pretty PoUy, 

It salliitit, andawfiulyjoUy! 

But 21 you think to pull me from mv 


A bird who knows his book 
Can afford to cock a snook 
At a chatterer who intrigueth against his 
chief. 

‘ We Three ’ f You quote the Clown ; 
And t/ou play hwi ! Tes, I own 
Pretty Poll may he pulled down, 

But I do not think ’twill be by Monkey 
‘Mischief!’” 


But if you mink to pull me from my 
wrch 

By the tafl, you are mistaken. 

Simiau tricks will leave unshaken 
My hold, though 1 may seem to sway or 
lurch. 


For a Byronic Exam. 

Question, What proof exists that Lord 
Byron shared expenses with the Maid of 
Athens ? 

Answer. The line in which he says, “ Maid 
of Athens, ere we ‘part.’ &o. 

Q. Is there any allusion to billiards in this 
poem? 

A, Certainly. It- occurs where the Bard 
says to the Maid, “ Take the rest.” 

“Again We Comb to Thee, Savoy!” 
{vide old-fashioned It is rumoured 

that the separation, on account of incom- 
patibility of temper, between a certain distin- 
guished Composer and an eminent Librettist 
has come to an end. Its end is peace — ^that 
is, an Operatic piece. They have met; the 
two have embraced, and will, no doubt, live 
happily ever afterwards, on the same terms 
as before, with the third party present, whose 


party pi 
renerall: 


iresent, whose 


have brought about this veritable “ Retmion 
of Arts.” 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

** Btm of Old^ or^ 
Eighty Tears Since I ” 
exclaimed the Baron, and, 
taking up the handsome 
Tolnme recently published 
W htessrs. G^hifpith: and 
Farran, he was soon ab- 
s(»rbed in its pages* 

« Ilf ^ % * 

murmured the^Saron,^as 
he closed the book, and 
“read no more that day.*^ -j: 
“Why, with a ^ood me- ^ 
mory, a lively imagina- 
tion, and a pleasant style, 
this ‘Old CoUeger» might 
have given us something 
far more amusing than he k 
has done. Of course Any- f 

body^s Anecdotes of our I 

Grand Old School will pro- I 

bably be interesting up to ^ 
a oeirinin point: and they 
might be made ‘funny, 
witiiout being vulgar*' 

But ithis worthy Octoge- - 
harian, be he who he may, 
has produced only a very 
matter-of-fact book, con- 
iidning historic iniorma- 
tion Bkely to arrest the 
attention of an old or 
young Etonian, hut only 
now and again does the 
author give us anything 
sufficiently amusmg to 
evoke a laugh* However, 
in the course of perusal, 

1 have smiled gently* but 
distinctly. Had the Goto- 
genarian already ^ told 
manjr of these stories to 
his intimates, to whom 
their narration caused as 
much facile entertainment 
a|3 was given to the friends 

Mr, Feter Magnus^ 
wheji he signed himself 
‘ Afternoon,' in substi- 
tution for his initials. 









A VOCATION. 

The Vicar, “Oh—tnat’s tour Boy, Smithrbs? 

? A Shoemaker, like yourself?” 

Smith&rs, “Oh no, Sir. He's uncommon foni 


nay, almost quotation of a 
weU-knoTO Haggsrd ism , 

“ Just then a very wonder- 
ful and awful thing hap- 

“When suddenly, and with- 
* ^ instant's warning, a 

t awful thing happened.” 

Wimmin \ ' Both variations on a Hag- 

gardism, and both equally 
spoilt in the process^ of 
transferring and adapting. 
^ sentence, the utter- 

Ifjj ^oe of a Zulu chief, m 

^ w^ worth quoting, and it 

‘^But empty hands are eril 
I |j things -v^rewith^to face a 

I III “ The vroll-armed spook " 

I W 

" “fleeted”^ a new wo^ 
to me. Hot that I object 
^ invention and use on 
account; in sound 
appearance it expresses 
no more than “ sjwd,” or, 
if ^muit is to he implied, 

linml MRB ^ something that 

iHSHi iM!SI novelist having written 

" may well lay to heart, 

ImStwSXH “The mm v>a8 as white- 

shinned as theinsel^es^ md 

^ Fnglishy must hwse been at one 

Baron, medit^ively,^ “if 
purity of English, with or 
without a "^te skin, is 
the unmistakable mark of 
And what 's be going to a ‘ British subject,' then it 
follows that Mr. Lawrence 
OF Animals, you see — so Fletcher is of some 
nationality other than 

— British. At least, such is 

conclusion arrived at by his humble hut critic^ serv^t, 


C his ini^‘ Smithers. “Oh NO, Sir. He's uncommon fond of Animals, you see-so Fletoker is of soi 
is related thinkino or makoig him a BtriOHial” nafaoi^ty oth« 

ea^ tie ease with which Mr. Magnus’, friends w:ere entertained, the logical oonoli^n ^Tcd at by Ms 

ft so. then is fte Baron to the Ootogena^ Etonian ^d hisjnti- “The Baeox db B. W. ‘ B. B. {Brtiish Born.) 

mates as was Mr, Fichwichto “ P. M.” andhis oorrespoudents. There 

wo some good teles about Seat and Hawtoet, and of mutm the TTmv_He was an doquent, an earnest loTer, but she 

book, as oniamong an Etonian senes, has its own yalue for all who tad gwori to he true, wMct oa^ of 

his she didn’t trust for a minute, and had implored h^ to do like- 


oare about Eton of the past. 


W W ^ ^ JOAO DAAO VLAUAA V UL U.BU *VA «. T A ^ .^7 % ^ 

“PerduKdism,” says the Bwon, “or at least the better part of only mu^^d M Mr^, 

it.inreatog5fero.<Jfcr,.byLAYOT0EPt;^ Sh^ut ™ffierto^Mralahewt,wMtwouldshe 

snow falling, and, North- West-by-Horth wmd howling, bitterly I should put your portrait m it. 


cold, and so,’’ continued the Baron, “ I was reduced to Zero, The 
construction of the plot is clever, as is also the description of a great “ 

fight, in the latter portion of the story ; but, as a whole, the story Young Ab 

is irritatingly iB-written, and tawdrily coloured, '^^hile itahos are Perhaps he 

psed to bring into prominence any description of some strongly sen- Homi 

aational situation. But Abbas 

Few things so annoying to me, personally, as the romancer speaK- 
ing of his chief puppets as **our friends.” This Lawrence 
Fletcher is perpetually doing. How his heroes are not “my Me. Labouchi 
friends,” for, when I read, I am strictly impartial, at all events, Yates s promoto 
through two- thirds of the book, and, if I learn to love any one or on Edmund, H 
two (or more) of them, male or female, I should still resent the him on my week 
Ruthor's presuming to speak of them as “ om friends.” To do w me kemi satisiact 
from the first is sunply impudent presumption on the part of the 
author, as why, on earth, should no assume that his creations K. has i 

his oMdren— should he as dear to us as they are to him ? Limited Compan: 

Ho—** Our friends,” so used, is a mistake. , , , , . 

The influence of Bxdbe Haggard is over the whole hook, but m most is, mat tw 
two instances the author has been unable to resist close imitation, their own bones 1 


“All’s Well that Ends Well.” 

Young Abbas thought to catch Lord Cromer napping. 
Perhaps he ’ll not again try weasel-trappiuff . 

E’en Homer sometimes noos. 'Tis true— of Homer ; 
But Abbas thinks ’tis not — as yet — of Cromer ! 


Mrs. R. has read that the Christy Minstrels are turned into a 
Lmited Company, but, before suhsonbiim for shares, ^e wmits to 
low if she would have to black her face r But what she 
Attf. ift. fTiftt thft wmoinal neiformers (as she has been told) rattle 
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THE MAN FROM BLANKLEY’Sa doa’t know if it oan Tw arranged yet, but I will let you know about 

* tib.&t/ l&t6ir on* 

A Stoky in Scenes, JfcftM Seaton {to herself), I do belieye she means to be kind ! 

Scene III. ~ Mrs. Tidmaesh’s Drawing-room, WalUpaper of lig {Aloud,) Of course, I shall be very pleased to diae, if you -wish it, 
greg peonies sprawling oner a shing pale salmon ground. Over- Seakale (at door), Mr. and Mrs. Oabeiel Gilwattle, and 
mantel in hlach and gold. Large mirrors ; cut-glass gaselier ^ Miss Bfgie ! 

supplemented hg two standard lamps with gellow shades, ^r- [Enter a portlg old Gentleman^ with light prominent eyes and a 
niture upholstered in yellow and Irown brocade. Crimson crest of grizzled auburn hair^ in the wake of an imposing 

damask hangings, Parian statuettes under glass^ on walnut Matron in ruby velvet; they are followed by an eld^ly 

“ What-nots ” ; cheap china in rosewood cahinets Big banner- Spinster in black and silver, who rattles with jet. 


screen embroidered %n beads, 
with the Tidmarsh armorial 
beariiMSy as recently ascer- 
tamea by the Hercd^ Col- 
lege, Time, twenty mimetes to 
eight, Mxs,TibMLBSKisse€itedf 
Hushed and expectant^ near the 
Hre, her little daughter ^ G-wen- 
noLEN, aaed seven^ ts appa- 
rently absorbed in a picture- 
b(wk close by. Miss Seaton is 
sitting by a side-tdble, at some 
distance from them. Enter 
Mr, Tidmassh, who, obeying 
a sign from his wife, ap- 
j^oaches the hearth-rug, and 
lowers his voice to a cautious 
under-tone, 

Mr, Tid, It’s aU liifbt. Sea- 
lAUB got in at Blaotlet’s just as 
they were closing. They said they 
would send round and stop the per- 
son, if possible— but they couldn’t 
say, for certain, whether 
he mightn’t have started 
already. 

Mrs, Tid, Then he may 
come, even now I May J 
ask what you intend to do 
if he does, Montague ? 

Mr, Tid, WeU, that’s 
what I rather wanted to ask 
yoti, my dear. We might tell 
Seakale to send him away. 

Mrs, Tid, If you do, he ’ll 
he certain to send away the 
wrong person—Uncle Ga- 
BKEEL, as likelv as not! 

Mr, Tid, Vm yes, I 

never thought of that— no, 
he must l>e shown up. 

I Couldn’t you explain to him, 
quietly, that we have made 
up our i)arty and shan’t re- 
quire his— hem— services? 

Mrs, Tid, I? Certainly 
not, Montague. You hired 
himj and you must get rid 
of him yourseH I 

Mr, Tid, [uneasily,) ’Pon 
my word, M^ia, it ’s an *- 
awkward thing to do. I 
almost think we’d better 
keep him if he comes — we 
shall have to pay for biin 
anyhow. After aU, he ’ll be 
qmte inoffensive — nobody 
will notice he’s been hired 
for the evening, 

Mrs, Tid, He may he one 
of the assistants out of the 
shopfor all wecantell. And 
you ’re going to let him stay . 
and make us thirteen, the 
identical thing he was hired 
to avoid! Well, I shall 



** Mr.' and Mrs. Ditchwater ! 


crest of grizzled auburn hair, in the wake of an imposing 
Matron in ruby velvet; they are followed by an eld^ly 
Spinster in black and silver, who rattles with jet, 

I Miss Bugle' (of tei^ the usual' greetings), 

l|! I hope, dearest Mabia, you will excuse 

/ |y me if I am not quite in my usual spirits 

' I this eve^g ; but my cockatoo, whom I 

;| have had for ages, has been in convul- 

aons the whole afternoon, and though I 
I left him ^calmer, done ujp in warm fLannel 

I on the rug in front of the fire, and the 

" “ maid promised faithfully to sit up with 

hm, and telegraph if there was the 
slightest change, I can’t help feeling 1 
ought never to have come. 

Aunt Joanna {to her host,) Such a drive 
as It is here, all the way from Eegent’s 
Park, and in this fog— 1 told 
Gabbiel that if he escap s 

bronchitis to-morrow 

Seakale, Mr. and Mrs. 
DitcetwatebI Mr. Toomeb! 

Mr, Ditch, Yes, dear Mrs. 
Tidmabsh, our opportunities 
for these festive meetings 
grow more and more limited 
with each advancing year. 
Seven dear friends, at whose 
hoard we have sat, and they 
at ours, ^within the past 
twelve months, carried off — 
all gone from us I 
iJrs, Ditch, Eighty Jebe- 
miah:, if you count Mr. 
Jaundebs— though he only 
dined with us once. 

Mr, Ditch, To be sure, 
and never left his bed again. 
Well, well, it should teach 
us, as I was remarking to 
my dear wife as we drove 
along, to set a higher value 
th^ we do ou such hospi- 
talities as we are still privi- 
leged to enj'oy. 

Mr, Toomer {to Mrs. Tid.) 
My poor wife would, I am 
sure, have charged me with 
aU maimer of messages, if 
she had not been more or 
less delirious all day— but I 
am in no anxiety about her 
—she is so often like that, it 
is almost chronic. 

Seakale, Mr. and Mrs. 
Bodpish! Miss FlindebsI 
Mr. Pofpley! 

Mr, Bodf, [after saluta- 
tions,) Mrs. Bodpish and 
myself have just been the 
victims of a most extraordi- 
nary mistake! We posi- 
tively walked straight into 
your next-door neighbour’s 
house, and if we had not 
been undeceived by a mummy 
outhe first landing, I don’t 
know where we should have 
' * . found ourselves next. 


Wve to let Miss Seaton (fine, after aU— that ’s if . found ourselves next. 

^is creature can take her down— it wiU he a little ohaS^A h. mummy! How very disagreeable; such e, peculiar 

to Lda plal 4 ya«It 1 


un, miss ©EATON. mV hiiahanrl T iT ^ j i we came away i;ua«» JlASWI- 

^n thMfciw whether we couldn’t manage to mtd a nlace W behaved disgracefully iki not telling us our mistake 

Of o^mrae, it is moa Musual aol'vdii i** rw? doubt he a mptiw;. peojae are so unpriaorpledl 

ofifaiits.sn dperhats a little oheeiW I W t to let you tee' W 

juanoroaee i staits -with them— won’t that be nice for you? At least, she ’s goiag 






WRITING THE QUEEN'S SPEECH. 
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the railway SERVANT'S VADE-MECUM. 

tihtg mondng:, and Mother and he hotfi. hope he ,T Question* What are the duties of a Pointsman ? 

all : hut Jhope he toi^/Jbeoause I want to see what he ^s like* i>oii t j^f^s^oer* To remember the effect of moYingr the switches. 

umi hope he ’fi come ? DonH you, Miss SEiLTOir, dear ? n. 'W'Ken is he likely to cease to remember this important detail ? 

Miss Seaton [to herself). Then that was why I A^d I can t even ]3een on duty a certain or uncertain number of 

refuse! (Aloud,) My dear Gwei^ie, you shoul^t teU me ^ ^ 

these things— they ’re secrets, and I ’m sure your Mother woma oe conditions also appertain to the labours of a man in 

very angry indeed if she heard you mention them to anyoody , signal-boi ? 

Gwen, Oh, it was only to you, Miss SEiLTON, and you re Certainly, hut in"a more marked degree, 

you know ! And I can keep a secret, if I choose. I never told how q would a collision consequent upon the occasion to which 

Jane used to [Miss SEATOzr endeavours to check thsse dtsclosur^, referred he called P 

Uncle Gab, (out of temper, on the hearth-rug), Sgven minutes Generally, “ an accident.” 

past the hour, Montt— and, if there ^s a thing I *m particular about, would there ever he an exception to this nomenclature ? 

it ’s not being kept waiting for my dinner. Are you expecting Yes; in the case of a Coroner being over-officious, and his Jury 
somebody else? or what wit? -4. “ turning nasty,” 

Mr, Tid, (nervously). Well, I half thought—but we won t wait What would be the effect of this unpleasant combination of 
any longer .for him— he is not worth it— ha! there heis— Ithi^ circumstances? 

I heard the front door— soj^rhaps I may as well give hm-— eh f ^ verdict of “ Manslaughter ” would be given against the 

Uncle Gab, Just as you Iike-^fy » spoilt as it is. (Catching of the signal-box. 


all ; hut Jhope he toi^/Jieeause I want to see what he ^s like. Bon t 
you hope he ’fl come ? Don^t you, Miss Seato^, dear ? 

Miss Seaton (to herself), Then that was why! ^d I can t even 
refuse! (Aloud,) My dear Gwejtnie, you should t teU me ^ 
these things— they ’re secrets, and I’m sure your Mother womd be 
very angry indeed if she heard you mention them to anybody , 

Gwen. Oh, it was only to you, Miss Seaton, and you’re 
you know ! And I can keep a secret, if I choose. I never told how 
JANE us^ to [Miss Seaton endeavours to check these disclosures. 

Uncle Gab, (out of temper, on the hearth-rug). Seven minutes 
past the hour, Montt — and, if there’s a thing I ’m particular about, 
it’s not being kept waiting for my dinner. Are you expecting 
somebody else? or what wit? 

Mr, Tid, (nervously). Well, I half thought— but we won’t wait 
any longer for him — he is not worth it — ha ! there he is — I t hink 
I heard the' front door— so^rhaps I may as well give hm-— eh ? 

Uncle Gab, Just as you Eke — my dinner’s spoilt as it is. (Catching 
sight of the banner-screen.) What have you stuck this precious 
up for, eh ? 

Mr, Tid. To — ^to keep the fire off. Mama’s idea, Uncle — she 
ihonght our— hem— crest and motto would look rather well made up 
like this. 

Unde Gab, (with a snort). Made up I- I should think it was! 
Though what yon want to make yonrself out one of those good-for- 
nothing aristocrats for is beyond me.^ Yon know my sentiments 
about ’em — ’m a thorongh-gmng Eadical, and the very sound of a 
title— 

Seakale (with a fine combination of awe and incredulity). Lord 
Steathspobean! , t . , 

[There is a ^c^tfkde fiutter in the comjpany, as a ruddy-haired 
and rather pmin young man enters with an apologetic^ and even 
diffident air, and pauses in evident uncertainty as to his host and 
hostess. 

Unde Gab, (to himself,) A Lord! Bless my soul! Montt and 
Mama are getmg up in the world ! 

Guests (to themselves,) A Lord I Ko wonder they kept the dinner 
ba<^! 

Miss Seaton (after a hurried glance — to herself) Good Heavens I 
Bouolas Clatmoee t — ^reduced to this ! [^Jw lowers her head, * 

Mr, Tid, (to himself) They might have told me they were gomg 
to send us a Ixird— J never ordered one I I wonder if he ’s genuine 
—he don’t look it. If I could only find out, quietly ! 

Jfrs. Tid, (to herself) Gracious 1 And 1 was going to send him in 
with the Governess! (To her Mush, in a whisper,) Montaotte, what 
are yon about f Go and be civil to him— do! 

[SAe rings the bell twice ; Mr. Tidmaesh advances, purple with in- 
dignation and embarrassment, to welcome the new-comer, who 
snakes Mm warmly by the hand, 

(JEnd of Scene III.) 


Hee Wat op Putting It,— Mrs. E, thinks she has an excellent 
memory for riddles. She was delighted with that somewhat old 
oonuncfrum about “What is more wonderful than Jonah in the 
whale?” to which the answer is, “Two men in a fly,” and deter- 
mined to puzzle her nephew with it the very next time she met him. 
“Such a capital riddle I’ve got for you, John!” tiie exx^Ulmed. 
“Let me see. Oh, yes— I remember— yes, that’s it;” and then, 
having settled the form of the question, she put it thus— “ ^^at is 
more wonderful than two men in an omnibus?” And when she 
gave the answer, “Jonah in a flly,” and correcting herself inime- 
diately, said, “Ho— I mean, * Jonah in a whale,’” her nephew 
affectionately recommended his excellent relative to lie down and 
take a little rest. 

Railway Rates.— What better rate can there he than that of the 
Flying Butchman to the South, and the Flying Scotchman to tiie 
Horth ; the two hours and a-half express to Bournemouth, and Se 
GranviBe two hours to Ramsgate ? The word ‘ ‘ Rates ” is ohjection- 
able as being associated with taxes— and to avoid the taxes the 
Fishermen are gomg to employ smacks and boys. Poor boys I there 
are a lot of smacks about,. As the Pantomime and Music- hall poet 
sang, “Tooral looral lido, whacky smacky smack! ” But though theyi 
the Fishermen, hereby avoid the Rails, yet they can’t do without 
their network of lines, 

, ’* , “ ■ 

WheSi an actor has to make love to an actress on the"stage, it is 
“pqrely a Jmatter of business.” Real “love-making” is never a 
matter ci business; most often ’tis very much the contrary. The 
“ mattmr^f business ” comes in with “ mal^g an xmoommonly good 
m^age,’^bat fieinve-makm has little te> do with this, except as 
it is, on tiie stage, “ a matter of business.” 


rH- 




Q. What would happen to his superiors ? 

A, Hothing. However, they would be required to see the proper 
evidence was forthcoming at the prisoner’s trial. 

Q, What would be the end of the i»mdent ? 

A, Six months’ hard labour from the Bench, and a day’s sym- 
pathy from the general Public for the e:|:-oocupant of the signal-box. 

Q, What are the duties of a Station-mast^ ? , 

A, To be civil to season-ticket holders, and to refer the general 
Public to officials of smaller importance than himself. 

Q. What is your impression of an ideal Station-master ? 

A, A gentleman in correct morning dress taking a deep interest 
savouring of sincere satisfaction in all the arrangements of the traffic 
over which he exercises a qualified control. 

Q. If he is asked why such and, such a train is an hour late, what 
should he reply ? 

A, He should observe cheerily that it keeps better time than it 
used to do. 

Q, Should he ever exhibit surprise ? 

A, Only when a train enters the stati(m|)unotually to the moment, 
then he may safely presume that there must have been an accident 
somewhere. ^ 

Q,. And now in conclusion, how can ^an official secure in all human 
probability a long life ? 

A, By taking care never to travel on his own line ? 


C^TOcatioas or Coatribattons. whether MS., Iriated Matter, Drawingg, or Pictare* of aay deBcriptJoa, wOl 
m ^ return^, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Ad^essed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper, To this rule 

uiefe wjU he no exception. 
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WHEN A MAN DOES NOT LOOK HIS BEST. 

Burglar [taking the ground heavily), “Naow, ’ooevee’d 'a* thought 

o’ THE HOWNER 0* THAT THERE HIKNERCENT LITTLE ViLLA REIN* A 

Perfessional * Chucker-hout ’ ? 1 ! ! ** 

LAMENT OF THE (WOTJLE-BE) lEISH EMIGRANT. 

[Latest Version, with ajpologies to Lady Lvfferin.) 

[Senator Chandler, in The North- American Beview, recommends that 
immigration into the United States should be suspended, at least for a year.] 

Oi ’m sittm’ on the stile, Mart, an’ lookin’ o’er the tide, 

An’ by jabers Oi’m afraid, Aroon, that there Oi’U have to bide! 

The grass is springin’ fresh an’ green in Quid Oireland, but oh moy! 
If there’s any green in Jonathan ’s land, it is not in his oi! 

The States are awful changed, Mart ; it is not now as then, 

When they lifted a free latch-string to all exiled Oirishmen. [cheek, 
Now we miss the whoop ov welcome ; they suggest it ’s loike our 
And Oi’m listenin’ for brave Lowell’s words— which Chandler 
does not speak I 

It seems to me their Aigle for full Freedom no more pants, 

And the Senator, he mutthers ov “ degraded immigrants.” 

Says they can’t “assimilate” us; faix, the wurrud sounds 
monstrous foine. 

But Oi fancy that it ’s maning is, “ We mane to draw the loine ! ” 

Shure, we’re “ignorant and debased,” dear; and the poor won’t 
now find friends 

Even in free Columbia ! So ’tis thus the ould boast ends ! [Show, 
“'Stop ’em— for a year,” says Chandler ; “ we ’ll be holding our Big 
An’ poverty, an’— well. Cholera, are not wanted thin, you know.” 

It ’s an artful move, my Mart, but, it stroikes me, a bit thin, 

And it won’t come home consolin’, to “the poor ov Adam’s kin.” 
Faix! they won’t stop ^ cabinpassen^ers,’ big- wigs, an’ British Peerage, 
Bttt—^Aey donH want the poor devils that crowd over in the steerage ! 

So Oi’m sittin’ on the stile, Marx, and there Oi’ll loikely sthop. 

For they don’t require poor Paddy in their big new Chandler’s Shop. 
Uncle Sam ’s some punkins, Mary, but he ’s not a great green goose ; 
An’ he ’s goin’ to sthop a br^ggin’ ov that latch-string always loose ! 


MIXED NOTIONS.-No. IV. EGYPT. 

Two Well-Informed Men, Inquirer, and an Average Man, in 
suburban morning train to London, 

First Well-Informed Man [reading his paper). Oh, I say, dash it, 
this ’ll never do. Here ’s this young Khedive of Egypt kicking up a 
shine, and dismissing British Ministers. We can’t have that, youknow. 

Inquirer, What Ministers has he dismissed ? 

First W. I, M. Why, British Ministers,— at least [reading^ mC) I 
mean Egyptian Ministers ; that ’s to say, chaps whom we appointed. 

Second W, I. M, Come, come, we conldn’t appoint Egyptian 
Ministers, conld we ? 

Fipt W, I. M, Oh, it comes to exactly the same thing ; they ’re 
appointed subject to our proviso [consulting paper), yes, subject to our 
veto, and then this little whipper-snapper goes and gives them the 
chuck. He ’ll jolly soon have to climb down ofi that. 

Average Man, Gently ! The young chap ’s King, after all, isn’t he ? 
I thought Kings might appoint or dismiss Ministers as they liked. 

First W, I. M, Oh, rot! The Q,oeen can’t appoint her own 
Ministers. We all know that. They’re appointed by the Prime 
Minister. Any fool knows that. 

Inquirer, But who appoints the Prime Minister ? 

First W, I. M, He appoints himself, and tells the Queen he ’s 
done it. They all go and kiss hands and get their seals, or something 
of that sort. 

Inquirer, Of course, of course. I forgot that. But how about 
those Egyptian beggars ? 

First W, I, 31, The Khedive’s had the cheek to dismiss the 
Ministry, and shove another lot in. I see Lord Cromer has been to 
the Palace to protest. 

Inquirer. Lord Cromer ! Who ’s he ? 

First W. I. 31. My dear fellow, fancy not knowing that ! Lord 
Cromer ’s our Ambassador at Cairo. 

Second W, I, M, Oh, nonsense. There are no ambassadors at Cairo. 

First W, I, M, Aren’t there? Oh, indeed. Well, then perhaps 
you ’U tell me what Lord Cromer is ? 

Second W, I, M. He ’s our Minister. That ’s what they call them. 

Inquirer, Was it him the Khedive dismissed, then ? 

Second W, I, M, [laughing heartily). No, no; we haven’t got to 
that yet. He dismissed his own Jonnnies, of course; Egyptians. 
Lord Cromer ’s the English Minister. 

Average Man. No, he isn’t. He ’s the English Agent. 

Second W, I, M, Oh, well, it ’s the same thing. 

FHrst W, I. M, [taking his revenge). No, it isn’t at all the same 
thing ; it ’s a very different thing. A Minister ’s only just short of 
an Ambassador, and an Agent [pauses)— he ’s something quite 
different. I don’t think he gets as much pay for one thing, and of 
course he can’t live in the Embassy. 

Inquirer. But who does live in the Embassy, then ? 

First W. I, M. It’s unoccupied, of course. 

Average Man, No, it isn’t. There isn’t any Embassy at all. \A pause. 

Inquirer [returning to the charge). But look here, who is Lord 
Cromer ? I never heard of him before. I thought we ’d got Baring 
or Rothschild, or somebod;^ representing us in Egypt. 

First W, I, M. [with smiling suj^iority). My dear chap, you’re 
thinking of Sir Evelyn Baring. He left Egypt long ago. 

Inquirer, Why did he leave ? 

First W, L M, Old Gladstone gave him the sack. 

Second W. L 31. No, he didn’t, Gladstone wasn’t in power 
when Baring left Egypt, It was Salisbury who dismissed him. 

First W, I, M. I bet yon a sov. it was Gladstone. 

Second W. I, M. And I bet yon a sov. it was Salisbury. 

Average Man, Yon ’ll both lose. It was neither. 

First W, L M., Second W, !• M, [together). Bosh! That’s 
impossible. Average Man. It ’s a fact. 

First W. L M, [triumphant). Well, how do yon account for bis 
not being there now ? Average Man. He is there. 

First W, I. M, He isn’t. Lord Cromer ’s there. Here it is. ( Pro- 
ducing Times. ) ‘ ‘ Lord Cromer has protested in person.” So come ! 

Average Man, All right. I know all that. Only, unfortnnately, 
they ’re one and the same person. 

First W, L M,, Second W, I, M, [together). Oh, I daresay; and 
you think we’re going to swallow that. You tell that to your 
Grandmother! \_Both remain absolutely unconvinced. 

Inquirer. But what ’s this about the French ? What have they 
got to do with it ? 

Second W, I, M. Oh, they ’ve got their fingers in every pie ; 
always making mischief. 

First W, I, M, Quite true; hut they ’ll find we’re going to sit 
tight in spite of them, so the sooner they cart themselves and their 
blessed old Pyramids out of the country the better. 

Inquirer. Why should they take the Pyramids ? 

First W, I. M. Well, they built ’em, so I suppose they ’ve got a 
right to do what they like with them. 

Ifiquirer, Of coutse. [Terminus, 
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^‘SOME DAYr^ 

{Latest Egyptian Version of Milton Welling* s 
nopula/r Song , ) 

Mr. BuiiTi to Miss Egypt, sings 

I KNOW not when the day shall be, 

I know not when we two shall part ; 

What farewell you will give to me, 

Or will your words he sweet or tart ? 

It may not be till years bave passed. 

Tin France grows calm, young Abbas 
grey; 

But I am pledged— so, love, at last, 

Our hands, our hearts must part— some 
day ' 

Some day, some day. 

Some day 1 shall leave you ! 

Love, I know not when or how, 

(So I can but vaguely vow) 

Only this, only this, 

(Whioh I trust won't grieve you), 

Only this— I cmCt go now, I can’t go now, 

I can’t go Now ! 

I know not if His far or near, 

Some six months’ hence, while we both 
live ; 

I know not who the blame shall bear, 

Or who protest, or who forgive ; 

But when we part, some day, some day, 
France, fairer grown, the truth may see. 

And all those clouds be rolled away 
That darken love Hwixt her and me. 

Some day, some day, 

Some day I must leave youl 


Lawks I I know not when or how, 
(Though the Powers kick up a row), 
Only this, only this, 

(Which I won’t deceive you), 

Only this— I can’t go now^ I shan’t go woio, I 
won’t go Now ! 


IS SCIENCE PLATED OUT? 

[**Iu a grain of butter you have 47,250,000 
microhes. When you eat a slice of bread-and- 
butter, you therefore must swallow as many 
microbes as there are people in Europe.'’ — 
** Science Notes ” in Daily Chronicle,'] 
Chabxotte, eating bread-and-butter, 
Bead this Note with horror utter, 

And (assisted by the cutter) 

Went on eating bread-and-butter ! 

Man will say— with due apology 
To alarmed Bacteiiology— 

Spite of menacing bacilli, 

Man must eat, friend, willy-nilly ! 

And where shall he find due f oison 
If e’en bread-and-butter ’s poison ? * 
Science told our amorous Misses 
Death may be conveyed in kisses ; 

But it did not keep me nation 
From promiscuous osculation. 

Now it warneth the “ Young Person” 
(Whom Geant AHiEN voids his curse on) 
“ Bread-and-butter Misses ” even 
In their food may ^d death’s leaven I 
Never mind how this is made out I 
Science — as a Bogey ’s— played out. 

Spite all warnings it may utter. 

Women will have Bread-and-Butter I 


OUT OE WORK. 

[After reading Outcast London" ly the Daily 
j Chronicle's Special Commissioner at the 
' East End,) 

Divines inform us that the Primal Curse 
On poor humanity was Compulsory Work; 
But Civfiisation has devised a worse, 

100 Whioh even Christian effort seems to shirk, 
id- The Worker’s woes love may assuage. Ah, 
ay yes ! 

’ — But what shall help Compulsory Workless- 
ness ? 

Not Faith— Hope— Charity even! All the 
Craces 

Are helpless, without Wisdom in highplac^es. 
Though liberal alms relieve the kindly soul, 
You can’t cure destitution by a dole. 

No, these are days when men must dare to try 
What a Duke calls— Akgyll the high-and- 
dry — 

“ The Unseen Foundations of Society” ; 

And not, like wealthy big-wigs, be content 
With smart attacks on “ Theories of Kent.” 
Most theories of rent we know, the fact is 
What we have doubts about, Duke, is— the 
practice ! 

When Rent in Power’s hands becomes a rack 
n) To torture Toil, bold wisdom will hark baok 
To the beginnings and the bases ; ask 

hides beneath that Economic maak 
T^ioh smiles unmoved by Sorrow’s strain and 
stress 

Cn half -starved Work and whole -starved 
Worklessness I 
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MAN FROM BLANKLEY’S. 

A Story in Scenes. 


Jfr. Tid. He *s done it, Maria., He ’s no more a Lord than I am. 
Miss Seaton knows him— I just heard her call him “ Mr. Clayton,” 
or some name like that ! 


- T-J -n • nr m x Mr6. Tid, \aghast) So this is the sort of person you would ffo and 

Scene IT.— Mrs. Ttdmarsh ^ Brawing-rooTn ; Mr. Tidm^r has engage ! He *11 be found out, Montaoub, 1 can see Uncle edging up 
fust sHhen hands with the Meet arrival, still in the towards him already. And anyhow, you know what his opinions 

f^^stperphxity as to the best manner to adopt toward^^ him A pretty scrape you Ve got us into! Don’t stand gaping- 

moUAar Guests are conversing, with increased animation, at bring the man up to me this minute-I must give him a hint to be 


the further end of the room* 

Lord Strathsporran [to Mr. Tibmarsh). Afraid I ’m most abomi 


nably late — had some, 
such a fog, don’t you 
monly good of you to 
antiquities like this. If 
got together a coUec- 
wor& coining any dis- 
round the room, in evi* 

\ dent astonishment* 

Mr* Tid* {to himself)* 
Nice names to give my 
dinner-party 1 Impu- 
dent young dog, this— 
Lord or no Lord I 
[Ahud, with dignity*) 
I — ha — hum — don’t 
think that’s quite the 
way to speak of them, 
Sir— my Lord, I sup- 
pose I mght to say I 

Lord Strath* Oh, I 
expect a most inte- 
resting eyening, I as- 
sure- you. 

Mr. Tid* WeU, I-I 
darosay you’ll have no 
cause -to complain, so 
far as that goes, Lord— 
er— Strath— you ’ll ex- 
cuse me, but i hayen’t 
quite got accustomed to 
that title of yours. 

Lord Strath* {smil- 
ing)* Hot surprised at 
that — feel much the 
■ same myself. 

Mr* Tid* Ha— well, 
to tell you the honest 
I truth, I should haye 
. been just as pleased if 
J you had come here 
; without any handle of 
; that sort to your name. 

Lord Strath* Quite 
unnecessary to teU. me 
so — and, you see, I 
couldn’t very well help 
myself. 

Mr* Tid. [to himself), 
Blanxley sends ’em 
all out with titles— then 
his is bogus I [Aloud.) 
Oh, I don’t blame you, 
if it’s the rule; only 
— (wT^faWy) — well, it 
makes me feel so de- 
yilish awkward* you 
know! 

Lord Strath* Ex- 
tremely sorry — don’t 
know why it should. 
[To himself) Queer 
little chw my host. 
Don[t looK the Egypt- 
ologist exactly. And 
where does he keep aU 
his things? Downstairs, 

I suppose. [He turns, 
and reeognisesMis^ Sea- 


diffieulty in getting here- 


are. A pretty scrape you ’ye got us into ! Don’t stand gaping— 
bring the man up to me this minute— I must giye him a hint to be 
oarernl. [Lord 8* is led up and presented*) Sit down here, please, 
in this corner. Lord — a vicious emphasis)— ^ trltk^Blankley* 
(Lord. S. obeys in mild amazement.) Really, my husband and I 


know! It’s really uncom- j wer^ Aartf/y prepiredfor so aristocratic e. — we are such plain 




let me come and see your 
I am not mistaken, yon haye 
tion of sepulchral objects 
tance to study, \_He glances 
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“I look upon him simply as a human being.’^ 


humdrum people that a title— a real 
title like your lordship^ s—sikool — 
[with an acid titter) — ^is, well — rather 
overwhelming, I only hope you 
will he able to— er— sustain it, or 
otherwise 

Lord Strath* [lifting 

k his eyebrows*) Am I to 
understand that you 
^ did not expect me, alter 
- all? Because, if so, — 


Mrs. Tid, Oh, yes. 
we expected you^ and 
of course, you will be 
treated exactly the 
same as eyeryhody else 
—except— I don’t know 
if my husband warned 
you about not toucbing 
the champagne? Ho? 
Oh, well, you will drink 
claret please, not cham- 
pagne. I daresay you 
prefer it. 

, Lord Strath* Thank 
yon, I should indeed — 
if you have any mis- 
givings about your 
champagne. 

Mrs* Tid* We must 
draw some distinction 
between you and our 
regular guests, as I’m 
sure you ’ll understand. 

Lord Strath, {to him- 
self*) Poor devils — if 
they only knew I But 
what an .unspeakable 
snob this woman is! 
I’d give something to 
get out of this house — 
if it wasn’t for Mar- 
jory. I must have a 
word with her before 
dinner — strikes me 
she ’s put out with me 
about something or 
other. 

Mrs* Gilwattle [to 
her Husband)* Did you 
ever see anything like 
the way Maria ’s talk- 
ing to that young noble- 
man, Gf-ABEiEL ? as easy 
and composed as if 
she’d kept such com- 
pany all her life— it’s a 
wonder how she can do 
it! 

TJncle Gab* Look at 
the finishing she ’s had ! 
And after all, he ’s fiesh 
and blood like ourselves. 
She might introduce 


Sg o^hlfeyef^^r^mVbf?k though-it looks as if she was ashamed o/her Sto Slatten^'“i 

her ) How do von do Miqp Uizeh tins is I (To shall go up and introduce myself in a minute, and do what I can to 

himself at home. {Intercepting Lord ^ 
5 f of «»o»% iowardi Miss SbatonO Excuse ^ my Lord, 

Mrs ^*^orosses to her. but, as the uncle of our worthy host and hostess, I should like the 

youmtroducedme honour of shaVino- ™ii W ti,. \.*r.A itr. 


totti shaldnrTeu' hfthT-'ha^d: k; 

he certaSj St ® towimic, my Lori ^d I ought to tell you before I go any 

J ““Ku.roTaaeBMini further that I’ve no superstitions reverence for rank. Wbether a 
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man’s a lord or a linen-draper, is ezactl7 the same to me— I look 
upon Hm simply as a human being* 

Lord Strath, duite so ; he— ah— generally isn’t he 

Uncle Gal, Yery handsome of yoxtr Lordship to admit it, I’m sure 
—but what I mean to say is, I regard any friend of my niece and 
nephew ’s as a friend of mine— be he a Duke or be he a Dustman. 

Lord Strath, Unhappily for me, I’m neither a Bake nor a Bust- 
man, and— er— will you kindly excuse me ? [To himself as hepasses 
on,) That old gentleman makes me quite iH. Ah, Mabjoet at last! 
[To Miss Seaton.) Tou’ye scarcely spoken a word to me yetT^ I 
hoped somehow you’d look a little pleased to see . me— after 'all 
this time I 

Mm Seaton, Pleased ? I can hardly be that under the circmm- 
stances, Mr. Clatmobb 1 

Lord Strath, Well, I only thought— we used to be such friends 
once. You seem so changed ! 

Miss Seaton, I am not the only one who is changed, I think. You 
seem to have changed everything— even your name. What ought I 
to call you, by the way, I didn’t catch it exactly. “ Lord Some- 
body,” wasn’t it ? , . 

Lord Strath, Kever mind the confounded name, I have heard quite 
enough of it already ! It ’s not my fault if I’m what I am. L never 
wanted to be Stbathspobban 1 

Mm Seaton, Then yon really are Lord Stbathspobban ! Oh, 
Bottolas, how could you? 

Lord Strath, I didn’t. It was all that accident to my poor uncle 
and cousin. And I ’m about the poorest Peer in Scotland ; if that 
any excuse for me ! 

Miss Seaton, How can it be any excuse for your coming here? 
Have you no pride, Douglas I 

Lord Strath My goodness, what is there to be proud about? 
Why shouldnH I dine with anybody, provided — ? ^ 

Miss Seaton, Please don’t excuse yourseK— I can’t bear it. You 
know it is unworthy of you to be here ! 

Lord Strath, I don’t indeed. I came here simply as a-;— 

Miss Seaton, Don’t trouble to tell me— I know everything. And 
— and you ought to have died rather than descend to this I 
Lord Strath, Ought I ? Died, eh ? That never occurred to me ; 

and, after all, Mabjobt, you’re here! What’s wrong? What 

have I let myself in for ? , „ ^ 

Miss Seaton (Utterly), What have you let yourself out for, you 
mean, don’t you ? , , , , 

Lord Strath [mystified), I don’t know ! I believe my man let 

me out ; and, anyway, what does it matter now I ’ve come ? There ’s 
dinner announced. Mabjobt, before we ’re separated, just tell me 
what on earth I ’ ve done to deserve this sort of thing I 
Miss Seaton [with a little gesture of despair). Is it possible you 
want to be told how horribly you have disappointed me 1 

[The couples^ are forming to go down. 
Lord Strath, [stiffly), I can only say the disappointment is mutual! 

\_ELe moves away^ and awaits ms hostess's directions. 
Little Gwennie [stealing up to her Governess), Oh, Miss Seaton, 
haven't I been good? I’ve kept quite quiet in a corner, and I 
haven’t said a single word to anybody ever since he came. But 
what nice Gentlemen Blanklet does send, doesn’t he ? 

Mrs. Tid. [on Uncle Gabbiel’s arm). Oh. I quite forgot you, Lord 
— ah— Stbathpobbidge. As you and Miss Seaton seem to be 
already acquainted, perhaps you will have the goodness to take her 
down ? You will sit on my left — on the fireplace side — and — [in a 
whisper)— less you say the better ! ^ , 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

“ ^ Thebe is something fas- 

cinating abont the tifle of 
Mr. McCullagh Tob- 
bens’ book, published in 
one handsome volume, by 
Bentley. There should 
be a good deal in Twenty 
Years in FarUamerd^ 
more so when the epoch 
covers recollections of 
/ Palmebston in his green : 
' old ^e, Mr. Gladstone 
, in his prime, Beight in 
his political prize-fighting 
'trim, CoBDEN, Tom Dun- 
l i CAN, Monckton Milnes, 
f John Stuabt Mill, Isaac 
l/j Butt, and a host of other 
ghosts that .have flitted j 
off the scene. MyBaro- 
nite turned to the book 
with gusto, read it 
through with patience, 
and left it with disap- 
pointment. _Mr. Tobebns 
knew all these men personally; in fact, he was indi^nsahle to 
them. One marvels to find, from hiuts dropped ana assertions 

^ I. •» . , .m ’ t 3 J X- T. i J! 



Lord Strath I am quite of .your opinion. [To himself,) Can’t 
make my hostess out, for the life of me— or Mabjobt either, if it 
comes to that ! This is going to be a lively dinner-party, I can see ^ 
[ He gives his arm to Miss Seaton, who accepts it without looking 
at him ; they go downstairs in constrained silence, 

( Lnd of Scene IV, ) 

QUEER QUERIES,— City Impeovements.— How much longer 
are we to wait for the widening of the whole of Cheapside, the 
removal of the Post-Office Buildings to a more convenient site, and 
the total and unconditional sweeping away of Paternoster Row and 
the south side of Hewgate Street ? These slight alterations are 
imperatively required. They will only cost abont ten millions, and 
what are ten millions to the Corporation ? As I purchased the five 
square yards on which my little tobacco-shop is ouilt^ in confident 
expectation of beins: bought out at a high figure, I consider that any 
further delay in the matter involves something like a breach of 
public faitb. Why should not the Government help? They have 
lots of money, and I haven’t.— Disinteeested. 

‘ * Facts and Figubes.”— The business of tbe Labour Commissioner 
has to he very delicately managed. There must be a good deal of 
“give and take” in the work. However much “taking” there 
may be, there is sure to be plenty of Giffen, 


boldly made, how much they were severally indebted to him for 
counsel and inspiration through the twenty years the narrative 
vaguely covers. The figures of the men named loom large in 
history ; hut they were afl stuffed. The wires were pulled hy plain 
unappreciated McCullagh Tobbens. . The weight of the respou- 
sibiEty has had the effect of somewhat muddling the narrative, ^d, 
from time to time, the diligent reader does not know exactly where 
he is. He begins with some episode in which Dizzy, ,with am 
affectionately linked with that of McCullagh Tobbens, is waging 
along Pall Mall, when a passing Bishop obsejtnionsly takes off ms 
hat and bows. McCullagh modestly says this obeisance was paid 
to Dizzy, but we know very well it was to^ McCullagh. Then, 
before we know where we are, we are in the middle of an account of 
the Bulgarian atrocities, the Russo-Tnrkish war, what Count Beust 
said to McCullagh, and how, in debate on the Tote of Six Millions, 
“ a Right Hon. friend who sat next to me urged me to add a few 
words to what had been better said by others in this sense.’’ Better 
said! Oh, McCullagh! Oh, Tobbens! There^s an ancient story 
j of an old gentleman who bad a treasured anecdote^ eonnected with 
the going off of a gun. When he could not drag it in otherwwe, he 
was wont to furtively lift his foot and kick the table. Hallo, 
what ’s that ? ” he cried. “ Sounds like a gun ; that reminds me — 
and then the story. Thus Mr. Tobbens dra^ in successive 
Parliamentary episodes through twenty years— the Disestablishment 
of the Church, the Charity Commission, State. Aid to Emigrants, 
School Board for London, Extradition, Artisans’ Dwellings; gives a 
not very clear summary of events leading up to each, and then tr^ts 
the entranced reader to the heads of the speech he delivered. The 
book would have been more accurately entitled had it been called 
Twenty Tears of McCullagh Torrens, and old Members of the House 
of Commons will agree that this is a little too much. 

Babon de Book -Worms & Co. 

The Three. 

Some hold it a terrible fault of omissiou 

That Parsons sit not on the Poor-Law Commission. 

Alas ! Hope would smile, but she finds it a rarity 
For “ Faith” not to hamper the freedom of Charity. 

The world will look bright when we find in high places 
A perfect accord ’twixt the Three Christian Graces ! 

The Fiest Bal Masque oe the Season.— Big success. Greater 
crowd there than when these entertainments came to an end at the 
beginning of last year. All sorts of disguises were permitted, but 
it 13 said that two viveurs whb came latte, disguised in liquor, were 
denied entrance. The Snow Man found it very hot, and melted. 
Prizes were to be given away. But there was one prize, an elegant 
lady, closely masked and hooded, whose identity remained a puzzle 
to everybody. At last “ she gave herself away.” The happy 
recipient congratulated himself on winning the prize. 

Heit, Please !— Suggested subject for the next Newspaper Con- 
troversy : — ‘ ‘Is Robebt Buchanan played out ? ” 

“Rent Reductions” can generally be satisfactorily made pro 
1 tern, with a needle and thread. 




THE EISHEEMAN AND THE GENIUS. 


{fragmentary and Unfinished Extracts from the Arabian Nights, Up to Bate,) 

“Sm,” said Sheevjeekeadt, “how pleasant soever these stories 
may be [that I have told your Majesty hitherto, they do not come 
near that of the Fisherman and the Genius.” 


yourself to be diverted by the sinister councils of antiquated obscu- 
rantists from implicit faith in my programmes and prescriptions I ” 

** And what, in brief and plain language, are these latter ? ” , 


There was an ancient, but hale and opulent Fisherman, who hid 
fished with much success for many a day in troubled waters. This 
practice of his involved him, of course, in extremely arduous 
kbours, but resulted, generally, in securing him a fair share of 
hard-earned spoil, to the great envy of other fishermen of less hardi- 
hood and enterprise. He imposed it upon himself, however, as a 
law, not to cast nis nets save during a certain season— or session, as 
he called it — ^whieh usually arrived but once a year. 

His fortune, for some fishing seasons past, had been of a variable, 
and not too satisfactory sort.' It is mt eucour^ing, after casting 
; one^s nets during , a prolonged spell of rough weather, and confidently 
I anticipating a good draught of fish, to perceive that, instead of fish, 

, there is noSiing in one’s net save such unsought spoil as the carcase 
I of an Egyptian ass, a basket-full of gravel and slime of no sub- 
I stantial utility, or quantities of stones and mud, fit for nothing but 
for use as missiles among quarrelsome boys. 

“ 0 Fortune,” cried he ; “be not so persistently perverse, nor 


inquired the anxious but puzzled Fisherman. ^ ^ , 

**Nay,” answered the Voice, sardonically; “that were to inquire 
too nicely. But place your fortunes absolutely in my charge^; follow 
my lead with unquestioning loyalty, and verily you shall see great 
results.” 


The Fisherman, much impressed with these assurances, oast his 

^ - T J!- 


nets once more in the new f ashioh] and whdh he thought it was 
time, he drew them in as formerly, with great ditficulty. But, 
instead of fish, found nothing in them but a vessel of brass, which, 
by the weight, seemed to be full of something; and he observed 
that it was shut up with singular tightness, and sealed up with a 
thick coating of ofdcial-looking wax. And the Seal was Green, 
green as the abounding grass, or the scarce four-leaved shamrock of 
that amazing Isle of Emeralds, which some deem as much matter of 
myth as SmnBAn’s Valley of Diamonds. 


persecute an ancient fisherman who groweth a- weary ot tumultuous 
biUows, turbid floods, broken and filth-obstructed nets, and unprofit- 
able hauls ! ” 


N’ow, behold, it was told to this Fisherman by a certain Grand Old 
Voice, vague but sonorous, and voluble exceedingly’, that if he 
would only make a complete change in his nets, and in the fashion 
of his fishing, miraculous draughts would become as common as 
miaows in a brook. This Voice visited our Fisherman often in his 
visions. And, behold, the Fisherman essayed the schemes suggested 
by the Voice. Not at first, it must be admitted, ^ith supreme suc- 
cess, or entire satisfaction to the Fisherman himself. The Voice, 
however, attributed this qualified fortune to the Fisherman’s lack 
of perfect trust, and of entire reform in his fashion of fishing. 
“ Behold,” cried the Voice, vibrating vehemently, “you have allowed 


The Fisherman examined the vessel on all sides, and shook it to 
see if what was in it made any noise, but heard nothing. This cir- 
cumstance, with the impression of the seal upon the cover (which 
seemed to represent two Hearts linked in Union by some mystic 
abracadabra of unknown words) made him think there was some- 
thing precious— or at least peculiar— in it. To try this, he opened it. 
He presently turned the mouth downward, but nothing came out,^ 
which surprised him extremely. He set it before him, and while hd 
looked ujwn it attentively, there arose from it a very thick smoke; 
which obliged him to retire two or three paces from it. 

The smoke ascended to the clouds, and, extending itself along the 


sea and upon the shore, formed a great, mist, which we may well 
imagine did mightily astonish the Fisherman. When the smoke was 
all out of the vessel, it slowly took shape, and became a solid-seem- 
ing body, of which there was formed a Genius twice as high ^d 
broad as any giant with which the Fisherman had been aforetime 
familiar.' At the sight of a monster of such unsizeable bulk, and 
from which issued, in as yet unintelligible accents, a Voice which 

seemed strangely familiar to his ears, the Fisherman Here 

SHEEVEBnuADT perceiving day, broke off her story— for the time. 
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‘‘THE TICKET-OF.LEAYE MAH” AT CAMBRIDGE. 

Well done, the A. D. C. ! Their performance of Tom Taylor’s 
romantic, pathetic, melodramatic, crib- cracking, head- (though not 
always side-) splitting play, was an admirable one, carefully re- 
hearsed, well stage-managed, and played with a fine feeling for the 
capital situations in which the piece abounds. 

a Especially good was Mr. Bromley- Dayem- 
port’s Jem JDalion^ z. finished and truculent 
presentment of which any young amateur 
and many an old professional might be proud. 
Mawhshaw (Mr. Dickin SOS’), too, was excel- 
I lent, and the Bob Brierlyai Mr. Thorniom, 
the Sam Willovghhy of Mr. Theobald, the 
Grreen Jones of Mr, IN orman, and the Malthy 
^ of Mr. Martlsteaij, were all good in their 
^ seyeral ways. As for the ladies— hut who 
does not know the A. D. C. ladies, those 
^ visions of female loveliness, with big'^hands 
bass voices, and projecting knees? Mr. 
Agar, whose waist cannot have really measured more than twenty 
inches round, was refined and charming as Emily St, Evremond^ 
while Mr. Cornish, though taller than most of his male asso- 
ciates, ifiayed May Edwards quietly, and sympathetically. 
Mrs, Willoughby, the stage realisation of Arthur Sketchley’s 
Mrs, Brown^ had. full justice rendered to her garrulous good- 
nature by Mr. Stoiste. But enough. It was a good performance. 
Memories came fioating back of a notable performance of this 
same play by the A. D. C. far back in the remote ages between 
’70 and ’80. The Bob Briefly of those days has been Under- 
secretary of State for India, Mawhshaw^ the Detective, occupies 
a thorny throne as Lord-Lieutenant of Ireland, while Jem Dalton 
has become the Burglar at the Court Theatre— a very natural 
transition. Yery great was Mr, Brookfield fifteen years ago as 
the Cracksman, but great, also, was Mr. Bromlby-Dave]S®port last 
week. Dixi ! 


DEARTH OF DANCING-MEN. 

My Julia has been unusually fortunate this evening. ^ She has 
only had to sit out thirteen dances, and has already been given half 
a polka by Mr. Laysibohns, who, however, seemed too tired to 
finish it. Her view is, that “ half a loafer is better than no dance.” 

In order to get men, we have been obliged to 
invite the gentlemanly crossing-sweeper at the 
end of our road, two hawkers who sell blocks of 
wood in the street, a respectable coal-heaver, a 
and our green-grocer’s assistant. They have IJ 
each had half-a-dozen dancing lessons (at^ our 
expense), and are to be paid a guinea a-piece, 
on condition that they dance at least six dances 
before going down to supper. 

Our boy Bob, who is always trying to be 
funny, says he is afraid engaging these people 
will turn out a “ valse step.” 

It certainly is rather slow for the Girls who ^ 
have not had a partner all the evening. StiD, I did not expect 
them to bring pencils and paper with them, and play games of con- 
sequences ” in the billiard-room. 

Since Gentlemen have taken to sharing a dance among several 
Ladies, they have become very conceited. My Emily is congratu- 
lating herself that she has secured one undivided sixteenth part of 
the pext Lancers vrith that dear Mr. Wynh Ihgways. 

A good part of Mr. Masher’s income is, it is said, derived from 
the fact that Mothers, sooner than see their Girls sit idle all the 
evening, are vrilling to allow him a handsome commission on 
suitable introductions. 

Bob has asked Julia a riddle, which is— “What is the difference 
between a game of whist and a ball-room? ” The answer seems to 
be, that in whist you cut for partners, but, in a ball-room, possible 
partners cut you. 

It is quite true that we have decided to emigrate to North-West 
Colorado, as my Girls say they will have far more chance of partners in 
a country where the “ surplus population” consists entirely of males. 
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TROP DE ZtLE. 

Eostess, “ Why abic some oe the Liqttettb Glasses empty, Kathleen ? ” 

The New Parlour Maid, “ If you please, my Lady, they ’be foe thcm as don’t take 
ANY Liqueur I ” 


MAEGARINA. 

A Back-Street Ballad, 

Air — “ Margarita,^' 

I PASSED along a dim back-street, 
Margarina I 

In searcb of something good to eat, 
Margarina I 

0 pallid tripe I 0 “ faggots ” queer I 
Was ever such strange human cheer ? 
And 0 my heart, I loathed thee so, 
There on show, there on show, 
Margarina 1 

I saw thee in a sallow dab, 

Margarina I 

Upon the grubby marble slab, 

Margpina ! 

0 sickening stodge I 0 greasy shine ! 

0 ‘ ‘ Dairy Produce ” miscalled ‘ ‘ Fine ’ ’ ! 
0 haunt of all blue-flies that blow. 
There on show, there on show, 

Margarina ! 

I fled along that gloomy street, 
Margarina I 

Disgusted, sickened, sad, dead-beat, 
Margarina ! 

Yet still I see that dingy slab, 

That oleaginous pale, pale dab. 

And thou art still on sale I hnow, 
Where soot-flakes all,* and blue- 
flies blow, Margarina! 

But every night at my snug tea, 
Margarina! 

Over my toast I muse on thee, 
Margarina I 

1 snifl that smell, I see that dab. 

That greasy, grimy, marble slab. 

And thou art stul the same I know. 
The slum ’s strange love, the slum ’s 
strange love, 

The poor man’s “ Butter,” there on 
show ! Margarina ! 

Mrs. Eam, who had been listening to a 
conversation among golf-playeTs, and now 
flatters herself on knowing something 
about the game, observed — “ I suppose, in 
the Season, instead of Five-o’clock Teas, 
the fashion at Hurlingham and those 
places will be to have Golf Teas.” She 
didn’t know that it was spelt ‘ Tees.’ ” 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 

Souse of Commons, Tuesday, Jan. 31s^. — ^Back again in old place, 
with Speaker in Chair, Mace on table, and Serjeant-at-Arms on 
guard. I^’othing changed except the Government. Some old 
familiar faces gone ; others replace them. Same old bustle, hearty 
greeting, and effusive hand-shaking. 

“There’s only one thing,” says Erskine, of Cardross, “that 
equals the hilarity of the opening of a Kew Session, and that is the 
joy withwhich the hoys go off on the day of Prorogation.” 

Erskine been in the Chair by the cross-benches some years now. 
Katurally growing philosophical; insensibly cultivates habit of 
sententious speech. 

“Wonder you can be so garrulous^ Toby,” he says, “considering 
the number of Speeches you hear in a Session. We take in eloquence 
at the pores, and I for one have no tendency toward exudation.” 

“Ah,” I said, “perh^s that’s the lack of exercise. Dear old 
Gossep 1 he was better off in that respect. Eemember how he used 
to waltz up and down between doorway and table with Beadiaugh: ? 
A heavy partner, too, especially taken after dinner. But, bn score of 
heal^ not by any means an undesirable variation on sedentary life.” 

“ Well, well,” said Erskine, whose forbears were out in ’45, “ we 
must hope for the best.” And the gallant Scot’s hand involuntarily 
sought the hilt of his sword as his keen eye roved over the Clan 
gathered below the Gangway. 

A little odd at flrsi to see Mr. G. on the Bench to the right of 
Speaker, Prince Artb^ facing him on Opposition Bench. They 
seem to assume altered position quite naturally. Mr. G. looks pretty 
much as he has done any time^ these two years back. Eager, 
straight-backed, bright-eyed, smiling gaily in response to cheer 
that greets him from at present undivided majority. 


“Pretty weU, thank you, Toby. Only one thing the matter with 
me, and that, you know, doesn’t mend as the years pass. Looking 
over McCullagh Torrens’ book the other day, I noted what Dizzy 
said when that genial statesman, the former Member for Finsbury, 
inquired after the health of Lady Beaconspieed. ‘They tell me 
she is better, but you know what better is at 83.’ I ’m as weU as 
can be expected going o’ 84. I must admit it’s pretty well. I’ll 
undertake to walk a mile, run a mile, eat a meal, and make a speech 
with any fellow ten years my junior,” 

Certainly no one on Treasury Bench exceeds Mr. G. in vivacity or 
overflowing energy. Squire of Malwood looks very fit, but there ’s 
a massivity about his mirthful mood that becomes a Chancellor of 
the Exchequer with a contingent surplus. Is much comforted by 
consciousness that, whilst Sage op Gueen Anne’s Gate views com- 
position of Ministry with mixed feelings, and will not commit him- 
self to promise of fealty till he is in possession of full details of their 
policy, he unreservedly approves the Squire. 

On other side, Her Majesty’s late Ministers in state of almost 
boisterous hilarity. Evidently inclined to regard deposition as a 
joke. Prince Arthur beaming with delight. Something curiously 
like a smile wreathes stolid countenance of Sir James Ferqusson. 

“It’s their turn now,” says Prince Arthur, gleefully rubbing 
his hands, “ and I wish them joy of it. As for me, I shall live 
my Saturday to Monday in peace, and shall go to the Opera every 
Yf ednesday night in the Season.” 

“ You can go oftener if you like,” said Ellis Ashmbad-Bartlett 
(Knight). “ You may depend on my remaining here. I ’ve thought 
of a good many things to say d.uring the last six years.” 

“Ha,” said Prince Arthur, thoughtfully, “then perhaps I may 
absent myself through portions of other nights of the week.” 

Business done , — ^Address moved. 
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HIS LITTLE GAME AT THE COMEDY. 

Mfi. L^STOca’s amusing farce, The Sports- 
man^ nowbeing played at the Comedy Theatre, 
must inevitably recall to the experienced play- 



The Sportsman is concocted out of excel- 
lent old material cleverly worked up, with 
only one new point in it, to which, as it has 
escaped the eye of the English adapter^ it 
would be useless to draw his attention ; yet, 
had he seen it, he might therefrom have 
developed a really original sequence of per- 
plexing situations. The dialogue is not parti- 
cularly brilliant ; jerky, not crisp. But such 
is the “go” of the principds, and espe- 
cially of Mr. HiWTEEY, who is the life and 
soul of the farce, that the laughter is hearty 
and continuous. 

PATRIOTISM AT THE LAW COURTS. 

{As we expect to see it.) 

[“The Inns op Court and the Volunteers. 
—A Meeting was held yesterday affernoon in the 
Banqueting Hall of Lincoln’s Xnn for the purpose 
of taking such steps as might be deemed necessary 
to revive the former numerical strength of the 
Inns of Court Corps of Volunteers, now sadly 
below its proper strength.*’— Taper.'] 


Opening the Case. 

goer the plot and situations of The Serious 
Farmlp and The Colonel, Truth, The Candi- 
Artful Cards, and it may be some 
others of the same extensive dramatic family. 
In 1ms piece the husband, under pretence of 
jmning a shooting-party, is accustomed to 
absent himi^elf from home, in order to indulge 
his propensity 
for ^gambling, 

Aminadah Sleek 
/ H remarks that he 

S, h ^^^*d 

^pes in any coat 

H / nnforLnatehero ^ 
^“the " 

Brisooe,^Tmg lost one suit, thatpk^SL-it ^ 
game another. i.iT. 1 



PaiatiEin Meetings in the Banqueting Hall 
rectify the “reduced condition,” 
and, after a few gatherings, a gallant and 
learned Q,.C. will don his ancient tunic, and 
present himself at Head Quarters. 

“THE ETERNAL FEMININE I” 


gams another. hinf he Sports- 

j ^ Cards the unfortunate hero 

escaped, carrying a trombone, which turned up 
m evidence against him when he was inventing 
plausible explanations to his wife. In fact, | 


{By a cardid— if capricious — Conj%Lgator.) 
Amo, amas — AU love a lass ! 

Amamus, amatis — Churls oxY^Jatn satis / 
Amat, aman^— But that’s masculine canti 
Amem, ames—We wish to please. 

Amemus, ametis—^Cos love so sweet is. 

Amet, ament — ^Man’s never content ! 
Amavissem — We yearn to kiss ’em. 
Amavisses—lhBj accept our kisses. 

Ama, amato—Lips like a tomato. 

Amate, ow onto —Move many a canto. 

Amare, amavisse—WQ marry sweet Missy. 
Amans, amaturiss—KeT charmS to secure us, 
Amandum, amandi — As wives they come 
handy. 

Amando, amandum— 'But we don't under- 1 
stand ’em. 


1- Amandum, amando — Their novels are grand. 
;h oh I [slate you ! ’’ 

IS Amatum, amatu—OiioB male critic, “I’ll 
it Amor, amaris, amatur — Woman goes like 
t, thunder when a starter ! 

TQ Amamur, amarnmt, amantur — And she 
V swears she ’ll lick ns in a canter ! 

L- Amemur, amemini, amentur — And ’twill 
h take us all our time to prevent her ! 

y THE NEWEST HUMOUR. 

[“ The atmospheric envelope of the Grlobe is at 
present in a baccilophil humour .” — Trofessor Pet- 
TENKOPER on Microhes, quoted hj Jambs Payn.] 

>• Is that ^e humour 

e Well, these be days ’ 
e 

wits strain wildly 

B what does this ^ 

With^ear to fill 

0 “ atmospheric envelope ” tT^ humour 
Is worse than — Blank’s — if we may trust this 
rumour. [earth 

Since microbe “humour” fills both air and 
Farewell to honest fun and wholesome mirth I 
Adieu to genial Dickens, gentle Hood 1 
^il to the peddling pessimistic brood 
Whose “nimini-pimimi” mouths, too small 
by half 

To stretch themselves to a Homeric laugh 
Mince, in a mirror, to the “ Paphian Mimp ! ” 
Momtjs is dead, and e’en that tricksy imp 
Preposterous Tuck hath too much native grit 
To take the taste of Osbick turned a wit. 
Humour baccilophil, microbio merriment, 

Might suit him better. He will try the ex- 
periment. 

HU mirth ’s a smirk and not a paroxysm ; 

Papa, potatoes, poultry, prunes and prism” 
Do not disturb the “ plie ” of his prim lips, 
Neither do cynic quirks and querulous quips. 
Mirth would guffaw — when hearts and 
mouths were bigger, 

OsRicK would shri^ from aught beyond a 
snigger, 

Such as IS stirred by screeds of far-fetched 
Ay I that ’s the humour o ’t, sententious Nym. 
Let s hail a dying century’s latest birth,— 
ihe Newest Humour— purged from taint of 
Mirth ! 

^ Mbs. Ram’s practical knowledge of French 
IS not marvellous. She was discussing the 
question as to whether the French Working- 
masses car^ for malt liquor as brewed in 
©Kcellent Lady observed — “I 
don t think so, because, if I remember rightly, 

• Paris, 1 was told always to 

give the coachman money for drink, and this 
they called ‘ poor beer.’ So they couldn’t care 
tor strong ale,’ such as ours.” 


^ ia no Ketures of any description, wUl 

there wiU bo no «ception. accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cov^r, or Wrapper. To this mle 
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THE LAST WOMAN. 

{A contemporary to ** The Last Jfan,**) 

[It is stated that the dreaded Crinoline has 
actually made its appearance in one or two 
quarters.] 

All modish shapes must melt in gloom, 
Great Woeth himself must die, 

Bef orfe the Sex ^ain *assume 
Eye’s sweet simplicity ! 

, I saw a vision in my sleep, 

'Which made me how my head and weep 
As one aghast, accurst ! 

Was it a spook before me past ? 

Of women I beheld the last, 

As Adam saw the first. 

Eegent Street seemed “Eo Thoroughfare,” 
Bond Street looked weird, inhuman ; 

The spectres of past fashions were 
Around that lonely Woman. 

Some were the work of native hands, 

Some had arrived from foreign lands, 

- IS'ondescript jumbles|Some ! 

Pall-Mall had now nor sound nor tread. 
Park Lane was silent as the dead, 
Mlgravia was dumb. 

♦ 

Yet, lighthouse-like, that lone one stood, 
Or whisked her skirts around, 

Like a wild wind that sweeps the wood, 
And str^s with leaves the ground. 
Singing, “ Our hour is come, 0 Sun 
Of Fashion I We ’ll have no more fun. 
Solitude is too slow ! 

True thou hast worn ten thousand shapes 
(In spite qf man’s sour gibes and japes), 

# But— now ^e thing lacks go. 

* ‘ What though the grumbler Man put forth 
His ]Mmpous power and skill ! 

He could not make Woman and Woeth 
The vassals of his wiUj — 

Fashion, I mourn thy parted sway, 

Thou dim discrowned Gueen ! To play 
To empty box and stall ; 

To dr^— when not another She 
Exis^to^ipcken rivalry— 

Ns^t|proh’t pay at all I 

“Go, l^t^blivion’n curtain fall 
Upon th^ works of men ! 

Nothing the^ did that ’s worth recall, 

With sword, or spade, or nen. 

Their bumptious bunj^lings bring not back I 


Go, tell the spheres that sweep through And stand in need of verbal calcitration ; 


space, 

Thou saw’st the last of Eve’s fair race, 
In high ecstatic passion ; 

The darkening universe defy. 

To (luench her taste for Toggery, 

Or shake her faith in Fashion ! ” 


M^^ways 

But when he fancied he had scored 
Prodigiously, the Sex he bored 
Subdued him with a nod. 

“ Now I am weary. No one tries 
The fit of new attire ! 

Doom, that the joys of Dress denies. 
Bids Woman’s bliss expire. 

But shall Za Mode know final death ? 
Forbid it W orjan’ s latest breath ! 

Death— who is male — shan’t boast 
The eclipse of Fashion. Such a pall 
Shall not like Darkness cover all — 

Till I give up the ghost ! 

“ What would most vex and worry him^ 
Dull, modeless Man, whose spark 
Long (beside Woman’s] burning dim, 
Has now gone down in dark P 
Ha ! He ’dkick up the greatest shine 
(If he couU kick) ab-CEINOLINE. 

Were he recalled to breath, 

I ’ll have one last man-mocking spree 
By donning hooped shirts. Victory I 
This takes all sting from Death I 

“ Go, Sun, while Fashion holds me up,'’ 
Swollen skirt and skimpy waist 
Shall fill— male— sorrow’s bitter cup, 
And mortify— male— taste ! 



“THE GOVEENESS VHO, 

MA’ SAID, WOULDN’T DO.” 

A PLAINT PROM PARNASSUS. 

{By an “ Unrecommended*^ Besident.) 

[Mr. Gladstone (replying to Mr. Johnston, 
of Ballykilbeg) announced that no recommenda- 
tion had been submitted to Her Majesty Tmon 
the subject of the succession to the office of roet 
Laureate, and that there was no immediate 
intention of submitting one.] 

Gloeioxjs Apollo ! This is wondrous hard ! 
Fancy John Bull without Official Bard ! 

His plight is sad as that of the great men 
Who lived, unmarked by the Poetic Pen, 
Before great Aoamemnon. Ah, my Hokace, 
Britons are a Boeotian, heavy, slow race ! 

As for the “ Statesman” who treats bards so 
shabbily, 

’Twill serve himrightif thine ^HllaorimahiW* 
Applies to him. A Premier, but no Poet ? 
England, you are dishonoured, and don’t 
know it. 

Void of a Baser Fates to enshrine 
In gorgeous trope and long-resonnding line, 
Thy Victories, and Weddings, Shows and 
Valour P 

Parnassus shakes, the Muses pine in pallor. 
When foreign princelings mate our sweet 
princesses, 

When Rads of fleets and armies made sad 


When— let’s say Ashmead-Baetlett— saves 
the nation 

In the great name of glorious Saint Jingo ; 
When Bull gives toko or delivers stingo. 

To Fuzzy-Wnzzy, or such foolish savages ; 
When OUT great guns commit most gallant 
ravages 

Among the huts of some unhappy village. 
Where naughty “niggers” have gone in for 
pillage; 

When SoMEOira condescends to be high-bom, | 
Or deigns to die, who now shall toot the horn, 
Or twang the lyre, emitting verse divine. 

For Fame and— say, about a pound per line ? 

I must submit. I have not been “sub- 
mitted,” 

But poetless John-Bull is to he pitied. 

Of course self-praise is no “recommenda- 
tion,” [nation, 

(In Gladstone’s sense) or else, unhappy 
I, even T, could spare you natural worry at, 
Your non-possession of a Poet-Laureate I 

In a Pickwickian Sense.— When “ a nate 
Irishman ” (as the song has it) “ meets with a 
friend,” he incontinently “for love knocks 
him down,” whether with a “sprig of shil- 
lelagh” or a “ flower of speech,” depends 
upon circumstances. In either case he 
“means no harm,” or at any rate far less 
harm than the phlegmatic and matter-of-fact 
Saxon is apt to fancy. Probably, therefore, 
an “Irish Phrase Book,” giving the real 
“meaning ” of Hibernian rhetorical epithets, 
would prove a great peacemaker, in Parlia- 
ment and out. Colonel Saundebson, when 
he had recovered his temper, and with it bis 
wit, “toned down” the provocative “mur- 
derous ruffian,” into the inoffensive “ excited 
politician.” But whatajatyit is that “excited 
politicians ” so often string themselves up to 
(verbal) “ruffianism.” 


THE LAST LIGHT. 

It scarce can be thou art the last 
To fade before my watchful gaze ; 

So short the part that each one plays, 
A flickering flame, and life is past. 

And thou wert clothed in 

robe of snow, ir ^ 1 

A crimson veil around ^ 

tbyhead, 

And now tbou liest, 
cbarred and dead, 

Erstwhile with ruddy 
fire aglow. 

I held thee in a fond 

To guard thee from the 
whistling wind ; 

And^not another can I 

To ^mfort me and take 

And though I lay aside my weeds, 

Yet like a widow I bemoan ; 

Nor all the wealth the Indies own, 
Could satisfy my present needs. 

Thy spark has vanished from my sight, 
Useless cigar, tobacco, pipe ; 


Useless cigar, tobacco, pipe ; 
Of perfect misery the type, 
A man without another light. 


Employment foe the Unemployed.— On 
Tuesday, in last week, the Unemployed had 
their hands full, when at Temple Avenue they 
unsuccessfully attempted to overcome the 
effective resistance of the Police. The Unem- 
ployed might have been better employed. ^ . 


VOL. CIV. 





'^‘’4eeiSr^^ge^*^ prophetio J*®®’ *■ '’"filter, j ^s been ^ed, and that his prophecy is in 
id the Shore,, have issued their first reoort Which «.««* P™“®® 


Which OTMst ieteerf, and si)eed£v”—«ee «r*s 
Sweet ZittUChembthJsilt^lloft,^{Mo^ 

Jiovemoer 28, 1891, Jfr. Rmch eaid :- jfr. Bmh is mightily pWed thSt his injunction 


Yb Mariners of England, 
Shipwrecked in our home seas, 
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How tMs will calm your wives’ wild 
feps, 

And gdve yoTiT stout hearts ease ! 

Hope’s blue eyes ^leam above the main, 
Her lifted light mil glow, 

And sweep o’er the deep, 

When the stormy winds do blow ; 

When the tempest rages loud and long, 
And the stormy winds do Wow. 

n. 

The spirit comfort gathers, 

7rom schemes designed to save 
Brave fellows, who have dared the deep, 
Hear home to find a grave. 

See how o’er rock and quicksand fell. 
The Electric ray doth ^ow, 

And sweep o’er the deep, 

While the stormy winds do blow; 

W'hile the tempest rages loud and long. 
And the stormy winds do blow ! 

nr. 

Britannia needs as bulwarks 
Light-towers along the steep, 

To save her gallant sons from graves 

t iar hoine, though on the deep, 
ith levin as from Jovian hand 
e ’ll light the floods below, 

As they roar on the shore, 

When the stormy -winds do blow ; 

When the tempest rages loud and long, 
And the stormy winds do blow.^ 

iv. 

The Mariners of England 
Glad eyes shall shoreward turn 
In danger’s night. Behold, brave hearts, 
W^ere the Star of Hope doth burn ! 
Science, fired by Humanity, 

Their grateful song shall flow 
To the fame of your name. 

When the storm has ceased to blow ; 
When the storm is o’er, and they ’re safe 
ashore. 

Thanks to Hope’s beacon-glow 1 


Q. Are there any Lighthouses away from 
the Coast?— .<1. Certamly. Q. Where?— 
A. In London. Q. Name them,— .4. The 
Comedy, Toole’s, the Opera Comique, and 
Strand. All Light-and-Ieading Houses. 



A SNUB. 

“EiFTT GrUINEAS FOE A BOA AND A MUFF ! ThAT ’s RATHER DEAR, ISN’T IT?” 
“ We don’t keep Catskin, Madam ! ” 


A METEOPOLITAN MAYORS JOIST. 

[“ The Common Council is stated to have appointed a ‘Fighting Committee ’ 
to oppose the Bnificatiou of London, and to take steps for the formation of 
separate Municipalities in different parts of the Metropolis.’'— Faper.] 

Lord Mayor'* s D«y.— Ah, if only we had not got Parliament to 
sanction the plan of splitting London up into distinct Municipalities, 
what a proud day this would be for me ! As it is, must try and 
remember that I am not Lord Mayor of London at all, but only 
Mayor of the new Corporate Borough of Cripplegate Without, one of 
the half-dozen horou^s into which the old City has been divided. 

The Show, — Well, thank goodness, we do keep that up / AU 
the 674 Mayors of all the dif erent districts of London take part in 
it. That reminds me that I must put on my Civic robes, edged 
with imitation ermine, and my aluminium chain of office, and prepare 
to start. A little hitch to begin with. M^ors all assembled outside 
Guildhall. Mayor of South-South- West Hammersmith tries to join 
us. Hobody seems to know him. Yery suspicious, especially as, on 
referring to official records, we find that there is no snob borough as 
South-South- West Hammersmith I We tell him so. He replies, 
sulkily, that it was created last night by a Special Yote of the 
South-West Hammersmith Town Councii, who found the work 
getting too much for them, and that, anyhow, “he intends to take 
part in the procession.” Awkward— but we have to yield. 

In the The 675 Mayors don’t inspire as much respect as I 

should like. Perhaps it is due to the fact that a regular scramble 
took place for seats m the old Lord Mayor’s Coach, in the course of 
which the Mayor of Tottenham Court Road was badly pommeled 
by the Mayor of Battersea Rise, and the coach itself had one side 
knocked out of it. Also that we other Mayors have to follow on foot, 
and are repeatedly asked if we are a procession of the Unemployed 1 


At ike Law Cowrie— In the good old days Lord Chief Justice 
used to deliver a flowery harangue congratulating the Chief Magis- 
trate on his elevation. But who is the Chief Magistrate now? 
To-day a free fight among the Mayors to get first into the Court. 
In consequence, Chief Justice angrily orders Court to he cleared, 
and threatens to commit us for contempt I Yet surely in former 
days a Judge would have beeu imprisoned in the deepest dungeons 
of the Mansion House for much less. 

Evening , — The hospitable custom of the Ministerial banquet stiU 
retained. Prime Minister adopts tactics of the Music Hall “Lion 
Comique,” and, after addressing a few genial words to the guests 
assembled at the table of the Mayor of West Ham, jumps into 
brougham, and appears a few minutes later at Mayor of Shad- 
well ’s banquet, and so on to Popto and Whitechapel, and as many 
as he can crowd in. Other Ministers do the same. StiU, not 
enough Cabinet CounciUors to go round, and to-night I am horrified 
to fffid that the assistant Under-Secretary to the deputy Labour 
Commissioner had been chosen to reply to the toast of the health of 
the Ministry at my banquet I Ichabod, indeed ! [By the way, 
what a good name for a new Lord Mayor “ Ichabod ; ” say, If knighted, 
“ Sir Thomas Ichabod.” Air to be played by band on his entering 
GnUdhalL “ Ichabody meet a body.” But alas ! these are dreams ! 
Ichabod !1 Yet, as the only builcfing in which the Mayor of Cripple- 
gate Without can entertain his guest is the fourth floor of an unu^d 
warehouse, perhaps we really don’t deserve a higher official. StiU, 
one can’t help regretting that the City, in its natural dread of the 
so-caUed “Unification of London,” persuaded the Government to 
agree to this sort of “ Punification of London.” 


Toast for the next “CItjeensiand Meat” BANauiT,— “ The 
Army, the Gravy, and the Preserved Forces ! ” 
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THE MAN FROM BLANKLEY’S. 

A Stoet in Scenes. 

Scene Y, — The JHning^room ; walls disiem/p&red chocolate ; gase- 
lier with opal-tinted ghibes; two cast-iron Cavaliers holding 
gas-lamps on the mantel-piece, Oil-portaitt enlarged from 
photograph, a/ Mrs. Ttomaesh, over side-board; on other waUs^ 
engravings—^^ Belshazzar' s Feast'' The WaU of Wailing 
at Jerusaiem," and Dosi's “ Christian Martyrs," The guests 
heme just sat down; Lord Steathsporean is placed between 
Mss Seaton and his hostess^ and opposite Mr. (Jilwattlb. 

Lord Strath, {to himself). Deuced quaint-looting people— wisli 
they wouldn’t all eat their sonp at me ! Why can’t somebody say 
something:? Wonder who’s the Lady in black, all over big silver 
tears— like a foreign funeral. Don’t feel equal to talking to 
Maejoet again tiU I ’ve had some Sherry. {After sipping it,) Worm- 
wood, by Jove I Champagne will probably be syrup— touch old 
OiLWAXTLE npif he isn’t careful— ah, jibs at the Sherry ! 

Uncle Gab, Where 
the dickens did 
MoNTTgetthis stuff, 

Maria? Most’stror- 
dinary bitter taste ! 

Mrs, Tid, {fo her- 
self in an agony), 

I hnew that bottle 
of Gwenioe’s Qui- 
nine Wine had got 
down into the cellar 
somehow! {Aloud,) 

Don’t drink it, 

Ilncle, please, if it 
isn’t quite what you 
like! 

Uncle Gab. I’ll 
take his Lordship’s 
opinion. What do 
you think of this 
Sherry, my Lord? 

Don’t you find it 
rather— eh ? 

Lord Strath, {ob- 
serving his hostess 
frown ^ him impe- 
riously), Oh, excel- 
lent, Sir— very— er 
—mellow and agree- 
able I 

Uncle Gab, Ha — 
yes— now your Lord- 
ship mentions it. 
there ’s a sort nor 
nuttiness about it. 

[He empties his 
glass. 

Lord Strath, [to 
himself). There is — 
a roiien-nuttinessi 
I ’m hanged if he 
hasn’t bolted it ! • 

Wonderful old 
Johnny! 

Mrs, Tid, [to him, 
in an under-tone), 

iMSSef" ““ a fuss — ^you can take one glass, as he wishes it.” 


Lord Strath, {ambigimusly). Oh, not at all I 
[Turbot and lobster-sauce are 'taken round, and conversation 
becomes general), 

Com^saU^al Scraps, Assure you if I touch the smallest particle 
01 ^ lobster it instantly flies to my . . . Yes, alive, A dear friend of 
nme ^simely had to leave her lodgings at the seaside— she was so 
^tobed by the screams of the lobsters being boiled in the back- 
Jat^en . . .1 was reading only the other day that oysters’ hearts 
contoue to b^t down to the very moment they are being assimi- 
* ‘ Tpist suffer, poor dears ! Couldn’t there be a law 

mat mey should omy be eaten under chloroform, or something ? . . . 
1 newer get tired of turbot— cod, now, I don't care for, and salmon 
1 nAe—but I can’t ^gest— jwAy, is more than I can tell you.— (&o.) 

Mm {to herself,) To see DocaLAS here a— a paid parasite 

-T^daetually seeinuig to en/oy his food— it’s like some toadful 
rnghtanaxe— I can't believe it I But I ’m glad he hasn’t the face to 
speaE to me ! 

i If you please, [To him- 

[ after ta^r^g,) Why, it’s quite decent ! I begin to M up to 


having this out with Maejoet. {Aloud,) Miss Seaton, isn’t it 
rather ridiculous for two such old friends as we are to at through 
dinner in deadly silence ? Can’t you bring yourself to talk to me ? 
we shan’t be overheard. You might teU me why you think me such 
a rufdau— it; would start us, at any rate I 
Miss Seaton, 1 don’t want to be started— ^d if you really don’t 
know why I hate your coming here in this way, Lord Stbath- 
SPOEEAN, it’s useless to explain ! 

Lord Strath, Oh, we got as far as that upstairs, didn’t we ? And 
I may be very dense, but for the life of me I can’t see yet why I 
shouldn’t have come I Of course, I didn’t know I was in for this 
exactly, but, toteU you the truth, I’m by way of being here on 
business, and I didn’t care much whether they were cheery or not, so 
long as I got what I came for, don’t you know I 
Miss Seaton, Of course, that is the main thing in your eyes — hut 
I didn’t think you would confess it ! 

Lord Strath, Why, you know how keen I used to he about my 
Egyptian work— you remember the book on Hieroglyphs I always 
meant to write ? I’m getting on with it, though of course my time ’s 
, ^ ^ , a good deal taken 

up just now. And, 
wnether I get any- 
thing out of these 
people or not, I’ve 
met you again, 
Marjory — I don’t 
mind anything 
else 1 ^ 

Miss Seaton, 
Don’t remind me of 
— of what you used 
to be, and— and you 
are not to caU. me 
Marjory any more. 
We have met— and 
I only hope and 
pray we may never 
meet again. Please 
don’t talk any more ! 

Lord Strath, [to 
himself) That’s a 
facer I I wonder if 
Marjory’s Wte — 
is this the effect of 
that infernal in- 
fluenza? 

Mrs, Tid. {to him 
in an undertone). 
You and Miss Sea- 
ton appear to be on 
very familiar terms. 
I really feel it my 
duty to ask you 
when and how you 
made the acquain- 
tance of my daugh- 
ter’s governess. 

Lord Strath, {to 
himself). The gov- 
erness I That ex- 

f ilains a lot. Poor 
ittle Marjory! 


little Marjory! 
{Aloud,) Heally? 
I congratulate you. 
I had the honour of 
take one glass, as he wishes it.” knowing Miss SEA- 

TON in Scotland a 

year or two ago, and this is the first time we have met since, 
i Mrs, Tid, Indeed ? That is so far satisfactory. I hope you will 
I understand that, so long as Miss Seaton is in my employment, I 
I oaimot allow her to — er — continue your acquaintanceship — it is not 
I as if you were in a position 

I Lord Strath, {with suppressed wrath.) Forgive me — ^but, as Miaa 
Seaton shows no desire whatever to renew'my acquaintance, I don’t 
see that we need discuss my position, or hers either. And I must 
decline to do so. 

Mrs, Tid, {crirn^oning.) Oh, very well, I am not accustomed to 
be told what subjects I am to discuss at my own table,' but {scath- 
ingly) no doubt your position here gives you the right to be in- 
dependent— ahoo I 

Lord Strath, I venture to think so. {To himself) Can’t make 
this woman out— is she trying to be rude, or what ? 

Uncle Gab, Hullo, your Lordship ’s got no Champagne I How ’s 
that ? It ’s aH right— Fizzeer, ’84,” my Lord 1 

Lord Strath, I daresay— but tne fact is, I am strictly forbidden 
to touch it. 
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TJncle Gah Pooh. I— if your Lordship -will excuse the remark — this 
won’t do you any harm—comes out of my own cellar, so I ought to 
know. [To Seakale.) Here, you, fill his Lordship’s glass, d’ye 
hear ? ^ 

Mrs. Tid. (in a rapid whisper.) Don’t make a fuss— you can take - 
one glass as he wishes it ! : 

Lord Strath, (to himself.) Can I though ? If she imagines I ’m , 
going to poison myself to please her uncle! (SEAXAtJE gives him half \ 
a glass, after receiving a signal from Mrs. T.) I suppose I must 

just (After tasting.) Why it’s drg ! Then why the deuce 

was I cautioned not to ? 

TJncle Gab. That’s a fine wine, isn’t it, my Lord? Hot much of 
that in the market nowadays, I can tell you I 
Lord Strath, (to himself.) Precious little here. (Aloud.) So I 
should imagine, Sir. 

Uncle Gab. Your Lordship mustn’t pass this entrie. My niece ’s 
cook knows her business, I will say that for her. 

Lord Strath, (as he helps himself.) I have already discovered that 
she is an ^tist. 

Mrs. Tid. (in displeased surprise.) Then you know my cook too f 
An artist f and she seems such a respectable person I Pray what 
sort of pictures does she paint ? 

Lord Strath. Pictures? Oh, really I don’t know— potboilers 
probably. [Mrs. Tid. glares at him suspiciously. 

Conversational Scraps. And when I got into the hall and saw 
them all sitting in a row with their faces blacked, I said “I’m sure 
^ey can’t be the Young Men’s Christian Association!” .... 
Hysteria ? my poor dear wife is a dreadful sufferer from it— I ’ve 
known her unable to sleep at all except with one foot curled round 
her neck I . . , . (&e. &c.) 

Lord Strath, (to himself) There ’s no doubt about it— this woman 
is trying to snub me— hardly brings herself to talk at all— and then 
she ’s beastly rude 1 What did she ask me here for if she can’t be 
civil I If she wasn’t my hostess— I ’ll try her once more, she may 
know something about antiquities — (Aloud.) I suppose Mr. Car- 
touche keeps his collection in a separate room ? I was told he has 
some hunting scarabs of the Amenhoteps that I am very curious to 
see. 

Mrs. Tid. (stiffly). Mr. Cartouche may keep all sorts of disagree- 
able pets, for anything Jknow to the contrary. 

Lord Strath, (to himself in amazement). Pets I I ’m hanged if 
I let myself be snubbed hke this ! (Aloud.) I ’m afraid you have 
very little sympathy with his tastes’? 

Mrs. Tid. Sympathy, indeed! I don’t even know if he any 
tastes. I am not in the habit of troubling myself about my next- 
door neighbour’s affairs. 

Lord Strath, (with a gasp). Tour next-door ! (Me pulls 

himself together.) To be sure— of course not— stupid of me to ask ! 

( To himself.) Q-ood Heavens !— these arenH the Cartouches ! I ’m 
at the wrong dinner-party— mA this awful woman thinks I ’ye done 
it on purpose I Ho wonder she ’s so confoundedly uncivil ! . . . 
And Marjory knows it, too, and won’t speak to me 1 Perhaps they 
all know it . , . What on earth am I to do ? . . . I feel such a fool 
Miss Seaton (to^ herself). How perfectly ghastly Douglas is 
looking 1 Didn’t he really know the Cartouches lived next door ? 

. . . Then— 0 A, what an idiot I’ve been! It ’s a mistake— he doesn't 
come from Blanklet’s at all! I must speak to him— I must tell 

him how no, I can't— I forgot how horrid I ’ve been to him 1 

I should have to tell him I believed that — and I’d rather die 1 No, 
it ’s too late— it ’s too late now I 

[Miss Seaton and Lord Strathsporran sit regarding the table- 
cloth with downcast eyes, and expressions of the deepest 
gloom and confusion. 

(End of Scene V.) 

Rhyme by a Rad. 

[The question where the Liberal-Unionists shall sit has excited some 
discussion.] 

They have stolen the old Tory togs hit by hit, 

And we wish they would openly don them. 

However, it matters not much where they sit. 

For wherever it be we ’ll sit on them ! 

“Railway Rates.” — ^Whatever question there may be on this 
subject, there can be none whatever as to the rates at which “The 
Bournemouth Express,” “The Hranville L. C. & D.,” and “The 
Flying Dutchman,” severally travel. Such rates are first rate. ' 

Con. eor the Consolation oe the many Sufferers from a 
CUEREN?: Catch-word.— Q. What is the only thing that is really 
“ np- to-date ”?— .if. A palm-tree. ' ' 

Mem. foe Me. Yivian and the Royalists.— The Last of the 
Stuaets, — Stuaet Knill. There can he none after Nil. - - 


DRAW ATI C 

The plan, 
stiU more successfully 
Balmascus Pantomim: 
representations ” of 
and acted without tl 
tutes ” may be permit 



Dramatic and Operatic world, and 
may effect such a change as will save 
thousands to a Manager. Why not 
go a step further? Why have cos- 
tumes,” or even “hand-properties”? Why not leave everything, 
except the perfection of the singing and the dramatic action, to 
the imagination of the audience ? The prices of admission would 
be proportionately lowered, and the nunibers admitted, m all pro- 
babudty, would be tiebled, on wbicb hypothesis a calcula.tion ™ J^y 
be based. What an exercise it would be for the imagmati^ of ^ the 
audience, were the Statue Scene from JDon Giovanni to be 
with the Basso Profondo in evening dress, who represents the Stony 
Oommendatore, seated astride a plank resting on tressels placed ^ 
table which would have been substituted for the stone pedesm, 
while the Don or Leporello (it doesn’t much matter which) his 
asides to the audience ! Here is novelty, and a great attraction . 

I It is returning to Elizabethan days, when Managers called a spade 
I a spade, and then so labelled it to prevent mistakes. 


Song feom “As You Like It ” (for the Member for East Galway, 
arranged by Colonel Saunderson, M.P.). — “What shall he have j 
who snot the Deer ? ” | 

A Bank Note. — ^The most likely time for obtaining payment “ in 
hard cash,” is when the Money Market “hardens a little, ’ as 
was the case, so The Times Money Article informed us, hst, Friday, 




AN EARLY PURITAN. 

Bobby {wTio sees Ms Momma in Evening Dress for the first timet and doem*t like it). “ I ’ll write and tell Papa 1 


«A STEPP JOB/^ 

Grand Old Ploughman sings : — 

Speed the Plougrh! Ah, that’s all mighty 
fine. 

And I like the old saying’s suggestion; 
But— wi’ a small crock such as mine, 

The speed may be matter o’ question. 

I’ve set my hand to ’un, o’ course, 

And mnmia look back, there ’s no doubt o’ 
it: 

Yet I wish I ’d a handier horse 
• For the job, or that I were well out o’ it I 

Stiff clay on a slaantin’ hiU-side, 

Would tax a strong team. Steady, steady I 
The little ’nn goes a bit wide, 

And seems *6 be shirkin’ already. 

To k^p a straight furrow this go 
Will strain the old ploughman's slack 
muscle ; 

And yet my new measters, I know, 

Will expect I to keep on the bustle. 

Stiff job for a little ’un ? Yes I 
If he doesn’t pull straight there’ll be 
bother. 

Must make the best of ’un I guess. 

This time, for I sha’an’t get no other. 

Gee up I I shall have a good try. 

On that they may bet their last dollar. 

It’s do, poor old crock, now, or die I 
But— I must keep ’un oop to the collar I 

“Tana room is very close ! ” said Mrs. E., 
^ttling hersdf down to her knitting, which 
her ne;^ewhad furtively unravelled. “Open 
the wmdow, Tom, and let out the asphyxia.” 


ums 0^ THE AIJTHOE OF THE 
LABOUR BUREAU. 

(By a Labourer.) 

’OoRAT for Mister Mundella, 

(Who’s under Old Gladdy’s umbrella.) 

For he ’s a jolly good fella, 

^ And so say ^ of hus ! 

With a ’ip, ’ip, ’ip, ’ooray I 

We hope the Bureau may pay. 

Of course it might well have been better, 
But then— it might have been wus ! 

Emphasis Q;eatia.— WRat a difference a 
slight emphasis makes in^ an ordinary sen- 
tence ! The D, T. when giving, in advance, 
an account of a marriage to be solemnised 
the same afternoon, spoke thus concerning 
the^ costumes of the very youthfid brides- 
maids. “They will wear dresses of very 
pale blue silk, made up with ivory - hued j 
lace.” Row, had th^ second word been in 
italics, it would have read thus, “ They will 
wear,’’ &o., as if everything had been done to 
prevent them from so arraying themselves, 
“but, in spite of all efforts, they will wear 
dresses of very pale blue I ” So obstinate of 
them ! Such nice little ladies, too ! 

“The liberal-lJnionists have resolved to 
abstain from pairing during the present 
Session.” So Thd Times. “Birds in their 
little nests agree,” quoth the eminent Dr. 
Watts; but mese Parliamentary Birds will 
belie their name of “Unionists ” if they refuse 
to “pair.” 

Telegram PROM Hawaians to American 
President.— “ WE would be U.S.” 


THE ANTI ? 

Your aid let me ask in a difficult task, 
Mr. with the greatest submission ; 

To win for my name a well-merited fame was 
always my ardent ambition^ 

And clearly to-day the least difdoult way is 
to send an appeal to the papers. 

To form an intrigue for creating a league 
against fashion-designers and drapers. 

Thereby shall I reap an advertisement cheap, 
and writers, with much perseverance, 

Will furnish as news their apocryphal views 
on my appetite, age, and appearance ; 

They all will revere my conviction sincere, 
and loudly re-echo my praises, 

But the thing which, as yet, I ’m unable to 
get, is a novel departure in crazes 

The idea shall we float that a swallow-tail 
coat is only adapted for Yandals ? 

Write pamphlets, designed to enlighten man- 
kind on the duty of taking to sandals ? 

Would a hatred of hats, or’ orusadej on 
cravats, secure us a sympathy louder ? 

Or shall we assert it is time to revert to 
patches, knee-breeches, and powder ? 

Meanwhile, your applause we invite for our 
Cause— you notice the’^apital letter— 

Subscriptions and fees you may send when you 
please to the writer, the sooner the better. 

But as to the theme of this notable scheme, I 
wait for a timelv suggestion ; 

Its worth ’s beyond doubt, but what it ’s 
about remains, for the present, a question ! 


The Bishop of Chester trembles. He is 
marked with the brand of “ Cainb ” I 
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CONVERSATIONAL 


HINTS FOR YOHNO 

HOSTS. 


SHOOTERS. 



poor 

^ j and as I ’m not t£e sort that turns on the talking-tap very 
easily, I often get stack im. Just as I \e got fairly into the swim 
mth one of ^ them I leaye him, and haye to think of talk for q[Tiite a 
^erent kind of chap, and so on all through the season. For 
instance, last December I did three shoots in as many weeks. The 
first was with old Callabt, the rich manufacturer, who 's turned 
sportsman late in life. I thought he ’d like a talk about bimetallism, 
so I sweated it up a bit, and started off with a burst as soon as I got 
a look in. All no go. Nothing would please him but to talk of 
birds, and rabbits, and hares, and farming, and crops, and who was 
going to be High Sheriff, and aU that. So I got a little left at the 
first go off. 

“Next week I shot with Blossom, another new friend, who’s 
come into money lately, after knocking about all oyer America the 


greater part of bm life. 


tried him with the 
Chicago Exposition, 
and ranching as a busi> 
ness for younger sons : 
did it delicately, of 
course, and "with any 
amount of deference, 
but he only looked at 
me blankly, and began 
talking about the Bank- 
rate, After that, lu' 
settled with myself I 
wouldn’t talk to any 
more of them about 
things that they might 
be expected to feel an 
interest in, 

“ In the following 
week I was due at 
Whichello’s. He ’s 
been a perfect lunatic 
all his life for music. 

He got up an orchestra 
in his nursery, which 
came to smash because 
his younger brother 
filled all the wind in- 
struments with soap- 
suds. Later on he was 
always scraping, or 
blowing, or thumping, 
scooting about from 
one concert to another, 
making expeditions to 
the shrine of Wagrer 
as he called it, com- 
posing songs, and sym- 
^onies, and operas, and 
Heayen only knows 
what besides. He came 
into the old place in 
Essex when his brother died, about a year 
first pheasant-shoot. ..I thought to myself, 

4ia0 »o JIQ gOQ, 





and this was his 
anything 


LyseiT, It you're anytnmg 
i pulling out the music-stop 


like these other Johnnies, it^s ^ ^ 

with you.’ On the first morning he seemed a shade anxious at 
breakfast, and said he was going to try a new plan of beating his 
coyerts, which it had giyen him a lot of- trouble to arrange as he 
wanted. Off we went after breakfast. We had about haH a mile 


to walk before we got to the first wood, and I kept . 
brains the whole way about this blessed new dodge of beating. 


my 


‘Where are the beaters?’ I said to 
got there, for deyil a bit of one did I see. 


Whichello, when we 


“ ‘Ton’ll find them out directly,’ says Whichello, looking sly 
and triumphant; ‘just you stand here, and wait. You ’ll get some 
shooting, I warrant you ; ’ and, with that, he posted the other 
guns at the far end of the coyert, told me and another chap we 
were to walk outside, in line with the beaters, and walked off. 
S iddenly he gaye a whistle. Then what do you think happened ? 
1 ’ll giye you a hundred guesses, and you won’t be on it. Out of 
a litSle planting, about fifty yards off the piece we were to shoot, 
came marching a troop of rustics, dressed as rustic beaters usually 
are, but each of them carrying, in place of the ordinary beater’s 
stick, a musical instrument of some sort. They were headed by 
the keeper, who wayed a kind of hSton» When they got to our 
coyert, they arranged themselyes in line, and then, on a signal from 


Whichello, crash, bang ! they struck up the TannhUuser March^ 
and disappeared into the wood, 

“‘Line up. Trombone!’ shouted the keeper — I hewd his 
stentorian roar aboye the din — ‘ Come, hurry along with the 
Bombardon ; Ophicleide. you ’re too far in front. Eeep it going. 
Clarinets. Now then, aU together I What are you up to. Cymbals r 
Let ’em haye it I ’ And thus they came banking and booming 
and blowing through the coyert. The bassoon tripped into a thorn- 
bush, the big-drum roUed oyer the trunk of a tree and smashed his 
instrument, the hantboy threw his at an escaping rabbit, while 
the flute-man walked straight into a pool of water, and had to he 

g uUed out by the triangle. But the rest of them got through some- 
ow with that infernal idiot of a conductmg keeper, stiU backing 
and twisting and waying like mad in tiie front. That was 
Whichello’s idea of heating Ms coyerts. ‘Combining aesthetic 
pleasure with sporting pursuits,’ he called it. Somehow we had 
manned to bring down a brace of pheasants, which, with three 
rabbits, made up our total, out of a coyert wMch ought to haye 
yielded ten times as many. 

“ I daresay yon won’t belieye this story, hut it’s true all the same. 

If you don’t belieye it, 
write to Whichello 
himself. I neyer saw 
anyone half so pleased 
as that fool was. He 
had giyen up all his 
time to teaching his 
rustics music, with a 
yiew to tMs perform- 
ance, and had shoyedin, 
as one of Ms keepera, 
a sporting third yiolin 
from the Drury Lane 
orchestra. They said 
it was glorious, and 
congratulated one ano- 
ther all round, with as 
much enthusiasm as if 
they ’d ^ repelled a 
foreign inyasion. On 
the next beat they 
played the March in 
ScipiOf and after that 
came a FoUPourri of 
Popular Melodies^ ar- 
ranged by 'the keepwer. 
,They played a selection 
from The Pirates of 
Penzance wMle we 
lunched, and took the 
.big wood to the tunes 
of ^ Ta-ra-ra^ loom- 
de~ap^ and ^Up-^ 
rouse ye then^ my 
merry ^ merry Men I ’ 
‘ Britannia^ and 
^ Home^ Sweet Home^^ 
played us hack to the 
house. I neyer heard 
such a confounded Ba- 
bel of brass and wood in 
all my life. A German 
band in a country town couldn’t come near it. Curiously enough, we 
most of us got urgent letters by next morning’s post, summoning us 
home at once to attend to business, or to he present at the death- 
beds of relatiyes. I thought you ’d like to hear this story, old cock. 
If you like, you ’re yery welcome to shoye it in your shooting series. 
I ’ye seen a lot of rum goes in my life, but tMs was the rummest of 
the lot. And don’t forget to let me haye a word or two about talking 
to one’s host. I know what I thought of that maniac Whichello, 
but I shouldn’t haye liked to say that to him. 

“ Tours to a turn, A Sportsmah.” 

For the present I must leaye tMs striking letter to the judgment 
of my readers. Space fails me to deal with it adequately. On 
another occasion I may be able to set down some ideas on the 
difficult subject suggested by my polite -Correspondent. 


The Appreciation of Gold.— “Why all tMs fuss?” writes a 
Correspondent. “Is there a difficulty in finding persons who 
Tly appreciate gold ? If so, I, Sir, am not of that number. I 
e happy to receiye from the Bank any quantity of soyereigns ; 
and, further, I will undertake to. show and honestly express my 
appreoiatioi?. of tMs generosity on the part of the Bank. Ah I I 
should hke to possess any number of those ‘ promises of May,’ 

“Yours, AMunnie Grubber.” 


proper 
will be 
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C'CCCKI/^C? DAD I lAiuiDiiiT' ThuTiduy NiQlit » — Somctliiiigp lilio £.3.8}i of old tiiuos to-nig^lit. 

COoci^iirC vr r/\riL.iMi¥icni I « qI (joTirge^ it came from Irish quarter, and it was SAUiTDERsoisr who 

EXTRACTED TROM THE DIART OF TOBT, M.P. kindled the torch. Colonel presented himself early in sitting on 

JSotise of Commons^ Tuesday ^ Jan, Zlst, — “Members desiring to corner bench below Q-an^ay. This app^ently reverted to possession 
take their seats will please come to the Table.” of Jeemy Lowther. He lent it to Colonel for an hour, sitting 

^Twas tbe voice of the Speaker ; one could hear bim declaim just on other side of him. How they secured the place is a mystery, 

as Big Ben tolled four o’clock this afternoon. House crowded in darkened by temporary disa;^pearance of Tajoter.^ “Where is 
every part, throbbing with excitement; crowds everywhere. In Tareer?^^ Members ask, looking, not without suspicion, on placid 
C^treHall some vaimy hoping for impossible places; others content face and generally respectable appearance of Jemmy Lowxheb. Last 
to see the men go by whose names they read in the papers. Outside seen, not exactly in company of Jemmy and the Colonel, rather in 
Palace Yard multitude standin g patiently for hours, happy if only conflict for the corner-seat. Lowther has the seat; lends it to 
they saw the tip of Mr. G.’s hat as he drove in at the gate, or Sattbdersob. But where is Tanner ? 

imagined the buttons on the Squire of Malwood’s gaiters. Hever, “Oh, A^’s all right,” said Lowther, with forced^ smile, when 
in recent times, such a rush on opening days, Justin McCarthy, with Hi-feigned indiflerence, inquired after the 

And Colonel Saunberson, comfortably seated on Front Bench iamb missing from his fold. “ Bad sixpence, you know ; always 
below Grangway, in choice companionsMp with Dr. Tanner, actually turns up,” Jemmy added. But his merriment forced, and Saunderson 
yawning I abruptly changed subject. 

All very weU for you, Toby, dear boy,” he said, responsive to Evidently a case for Sherlock Holmes ; must place it in his 
my polite stare. “ You come down here leisurely in afternoon, and hands. 

take your seat. I ’ve been on war-path since before daybreak. Doubtless it was with object of diverting attention from a ghastly 
Knew the wild Irishmen meant to open proceedings of Session by subject that Saijnberson led up to row alluded to. In course of 
appropriating our seats. Have not served in Royal Irish Fusiliers remarks on release of Q-weedore prisoners, he alluded to Father 
for nothing. Session opened by Royal Commission at two o’clock McFalden as “ a ruffian.” Irish Members not used to language of 
this afternoon. Thought if I arrived on spot at seven in morning that kind. Howled in pained indignation; the Colonel, astonished 
would be in moderately good time. Here before seven : place in at his own moderation, varied the phrase by calling the respected 
utter darkness; found friendly poKeeman with bull’s-eye light; P.P. “a murderous ruffian.’^ Shouts of horror from compatriots 
tightened my belt ; cocked my pistol ; requisitioned Bobby and his closely massed behind, Tim Healt, in particular, boiling with in- 
lantem. .You should^ have seen us groping our way into House; dignation at use of language of this character addressed to gentle- 


Bobby first, with buU’s-eye 
lantern professionally flash- 
ing to right and left, under 
seats, into dark corners. 

Made straight for my old 
comer-seat below G-angway ; 
something white gleaming ^ 
on front bench ; with supple 
turn of wrist Bobby brought // 
flambeau to bear upon it; 
found it was Tanner — 

Tanner, hatless, ^ coatless, 
without even a waistcoat on I 
You might have knocked me 
down with much less than 
bayonet - prod. * Morning, 

Colonel,’ says he. ‘Been 
here all night?’ I gasped. 

‘Oh, no,’ says he; ‘had cup 
of coflee at atall by West- 
minster Bridge, bought a 
few hats in the Hew Cut, 
and, you see, I ’ve planted 
them out.’ So he had, by ‘ ^ , 

Gad I ‘ Every comer - seat Histobical Subject.— S-nd-rs-n “ finding the body of T-nn-r. 

^en, he prone in Jemmy Lowther ’s. ‘Weren’t enough o’ by moving Adjournment of Debate, 
them, Tanner said, with his sixpenny snigger ; ‘couldn’t leave Saunberson to put end to scene 
out our revered leaders, Tnc Healt and O’Bribn, you know. So objected to. 



men from whom one had 
difference of opinion on 
public matters. Hothing 
would content them short ot 
absolute and immediate with- 
drawal. Colonel declined to 
withdraw. Uproar rose in 
ungovernable fury. Every 
time Colonel opened his 
mouth to continue his re- 
marks, an Irish Member (so 
to speak) jumped down his 
throat. 

Considerable proportion of 
Ministerial majority had dis- 
aj^eared in^ this^ fashion^ 

to John Dillon. Hotly 
moved that Satjnberson “be 
no longer heard.” Con- 
sidering he had not been 
heard for fully five minutes, 
this j oke excellent. Speaker, 
however, wouldn’t see it. 
Colonel trumped the card 
Mr. (I. interposed, adjured 
by withdrawing expression i 


exciteu politician.” xnis aoceptea as perfectly satisfactory. 
^ ^ ^ J® ^ any Terms apparently synonymous ; hut the latter, on the whole, less 

w ^ them.’ yntating to susceptible nerves. Irish Members round about 

+ fellow like Tanner would do in these circum- fell on Colonel’s neck ; [embraced him .with tears ; gently dis- 

ass' «<■ th. end .( U. 

wiaont compoMatioa for dMtnrbattoe.” “ Capital title that,” said Geoegb Newkes. who always has eve 

business. “ Shall start a new WeeUy ; lead off^tKrial Novel 
fa. ta^g.the Oath and his seat. ^ Cplond Sathtoeesoit, entitled The Murderous Ruffian,; or, the 
JNeoe^ary by Stoding Orders that two Members shall accompany Exctted Pohtician, Sure to take.” 

new Member on these occasions ^ certify identity and prevent guilty All very weU, this cleverly conceived diversion. But where is 
s a.wise child that knows Ms own father, hut Dr. Taneee? Business do«e.— Debate on Address. 

Sw Mabjobibanis on FridayNight.-^^ harping on Ireland. Began with row round 

S'S.s’ifed aU Tm right, issue of Writ for South Meath. Eshohde, one of innumerable Whips 
raSSienewl^mhS! ^ SPEAsaiE, present House pos^sses, savs the bu^ess was Ms. “Th^w&- 

didn’t you do it ? ” asked Holan. “ As vou dffin’t 


S'-™. Kri tf ;i.rNa'‘>sais 

■ T J OJBAK^, now shaking hands. I ’ve often to hear Nolan with Ms indi gTiaTit inauirv, “ Is the movins of Writs 
w aoenstomed to the place, to be taken as an Election d^e ? ” ^ 

. .^ter Irel^d, Uganda. SaIb oe taN Ws Gate talked for 


^e.:-New Members took tMir a^tr"E^ved. 
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OUE BOOKING-OFFIOE. i 

ETEETOioikiiowsMr. ATrsTENDoBSON'sdaintyyerse. IsiBighteenth I 
C^urg Vignettes (Chatto A3ST> WmDVs) everjrone has an opportu- j 
nity, Vkich he will do well to seize, to enjoy his equally oharming | 
prose* Mr. Dobson is one of those enviable men who have time to l 

i TT 1 •VV !♦ Af.-i 


THE imANTS GUIDE TO KNOWLEDGE. 

CONCEENING CaSH. 

Question, What is cash ? 

Answer, Cash may be described as comfort in the concrete. 

i/iUBK?* jBu_r, jL/ujDouis i» ujuLts ux tuuBc cxiviauie mea wno nave xime to i Q. Is it not sometimes Called ‘‘ the root of all evil ” ? 
read. He spends an appreciable portion of his days and nights not | A, Yes, by those who do not possess it. 
only with Addison, but with Steele, Peioe, Johnson, Goldsmith, Q. Is it possible to live without cash ? 
and others, whom a generation that read newspapers and subscribe A, Certainly — ^upon credit, 
to Mudie’s, know only by name. Mr. Dobson is so omnivorous, Q, Can you tell me what is credit? 

that he has read right through Jonas Hanway’s Journal of Bight A. Credit is the motive power which induces persons who have 
Bays Journey from Borismouth to Kingston-upon’^ Thames,, the cash, to part with some of it to those who have it not, 
book which drew from Johnson the genial remark that Hanwat ' Q, Can you give me an instance of credit ? 

‘‘ h^ acquired some reputation by travelling abroad, but lost it all A, Certainly. A young man who is able to live at the rate of 
by travelling at home.” A man that would read that, would read i a thousand a-year, with an income not exceeding nothing a month 
anyttog. Mr. Dobson, happily, survived it, living to write a paper i is a case of credit. ’ 

I ] ^ : ; 9 - Woulditbe ri^ht todesonbe 


AM fVAMWAAf fl AWI lAAi UAAW JUUJAXU V/JL CJ 

few p^es. we become thoroughly 
acquainted mth Jonas, his traveh 
in Persia, his discreet flirtations, 
his umbrella (the first under which 
man ever walked in the streetf 
of London), his suit of rich dark i 
brown, lined with ermine, his j 
cha^au hras with gold button, his [ 
gold-hilted sword, and his tliree [ 
pairs of stockings. Jonas always 
thought there was safety in num- I 
bers, whether odd or even. When 
he travelled, his “Partie” con- 
. sisted of Mrs. D. and Mrs. 0 
When he dedicated a book (which j 
Mr. Dobson found, more than a ; 
hundred years later, in a second- i 
hand book- shop in Holbom), he ' 
inscribed it to the “ Twin Sisters, 

Miss Elizabeth & Miss Cabo- 
line Gbigg.” When he took his 

walks abroad, he wore three pairs ii jmFis/j wmn nmv i \ o v V</ A '"i ' x • • x , 

of stockings. Jonas Hanwat. I V ^ safest way is to borrow 

Se^otedly ddightlTd.®“with I \ Q- Can money be obtained in 

the same magie toneb be bring? \ .. 

upon the stage StbelBiFiemiwo aM MmmM mMlMm AwM Vil || 11111®/™^ In the olden tuM it -vras 

GoinsMira, Geat. Hosaeih’s immUBmM wMf II llm \\Am YUf™ I gathered on Hounslow Heath and 

SiGisMXfNDA, and Dr. Johnson, W Imlllmll lln^ ii deserted spots, by mounted 

who lives for us again in his horsemen ^wearing masks and 

garret in Gough Square. These m/imMIK ifll 1 lilllm ) ¥ 

Ftg?tettes should he framed in the fj I || |1 J 1 |\® I Q* . What is the modern way of 

private room of every man and j 1 ||| if securing fundp, on the same prin- 

wom^ who loves books. Aiwi li li \ 111" i ciples, but with smaller risk? 

[Signed)^ “ JVon ohstat/^ Wljwk IBM '1 V | By promoting Companies 

BabondeB.-W. I Hnj ^ expedients ^known to 

Borne established by the Cotmfy I ^ Q,DEER QUERIES. 

Com»L jy / Boeeign Cleeks.— I should be 

1 OLD it true wote’er befall; grateful for any information as 

1 reel It when thmgs go most to where I could acquire a know- 

ifdge of French, German, Italian, 

J Spa.m8h, Arabic, and Russian 

aip.„E8, 

0, 

ployM Mee^g, a certam person, whose name is never mentioned in neting with G&rmfm rimriro . chance of com* 

^s Wite, ‘‘found mischief stiU,” as wrote theimmortalDr^^^^ wlrl^ mra ^ ^ them, I should 

for /idle hands to do, pd set one Waite, whether a light or heavy than fifteen v ^ at not less 

weight is not stated, and one Sullivan bv the ears IfwAfi aSoSy shilimgs a week, rising, by half centuries, to fifteen 

^-h^dfi^t,and WE w^s™^^^^ Ako,whatl\hrkast 

before the Magis^ate. Mem, for Waite, in the words of a receiSly soud that^ill or sugar), haricot beaus, or lentil 

popular song. m.erJ^ ManoftU narne of Suili^an:^ 

*^|’^J®^.,^OBTUNES.~auoth The Observer of a certain celebrity frugality, as well as in languages any 

weteed^by ^ Seotohmen), would ffierefMe be 

Quelle d^gnngolade. AD^iOAiEBgauESi. -On Wednesday- that daVin eyery week 

Beiwben- Two GoYBENsnarr Opficiais.— “ What do yon tliinV Speb* holiday in honour of -Mr. PuneA— the 

Mehbbm op Pabliambei who wish to sBrtira °t hy tl?word^oflSr^6rti^Si^' 

. Seats.— Two Hats are better than one.” iTo® invitation; extended to 

^ ^ y^laude Melnottes as weU ? There must be a lot of them about I 

0:5" KOtrOE.— Effected Communications or Contributions whether wfl 'thnr,+..A iwr-xx ^ i ^ ^ 

m no case be returned, not even n^en acc^panJd bv a fictures of any descripriom will 

laiere will be no exception. / »«®o“paniett by a Stamped and Addresiied Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To^^ 

/ ’ 


rn^ 











- Q. Would it be right to describe 
such a transaction “as much to 
his credit ” ? 

A, It would be more precise 
to say, “much by his credit;” 
although the former phrase would 
be accepted by a large class of the 
community as absolutely accurate. 

Q. What is bimetallism ? 

A, Bimetallism is a subject 
that is frequently discussed hy 
amateur financiers, after a good 
dinner, on the near approach of 
the coffee. 

Q. Can you give me your im- 
pression of the theory of bimetal- 
lism?. 

A, Mv impression of bimetal- 
ham is the advisability of obtain- 
ing silver, if you cannot get gold. 

Q. What is the best way of 
securing gold ? 

A. The safest wav is to borrow 


Fnday last,^ at another Unem- ' — 

mentioned in 


SELF-PRESERVATION IS THE FIRST LAW OF NATURE ; 

OB, GETTING THE STAET OP OBINOLINE. 
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PHANTASMA-GORE-I A ! 

J^ietunng the Yarioue Modes of Mehdramatie Murder. {By Our ** Off~h%s Boei ) 

No. IV.— The “ Over-thb-Clifp ” Murder. 

It may be tbis— that the Yillain base ' 

Has insulted the hero’s girl; 

It may be this— that he ’s brought 
disgrace 

On a metchedly-acted Earl. 

I care not which it may chance to be, 

Only this do I chance to know— 

A clifE looks down at a canvas sea 
And some property rocks below ! 

You say, wrhaps, it is only there 
From alove of the pictnreBC[ue 
You hint, maybe, that 
it takes no share^ 

In the plot of this 
weird burlesque ; 

But cliffs that tremble 
at every touch, 

And that flap in the ^ 
dreadful draught, 

Have something better 
to do— ah, much ! 

Than to criticise Na- 
ture’s craft ! 

The cliff is there, and 
the ocean too. 

And the property 
rocks below. 

(These last, as yet, 
don’tappear toy on, 

But they ’re ^ some- 
where behind, 1 
know.) 

The cliff IS there, and the sea besides And Yillain Two topples off ere long 

(As I fancy I ’ve said before). To the property rocks below ! 

And yonder alone Yillain hides „ . , , t • 

Who is thirsting for someone’s gore ! scene is changed. The revolving cliii 

Now exhibits its other side. 

And now there comes to the Yillain bold Jl^he corpse is there, looking very stiff— 

The unfortunate Yillain Two. ^ Even more than before it died ! 

He ’s here to ask for the promised gold The crime is traced to the hero Jack, 

For the deeds he has had to do. Notwithstanding the stupids know 

But words run high, and a struggle strong Deceased was thrown by the Yillain black 
Sends the cliff rocking to and fro, To the property rocks below ! 



HHYMES FOE HEADERS OF I 
REMINISCENCES. I 

Ip the day ’s (as usual) pitchy, 

Take up Anke Thackeray Ritchie I 
If you ’re feeling “ quisby-snitchy,” 

Seek the fire— and read your Ritchie I 
If your nerves are slack or twitchy, 

Ouiet them with soothing Eitceie. 

If you ’re dull as water ditcby. 

You’ll be cheered by roseate Ritchie, 

Be you acbey, sore, chill, itchy. 

Rest you ’R find in Mrs. Ritchie! 

May her light ne’er shine with slacker ray. 
Gentle daughter of great Thackeray ! 


“ Words ! Words I Words ! ’’—The de- 
cision in “the Missing Words (and money) 
Competition” is, in effect, “No more words 
about it, bat hand over the £23,628 to the 
National Debt Commissioners.” Advice this 
of Stirling value. 

! i 

j You Fall, Eiffel! 

' Are the Panama sentences rather hard ? 

So Monsieur Eiffel pro tern, disappears. 

To walk round about a prison yard 
Is the Tour Eiffel for a couple of years. 


Evident. — The little song for Mr. Harry 
Lawson to sing on reading Mr. Charles 
; Darling’s letter in the Times of Thnrsday last 
— “ Charley u my Darling ! ” 

A Real “ Opening” foe a Smart Young 
(Political) Man.— The settling, on rational 
grounds, of the great and much-mnddled up 
“Sunday-Opening” Question. 

OpE FOR the Critics [if the Kew Coinage 
does not seem an improvement upon the 
JMee /aiYttm).— Pepper Mint I 

Important Financial Question for Ita- 
lians, — Are the Banks of the Tiber secure ? 


ICHABOD ! ! 

[“Mr Henry Blackburn, lecturing at the London Institution, Finsbury ! 
Circus, said English people were not*an artistic nation, and instead of gettin? 
better, they appeared to be rapidly getting worse. The author of the present 
day was losing the sincerity and the individuality which ought to characterise 
him,— Dai/y 

Oh, gaily did we hasten to the London Institution, 

EKpectinjjj some amusement in our inartistic way, 

And little did we reckon on the awful retribution 
Which Mr. Henry Blackburn had in store for ns that day. 

We ’d fondly looked towards him for an eulogistic blessing, 

But got instead a general and comprehensive curse, 

We are, as he informed us, with an emphasis distressing, 

By nature inartistic, and are daily getting worse. 

Thereafter he directed magisterial attention i I 
Upon the hapless authors who a fleeting famefhad got ; 

He drew no nice distinctions, nor selected some for mention, 

But, with superb simplicity, he just condemned the lot. 

Every man of them is sinning with an ignorance persistent, 

Poet, novelist and critic, or whatever he theijr sphere, 

Their “ individuality ” is' almost non-existent,' 

And only on occasions, if at all, are they “ sincere,” 

WeU, what, then, is the remedy ? Will Mr. Blackburn fix it ? 
Must all our fiction travel from the cultured Continent ? 

Or dare we snap our finpfers at this haughty ipse dixit. 

And read our inartistic books in very great content ? 

Mr. Perks, MP., has undertaken to bring in a tell for ‘‘the 
AhoUtion of Registrars .at Nonconformist Marriages.” Jf successful, 
the Ministers will Ipse their ‘ ‘ Perks.” 


LUSDS NATURiE. 

In the FleWs Dog-for-sale boton, there recently appeared, 
wedged in between descriptions of vendible Beagles and Bloodhound 
Pups, the following remarkable advertisement : — 

B loodhound, 40 -Tonner, for sale ; buUt by Fife of Fairlie; has all 
lead ballast, and very complete infjentory. — For price, which is 
moderate, and particulars, apply, &c. 

Most interesting canifie specimen this. The Managers of the 
Zoological Gardens shou^ at once apply, if by this time they have 
not already done so, and secured the “ Forty-tonner Bloodhound,” 
with complete inventory^ “ built by Fife of Fairlie,” 

Nursery-Rhyme for the Neo-Crinolinists. 

Girls and Matrons, who wins the day, 

Now Winter and J eune have had their say ? 

Come with a hoop to concert or ball, 

Come with balloon- skirts, or come not at all ! 

A Candid Friend. 

Scene- j5/*ozm’s Study-rthe welUhnown Brownes Stiidy,^^ of | 
course* Brown is reading the fortieth chapter of his three’- 
volume Autobiography to J ones. 

Brown {pausing in his gigantic world). Well, tell me, honestly, 
hive you any fault to find with it ? ^ 

Jones, W it wants jinish. . 

[Looks at his watch, rises hurriedly, and exit quickly,. 

. . I - - ' A 

Why, on an Illustrated Paper, should the position of the 
reproducer of Artists’ black-and-white work be a higher one than-^ 
that of the Artists themselves ? Because he undertakes “ Graver”’’ 
responsibihties. . . , ^ ^ , 


H 






*1“® inventor of 

the dilenma of the ass between two absolutely 
’i®,™-»“tan>ing that the ass’e 
rt?®* i® •®® *1'^y balanced that he woidd 
rtarve, there bemg no motive for preference.] 

olsilaieinnimoher 
vacant diaff well-meant for 

of 7«»Ty Cruncher, 
oamel-wiae, won’t rise 

^ strcJWfli staggers 
On fodder most inadequate, wbat wonder P 


To wallop a ^r “ donkey wot won’t go,” 
old song suggests is cruel folly. 
Give him some fragrant hay, then cry “ (Jee- 

The lyrist hints, in diction quaintly iolly 
From ste^ug moke you’ll g\t no S«s 

N^dlyP^* ^ “Gee-up, 

ohafi’ ^ »f saplees 

^hoAr^s!^ 


difficult! Cynics may laugh, 
^ ^^olLn^ yonr plight moves kind be- 

IS’! htip, Neddy I ” or •• Woa 

But P««cA oompassionatesyourhard diUi«n.. 
'V^t ohoioe between the chaff of arid Rad 

Ana on— postponement! The 

old story I rPoorassi 

p^® «•*« grows Ike hor^ nmy starro! 

ratty would btmg^ you to a similat pass ! 
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* ‘ A certain Mister J esse Coixings ” poses 
As your particular friend and patron, j 
i Qidte so ! I 

Joseph and lie cock tkeir pngnacions noses j 
At their old Chief, venting their zeal (and 
spite) so. 

ConuH— no, Collings— is the friend. “ Lard 
bless ’ee, 

Tam WiLLTiBi oop, and try Joseph and 
Jesse!” 

“ Willvijm”— yrho wields a very pretty flail— 
Drubs them delightfully, *xnidst general 
laughter. 

But oh, poor ass, aching — 

from head to tail, 

Pray, what the better ^ ^ 

is your state there- t 

after? t > 

Buetdah’s Asa was surely \|/ 

your twin brother. « .ST 

There ’s such small differ- \ , , j|f / 

ence ^twixt one and A,! ! i#' \ 

t’other! .Vi i /! 


Sdu>, May, do not weep. For thy dear , I ’m a-pinin’ for it, Polit, wioh in course, 
sake I accepted the sacrifice. I am no longer I my dear, I mean 
leader of the House, I am no longer head of That convenient^ cleanly cover-all, wot’s 
the Administration, and now I shall have called the CnnerHne ! 
ample leisure. Yes, darling, smile once II huies so much^ my Polly ; wich I ’m sure, 
more . i Now I shall have time to he married, my dear, you’ll twig ! 

Now I can speak with hope of a honeymoon ! i As dear Lady Juhe informs hns, the too-little 
(Curtain ») ortoo-big, 


POLITICS IN PLAY. W| I !| 

DeIe Me. PiTHCH, — I ii 

notice that that eminent ti¥ 

author, Mr. Hehev Ae- r'l/Sr I 
THHE Jones, has written J-Jw 

a play called Thd Bauble Vlj ■ 
Shop^ in which he has 10^ 

introduced the room of the jjffln ! i i 

Prime Minister in the House ML. 1 I'i | 

of Commons as one of his # i ' | ' 

most striking tableaux. I . | j’ 

have not yet had the ad- 'I Ul, , '|f|; 

vantage of seeing what I 1 '.*!||| 

feel sure must be an admi- >A\ | 

rahle comedy, but in j ustice ^ u ^ ^ 

to myself 1 must ask yon 
to publish a portion of a g 
piece of my own, which 
seems to me to bear some 
resemblance to what I sup- 
pose 1 must call (as it has 
enjoyed priority of produo- 
tiou) the Criterion original. 

1 0 aJl wy drama The Walk 
ing G&ntleman^ or the 
Young Premier^ and 1 
beg to submit to you the 
last Scene (a very short 
one) of the last Act. Here 
it is m extemo 
Scene.— Angelina’s Bou- 

dotr. Angelina dta- 

^ered waiting for 

Angelina (anxiously). ^ 

And, will he never come 1 
Ah ! that House — that 

Eonse ! With its blazing : 

beacon from the Clock Tower ; it ( With 1 

a cry of joy.) Ah, he is here I 

Edwin (entering hurriedly and taking 
Angelkta in his arms). My own one I Yes, 
I say it advisedly, my own one! Mine- 
Mine— for ever! 

Ang, Nay, Edwin ; yon forget the claims 
the (government — the country— have upon 
your time ! 

Edw, No, darling, I do not. The Division 
has been taken ; it is all over. At the last 
moment 1 rose in my place in the House, and 
made purposely one of the most injudicious 
orations ever heard within those respected 
walls. I disgusted friends, alienated adhe- 
rents, and ia every possible maimer strength- 
ened the ,ha^ds of the Opposition; and, 
darling, we are beaten— yes, beaten— by a 
.thumping majority. 

Ang. (in^tears). Oh, Edwin, Edwin! I 
am so s(a 3 ^y 1 


with thunders of applause, I am a Dutchman ! bones and ’umps. 

Yours obediently, Eel-skin skirts may suit tbe sweUs, dear, and 

G-abeick Shakspeaee Snooks. the straight, and slim, and tall, 

1 And — well, them whose 

^ . wardrobe’s plentiful; 

/ they don’t suit ma at all; 

y Wich I’m four-foot-ten 

^ ^ ^ ^d stoutish, as to yon 

J beknown ; 

Though the steels is a bit 

ON THE FREE LIST. twisted, and the stuff a 

— trifle tore. 

MARY-ANNER ON THE COMING MODE. ^ 

[“ That there is much to be said for crinoline on And I ony wish ’twould come, dear, with my 
hygienic grounds, and on those of cleanliness, fine Sunday bout, 

must be obnous to its most pr^‘udioed opponents.” anifF y snapping Leaguers ! Ho ! 

-Lady Jeunb « In Defmce of Cnnoline.'^^ they ’re high-tone, 

Dear Polly, — ^TMs comes hooping— I mean Bat I ’ll give ’em the straight griffin. 

hoping, as you’re heard. Leave our pettiouts alone I 

As the duBEN and the Princess o’ Wales They may take it from me, Polly, they’ll 
declines to he absurd, soon drop their bloomin’ banner, 

; And put their foot in it— dear me I— I mean If all women show the sperrit of. 


to put it down 

Upon the coming Crinerlinel A-aisting of 
the Crown 

To hinterfere with hns, dear, — ^wich I means 
the female sect, — 

In our Fashions, is fair himperence. But, 
wot can yer expect LwW 

From parties— wioh they may be litterary, or 


Yonrs trooly. 


Maey-Annee. 


Cue eor Kennington (especially after the 
smart seconding of the Address in the Lower 
Howffe).— M ark— Beaufoy ! ” 

An Exajmple of a “Suspensory Bill” 


As oarn’t see any beauty in balloon-skirts ? would be a small account from your haber- 
Eeglar rot 1 dasher’s for a pair of braces. 
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n ■ a aii^i Lord Strath. Ah— OT the facta. Great mistake to repeat these 

THE mAN FROM BLANKLEY S* thiags — dou^t you think ? Generally lies. 

A Stokt IE ScEKES. [-He resumes his conversation with Miss S. 

« TTT /TTt TV • . 7 T 7 « • VhcU Gul. {nstthd). It ’s all yery well for you to stand up for 

Scms YL—The Dimng-room, as before. Lord Steathspoeeae u o^^ier, my Lord : but it's right I should tell you that the 


stdt endeavouring to grasp the situation. 


Country doesn’t mean to tolerate that den of thieves and land- 


lord (io AjWeJf). Don’t want to make a fuss, but I suppose grabbers— I need hardly say I refer to the House of Lords — much 

I ought to do something. Good little chap, my host— didn't like to longer ! We 're determined to sweep them from the face of the earth, 
tell me I'd made a nustake; but his wife's a downright vixen. I say so, as the— ah— mouthpiece of a large and influential majority 
Better make it right with her. [To Mrs. Tm.). I— I'm afraid I of earnest and enlightened Englishmen ! 


ought to have found out long before this what an intruder you must 

consider me ; but your husband . 

ifr«. m Prey say no i,,,,, 


more. Mr. Tidmaesh 
chose to act on his own 
responsibility, and of 
course I must put up 
with the consequences. 

Lord Strath, [to him- 
self). It's hard lines to 
have to leave Maejoet 
like thisj but this is 

more than I can 

(Ahud.) After that, of 
course I can only offer to 
relieve you of my pre- 
sence as soon as 

Mrs. Tid. [horrified). 
Hot for worlds / I can't 
have my party broken up 
mw. 1 insist on your 
staying. I— I have no 
complaint to make of 
your conduct— so /ar ! 

Lord Strath. Ygtj 
kind of you to say so, 
(2b himself.) Pleasant 
woman this I But I 
don’t care I will stay 
and see this out; it's 
too late to go in to the 
Caetottches now, and I 
won’t leave Maejoet 

till Uhud.) Miss 

Seatoe— Maejoet— I 'm 
in a most awfidly difficult 
positdou— do let me tell 
you about it ! 

Miss Seaton {peni- 
tently). Oh, Dotjgxas, I 
— I Jcnow—i heard. . . , 
I'm so sorry— I mean, 
I 'm^ so glad ! Please 
foigive me for treating 
you as I did I 

Lord Strath, Tou did 
let me have it pretty 
straight, didn’t you, 
Maejoet? But, of 
course, you thought me 
an impudent cad for 
calmly coming in to din- 
ner uninvited like this— 
and no wonder ! 

Miss Seaton (to her- 
self). He doesn't know 
thetoors^— and he shan't, 
if I can help it! [Aloud.) 
It doesn't matter what I 
thought — I — I don't 
think it now. And— and 
— do tell me all you can 
about yourself ! 

{They converse with re- 
covered confidence. 

^ Uncle Gab. [to him- 
self). For all the notice 






Lord Strath, [to himself). Fancy the mouthpiece has had quite 
enough champagne 1 [Aloud.) My dear Sir, you can begin sweeping 
, . . to-morrow, so far as I 

i u k'U iJ ''."‘/i l "S aia concerned. I'm no 

*' i ' ' ''' , 

^ || y j' ))«^ 

nonsense be ra^ er_^o r^ 

I /I/ ©ffend you, Sb. It was 

11^ I ( P«ri6ctly ^ tt^tenliOTal 

■ means— if I may teoul^ 

0 be Tery cartful’' you for the olives. 

Wifi, .n .1,. _i . , . VnqUGal.iffmvely). 




For sQl* the notice “Let me advise you to be very you for the olives. 

Aud,^^thouf^ffiS 


[ got the name wrong. 


nght I How what shall I get you — ^some of those grapes P 




Fkbbuabt 18, 1893.] PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHARIVAEL 


Gwen, K’o, a baly orange mtH silver paper round it, please. 
Wbat is it, Miss Seaton ? [She rises and goes to Miss S, 

Miss Seaton {whispering), jJ^ow, darling, be careful— yon know 
what I told yon— you mustn’t tell tales or repeat things I 
Gwen, 'Not even if I ’m asked. Miss Seaton ? . . • No ? . . . 
W onld pou be displeased ? Then I won^t. {Returning to her seat and 
a^ressing Lord S, confidentially). Do you know why I ^ve come to 
sit next to you f Because I want to see now you behave. You aren’t 
just like one of our regular dinner-party guests, are yon, yon know ? 

Lord Strath, {humhly). Pm afraid not, my dear ; but you’ll be 
kind to me for ail that, won’t yon ? 

Gwen, (primly). Miss Seaton says we should never be unkind to 
anybody, whatever their position is. And I think yon ’re rather 
nice. I wish Papa would have yon to dine with us often, but 
perhaps yon ’re expensive ? * 

Lord Strath, (laughing), I don’t know, Miss Gwennie. I’ve been 
feeling uncommonly cheap aU the evening I 
Gwen, {refisdively). Mamma always says everything’s much 
cheaper at Blanklet’s. 

Mrs, Tid, {to Uncle Gae.). Growing such a big girl, isn't she ? 
and getting on wonderfully with her lessons, I must get her to recite 
one of her little pieces for you, Uncle, dear— she does it so prettily 1 
Uncle Gab, Hey, Gwen— I ’ll bet you one of these sugar-biscuits 
you don’t know who it is you ’re chatting away so freely to ! 

Gwln, Oh yes, I do^ Uncle ; but I ’m being very kind to hiTn^ so 
that he mayn’t feel any different^ you know ! 

Uncle Gab, Upon my word— what will you get into that little 
noddle of yours next, I wonder! 

Gwen, {after deliberation). Preserved ginger, I think— 1 like 
ginger better than biscuits. {To Lord S.) You can reach it for me. 

Uncle Gjab, Come, come, young lady, where are your manners ? 
That ’a the way to speak to that Gentleman. You should say— 
‘ ‘ Will you^Lordship be so very kind as to pass the preserved ginger P ” 
Lord Strath, (impatiently). Please don% Gwbnnie I I bike your 
own style muchjhe best I [Me helps her to the preserve. 

Uncle Gab, Yen mustn’t allow the child to take liberties, my 
Lord, Now, Gwen, suppose yon tell me and his Lordship here 
something you’ve been learning lately— don’t be shy, now ! 

Mrs, Tid, Yes/G-WENNIE— tell Uncle a little tale— repeat some- 
thing to him, cor® doling I Gwen,^ No, I shan’t. Mamma ! 

^ iShe pegs away stolidly at the preserved ginger. 
Uncle Gab, Hullo? ‘Shan’t’ to your Mother? This how yon 
bring t|^e child up, Maeja ? 

, Mrs, ^!U, Not when Mother asks you toj Gwen ? And Uncle 
wanting^ hear it so 1 No ? Why won’ t yon ? 


Gwen, Because Miss Seaton told me not to — and I won’t, either. 

Uncle Gab, Hah— Miss Seaton seems the supreme authori^ here, 
evidently— better get her permission, Mauta I 

Miss Seaton (distressed,) Indeed. I — never meant — Gwennie 
didn’t understand me quite— that is all ! 

Gwen, Oh, Miss Seaton ! when yon said I wasn’t to tell tales or 
repeat things— yon did say so ! 

Miss Seaton, Yes, yes, ,but that was a different hind of tale 
altogether, Gwennie,— you may tell z. fairy tale I 

Gwen, (obstinately,) If I mayn’t tell any kind of story I like, I 
shan’t teU any at all— so there I 

Uncle Gab, Pretty behaviour, upon my word! Children didn’t 
behave like that in my young days, Mauta ! I should no more have 
dared to refuse to tell my elders anything they— but it strikes me 
you leave her too much with her governess— who, by the bye. has 
been going on with his Lordship m a manner that well, really I 
shouldn’t have thought 1 

Mrs, Tid, G^ortQied and angry), I am not at all satisfied with 
Miss Seaton in many ways. Uncle— you can i^ely leave her to me I 
[She gives the signal ; Lord Steath. opens the door. 

Lord Strath, (to Miss Seaton, as she passes, last bid one), I — I 
suppose I shall get a word with you upstairs ? 

Mrs, Tid, (overhearing— to herself), I ’ll take good care he doesn’t I 
(2b Lord S., waspishly.) Let me advise you to he very careful! 
[Lord SiEATH. closes the door after her, with relief and amazement. 

Scene YIL— On the Stairs, 

Mrs, Tid,^ (detaining Miss Seaton). I hope you are satisfied with 
yourself, Miss SeIton? You ought to be, I’m sure— after en- 
couraging my own child to disobey me, and behaving as you did 
with that most ill-bred and impertinent impostor ! 

Miss S, (indignantly). He is nothing of the sort ! Mrs. Tidmaesh, 
yon— you don’t understand ! Please let me tell you about him ! 

Mrs, Tid, I have no desire whatever to hear. I am only sorry I 
ever permitted you. to dine at all. It will be a lesson to me another 
time. And you will be good enough to retire to your own room at 
once, and remain there till I send for you ! [She passes on. 

Miss Seaton {following). But I must tell you first what a mistake 
you are making. Indeed he is not ! 

Mrs, Tid, I don’t care what' he is. Another word, Miss^ Seaton, 
—and we part I [She sweeps into the Drawing-room, 

Miss Seaton (outside,) I have done all I can! If I could only 
how the worst was over ! But it doesn’t matter much now, I know 
I shall never see Doxtoeas again I 

[She goes sorrowfully up to her roonu (End of Scene VIZ) 


“THE TWO GENTLEMEN OF YERONA” AT OXFORD. 

The Oxford University Dramatic Society, unlike the Cambridge 
A. D. C., is impelled by the Authorities to walk only amidst the 
high peaks aid sometimes monotonous solitudes of the legitimate 
drama.^ The Two Gentlemen of Verona, which was chosen for this 
^ term’s performance, is, if the truth 

must Be told, an uninteresting 
i stage-play. The story is of the 

slightest; there is scarcely a 
genuinely dramatic incident from 
^ beginning to end. The audience 

wearies of a succession of pret^ 
pictmes and sentimental soli- 
loquies or dialogues, mouths begin 
^^d the attention wan- 
^ this' sacrilege P If it be, 
W^WT ^ I ^^st be content to be sacri- 

^ irli W ilMBBiiW BI legions. But there is scope for 
in ^d^r^eM feting, a nd 

^1 ] j||_ q ]y[r, "V^hitakee’s Valentine was 

® ^ pleasing performance. He 

permissible) excellently, and showed hims elf in every sense a well- 
graced actor. Mr. Ponsonbt’s Launce, too, was capital, carefully 
thought out and. consistently rendered. One or two of the actors in 
tights seemed unduly conscious of their hands and knees, hut, on the 
TOole, the acting was of good average excellence. The Ladies here 
'are real Ladies, not stuffed imitations, as atTJamhridge; Mrs.' Sim:,, 
Mrs. Moekis, and Miss FakMee, were all good. But the one really 
brilliant performance was that of Crab, toe dog, by a wonderful 
Yariety performer from the Theatre Royal, Dogs’ Home, Battersea, 
If this gorgeously ugly, -splen^dly-intelh^Hi^-aud affectionately ver- 
satile animal is sent back at the conclusion olthe run nltoe laeoe 
Ito W asphp:iated at Battersea, I shall never belieVe toe^^atitfide 
orhuman% of toeU. U, D. S. Anothee GEifTiBMiN', 


OUE BOOKINCG-OmOB. 

iN’toe arid life of the book-reviewer there is sometimes found the 
oasis of opportunity to recommend to a (commratively) less suffering 
community a hook worthy reading. My Baronite has by chance 
come upon such an one in Timothy^ s Quest, by Kate Douoia-S 
WiGCHN. The little volume is apparently an importation, having 
been printed for the Riverside Press, Cambridge, Mass. It is pub- 
lished in tendon by Gat and Bied, a firm ^ 

whose name, though it sounds lively, is as Jffi j 

unfamiliar as the Author’s. Probably from 
this combination of circumstances, Timothy's 
Quest has, as far as my Baronite’s quest goes, jWvlaiiak 
escaped the notice of the English Reviewer. 

That is his personal loss. The hook is an W 

almost perfect, idyl, full of humanity, frag- 

grant with toe smeR of flowers, and toe 

manifold scent of meadows. It tells how 

Timothy, waif and stray in the heart of a | ^ 

great city, escaped from a baby-farm to ^ 

whose tender cares he had been committed; 

how, in a clothes-basket, mounted on four 

wooden wheels, cushioned with a dingy shawl, Timothy’s Quest. 

he wheeled off another waif and stray, a j • . 

prattling infant ; and how, accompanied by a mongrel dog* named 

Rags, toe party made its way to a distant village, nestling in the 

lap of green hiHs with a real river running through it. Here hoy 

and baby— and Rags too— find New England friends, whom it is a, 

privilege for nous autres to know. Samanthy Ann is a real live: 

person, and so is Jabe Slocum— z. long, loose, knock-kneed, slaok- 

twisted..person, of whqm Aunt Eitty Tarhox (whom Geoegb Edict 

might have .sketched) remarked he would have been “longer yit if* 

he nedn’t bed so much turned up fur feet.” Quest is the 

best thing of the kind that has reached ns £rom America ifince 

Little Lord Fauntkroy cidmdi the Atlantic. 

' (Signed) NihU obstat,'^ Babon HE Bv-IY* 

_ Synonym l Ce^miss^ds iyuA—** A Nap-sack.” 




WITH "THE OLD MASTEES/^ 


YALENTINE VERSES. 


At Bxirlingtoii Hoxise.—Real treat. Ro. 6. Portrait of Chaeles 
Dibdin, the Uautioal P<^t and Songster. Painted by Sir William 
Beechet, R.A. Appropriate, a “ Beechey MeadP 

2^0. 11. “ Girl SkttchingJ^ By Sir Joshua Eetholds, P.R.A- 
Everybody knows that the sun stood still for Joshua; here you may 
see how, for Sir J oshua, the daughter stood still. 

ITo. 36. Our old friend, Chat roundthe BroBero.^^ By Phillip 
OP Spain, John Phillpp, R.A. It ought to haye been called 
“-4 Good Story. No chatting is going on, but the worthy 
has just told them a story which, like the picture itself, is fuU of 
local ^lour. The padre has ^yen a “Phillip” to the con- 
yersation 

No. 43. “ Fertrait of an Act&rF By Zofpant, R. A. Who is 
the Actor? The Painter we know ; but the Actor— ? Are hnga^ 
vita brevis ” — and “ then is heard no more.” 

No. 48. Another Portrait of another Actor. By ZoppANr. 
Name I Name ! Did they both appear for “ one night only come 
“like shadows, so depart” P 

No. 75. “ Portrait of a Lady ” — an old lady, but sndi an old 
lady I By Rembeandt. What a cap I What a frill! What a 
pocket-handkerchief I Delighted to see such a specimen of “ Old 
Dutch ! ” Homely old Dutdfess ! 

No. 78. “TAe Fishmonger^ By Van Ostade. The fish as 
fresh to-day as when it was originally bought. 

No. 109. Wonderful! Yios T)'iGS^%^''Bwrgomaster Trieste As 
the eminent critic and punster, Joseph Von Mullee, obseryed to Van 
Dtck, “Dice:, my boy, thou wilt neyer paint a better than this 
Burgomaster of Triest if thou Tri-est ever so ! ” 

Then ^oth my companion, “ Come to the Blake Collection.” 
Ahem! Into the Black-and- White Room. Ugh! . . . . “That 
way madness lies.” No more to-day, thank you. 


{An Apology accounpanying a Purse,) 

Do you like it P I wonder ! Or think you it ’s stupid 
To send such a commonplace gift as a Purse ? 

Do you sigh for the tinsel, and gauze, and the Cupid, 

And the wonderful sentiments written in yerse f 
Well, suppose I had sent them. You ’d murmur, “ How pretty I ” 
Then not see them again as you put them away. 

Shall I candidly tell you I thought ^twere a pity 
Just to send you a gift that would last for a day ? 


But consider the times and the seasons— how many ! 

When a purse— something in it— will saye you from fuss. 
When you 're posting a letter (to me), or a penny 
You may want for a paper, a tram, or a ^bus. 


When you ’ye done with the purse, as you carefully look it, 
And look with" all proper precaution to see 


And look with" all proper precaution to see 
That the gold is still there, as it goes in your pocket, 

Let a thought or two, sweetheart, come straying to me. 


I’ve explained as I could. Do you still go on sighing 
For the commoner Valentine —tinsel and gauze. 


With the pictures of wonderful cherubim flying 
In a reckless defiance of natural laws ? 

If you do— well, forgive me. Don’t think me unkind. You 
Know I ’d not treat yourself in so heartless a style. 

And so let this gift, as you use it, remind you 
Of one whom you won, my dear, outright, with your smile. 


Superioeitt. — {Konundrum by the Boxing FangarooP 
o» hearu^ of the “ WrestUng LionP ) — ^What is tamer than a tame 
InoE?,. Why, of opurse, a Lion Tamer. 


SxE William Haecourt suggests that “ Parish Councils will do 
everytl^g for the distressed Araculturists.” Sir William should 
advertise the remedy out of his Farmercopceia — “Try Parish’s Food 
for Agricultural Infants in distress.” 


A Meebt Jest.— SaM the Ameer to an English friend, "Yes, I 
am uncertain of my position. I Am ’ear to-day and gone to-morrow.” 
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THE_ BECEIT, 

Bsceet has beaten the record. 
Thomas a Becket would have 






NOT A BECKET. 

By the way, how the real original 
beaten The Record^ if the latter 

8 ecclesiastical 
journal had ex- 
isted in his t^e, 
and had given 
his Grace of Can- 
terbnry some 
nasty" ones in a 
leadmg article I 
But “that is an- 
other story.” It 
is some time 
since Henry 
Irvesto, — than 
whom no actor 
takes more 

as to his author’s 
lines, or to his own 
lines when “mak- 
ing up,” — has 
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fate ftcxi: 



the Fair,— whom he was obliged to keep dark,— the life of the 
monarch, like that of the policeman, was “not a happy one*” 
Eleanor the Queen, as a divorcie* was not Menry^z wife; but 
Rosamondt if, as is supposed, the King had married her, was Ms 
wife and not his mistress. It is just this point that ought to be 
emphasised, in order to give the right clue to Eleanor^s character 
and conduct in regard to her treatment of Rosamond. Rosarru^ 
must be right and virtuous; Eleanor wrong and vicious ; the King 
fond, weak, and capricious. To regard the whole story as one of a 
mere amour is to entirely miss the beauty of the gentle Rosamond^ s 
nature. She is at once “ gentle and simple.” 

And herein seems to me to have been the puzzlement in the poet’s 
mind ; he was in doubt whether to regard E[enry*s attacltoent to 
Rosamond as only a liaison — to represent Bechet as so treating it, or 
to place Eleanor manifestly in the wrong, as being herself not the 
wife she pretends to be. “ Go to a nunnery, go ! ” is the end of it alL 
But at that nunnery, it seems, Fair Rosamond remained for some time 
permissu superiorum as, I suppose, a lady-boarder, not assuming the 
habit of even a postulant, much less compelled, as a novice, to be 
shorn of her hair, and so to appear in the final Transformation Scene 
as “The Fair One toithout the golden locks.” This freedom of 
action on the part of Rosamond shows what it is to be a postulant in 
a convent of a Poetically Licensed Order. 

The Scene of the Martyrdom, “Becket’s crown,” is thrillingly 
impressive- The faithful Monks are well played by Messrs. Havi- 
LAiST) and Bishop— a real Bishop on the Stage, among^ all these 
representatives of various sees — ^while Mr. Frank Cooper is a rough- 
and-ready Fitzurse leader of the four “ King’s-men,” who, of 
course, are all Fellows of King’s. Cambridge, and probably, there- 
fore, under the ancient statutes, Old Etonians. Master Leo Byrne, 
aged eleven or thereabouts, makes quite a big part of little Geoffrey^ 
whose affections are divided between Ma, Pa, and his nurse Margery 
(“with a song”), the latter capitally played and sung by Miss Kate 
Phillips. 

Where all the sceneij is good, it is difficult, perhaps to single out 
one set for especial praise ; out my advice is, on no account miss the 
Second Scene of the Prologue, “on the Battlements of a Castle in 
Normandy,” painted by W. Telbin. “ Rosamond’s Bower,” by 
Hawes Craven, is equally perfect in another and of course totally 
distinct line. To pronounce upon Professor Stanford’s music when 
“the play ’s the thing” is impossible. The entr'actes deserve such 
special attention as they are not likely to command when the 
audience is relaxing and refreshing itself. 

On the whole, I should be inclined to say that the Lyceum has not 
had so big a success since Faust : a success due to the popularity of ; 
the subject represented, and the perfection of its representation. At 
least so thinks The Busy B. in a Box. i 


“ Rene ! lii,o sum benedicta ! ” ■ i 

achieved so great and so genuine a success, and a success that will Philosophic Sages have generally been eyeless of them persoj^ 
last in the memory of playgoers for many years to come, as he has appearance. Soap and water has not been their strong point. The 
in placing Tennyson’s Bechet on the stage, and himself playing ^^^ception is Diogenes, who was seldom out of his tub. 


&'/ 

we*/; 


ted 


the part of the great Archbishop. By the side of this ecclesiastic, 
Ids Wolsley is, so to speak, nowhere. 

In Shazspeare’s time Bechet would have been a difficult subject 
to lackle ; as indeed did King Henry 
find him, — an nneommonly difficult 

subject to tackle. But fortunately for ^ 

English history in dramatic form, it 

was left for Tennyson to treat the ^ 

incidents of the story with a free hand, o ^ 3 

poetic touch, and a liberal mind. Once, 

towards the close of the tragedy, JS’AJ 

Henry Irving, austere, yet pitiful, 

going “ to meet his Kiog,” brought to 

my thoughts Savonarola. Grander far 

than Savonarola was Thomas Bechet^ 

soldier, priest, and martyr. 

Then his tender compassion for the 
unfortunate a mest difficult ? 

character— nay, a characterless charac- Tilt " ' 

ter— for any actress to play ! Bechet f 

as archbishop and actor, seems to pity Vilv Oi>iiZniininn»nt\ ^ 
her for being so colourless. Tfnnyson 
couldn’t do without her, yet he could * 
do very little with her. 

Our Ellen Terry is a sweet loving Kj 

gentle figure, clinging to her royal lover t n 

'with a sort of fond hope that one of jy« jl 

these days things in general would turn M i/n 

out all right ; but In the meantime she \ 

is living always “in a maze.” The J 

love-scene (taMng place in a marvel- 
lously effective stage set) between her 
and Menry is charming. Henry! PfiWx iictt) 

With Eleanor the Dark and Rosamond 


Appropriate Day for a 
’ Sunday within the Octave!^ 


Musical Service nr Church. — 
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THE NEW DOCTOR. 


** The j5riML4» of a YoirNG Man like that a-telling o* Me 
!’ow FOOE people's Ohildben houghteb be Fed and looked after 1 
Way, I ’VB BDBIBD FoTTBTEEN o’ my OlFxV/" 


amtiaed and interested spectator of tlie scene, observed, ** dll 
tbe yi^ro^ familiarity Pantaloon is accustomed to meet "witli at 
Christmastide,” „ „ ^ ^ 

JBudness done.— Mr. G-. goes for” Jesse Collings. 

Friday^ 2 A.M. — Long time since I saw Liberals in sucb dgliting 
trim as at this moment. Been at it all night discussing Redmond’s 
motion for release of Dynamitards. Asgxtith made speech that has 
oondrmed and improved his Parliamentary position. At (quarter to 
one this morning Division taken, giving thumping majority, 316, to 
Government. When figures announced, Lister Member moved 
Adjournment of Debate. Wants to talk about release of Gweedore 

prisoners: .,,,1 n -r. i 

. ^ * Right you are,” said Sqtjxre op Malwood ; ‘ Twelve o Clock Rule 
suspended ; we can sit all night. Fire away I ” . , ^ . 

Prince Abthttb, forgetful of many cheerful nights he has sat up 
hearing the chimes in company with^ Tim Healt, protested 
‘ against this ns tyrannical proceeding. Irish Members massed below 
Gbmgway howled with delight. Their turn come now. Long they 
groaned under Prince Abthttb,’ s iron heel. Now they’ve got him, 
down, and dance round him with shouts of exultation and Homeric 
bursts laughter. Hardly can his voice be heard^ above the din ; 
but he p^s dong, finally turning his hack on jubilant mob below 
Gangway ; ‘ addresses himself to Speakeb, edging in a sentence amid 
comparative pauses in uproar. Peince Abthttb protests he will not 
yield to force.,* Liberals opposite, cheered by news from Walsall, 
following fast on heels of triumph at Halifax, laugh and scoff. Mr. 
G. safely pacfcdd off to bed; the SauiKE and his brother officers on 
Front Bench evidently ready to make a night of it. Tim Healt, 
radiant with tlds rs-TO fi-iid rosy reflection of the good old times, 
observes it is***an excellent hour of the evening to begin fresh work.” 

More h^bub^ .House divides, showing Government in possession 
of majoi^ Si. Renewed tumult when they come back from the 
Lobby. ;Je^ GbliLiNGS rising, with intent to implore House to 
rememb^ imdi^i^ity, is mot with such swift, sudden, rampant roar 
of **Rat rJ^l”'that after ineffectual contest, he subsides. Another 
Pdmlon; !®veknment majority gone up one. Fresh Motion made 
for Adjournment; Members tightening their .hrita fi>r alX-night 
sitting, when SftTJiBB of Malwood unexpectedly gives in. “ Go on ! 
go on I ” excited LiherBls cry. 


‘‘No,” said the dignified Old Roman, throwing an imagmary toga 
over substantial shoulder. “No; they have done enough to make 
their position clear before the country. Let them go to bed. So 
at 2*20 A.M. they went. Ficsiness done , — Blowing great guns. 

Friday Night,— k flash in the pan at the opening of the Sitting, 
when Pbtnce Abthttb, meaning to smite at themoff ending figure 
of the SoTTiBE OP Malwood, hit ^ Mr. G. He explained, and 

apologised ; thereafter, a long, dull night. - . 

Davitt took his seat, amid loud cheers from both sides. A curious 
episode in his history, honourable both to him and House. A red 
good man Davitt, with all the modesty of sterlmg merit. Still, 
inclined to he argumentative. Had scarcely taken his seat, when he 
came up to me, and said, “ It ’s very well for you, Tohy, to be M. P. 
for Barks; but I’m M.P. for Tenpenee. Yes, that’s the precise 
sum it cost me to win my seat.” , . -n -l j j. 

New Members come, and old ones depart. Everybody sorry to 
hear of the death of Louis Jennings, a fine-natured, high-souled 
man, of brilliant intellect and wide culture. In later ^ssions has 
been handicapped by the cruel illness that carried him off whilst in 
his prime. But he made his mark at Westminster as he had done in 
New York, India, and Printing House S<iuare. 

Business done , — StiR talking round Address. 


THE LEGAL INFANT’S GLIDE TO KNOWLEDGE. 

Concerning the Stock Exchange. 

Question, What is the Stock Exchange ? , . „ , 

Answer, The best English substitute for Monte Carlo. 

Q, Has it any rivals ? 

A, Certainly ; the Turf and the Card-room. 

Q. In your opinion, is the Stock Exchange preferable to the 

alternatives you have mentioned ? 

A, It is, as it is more business-like, and consequently more 

Q, Has politics anything to do with speculation at Capel Court ? 
A, To a certain extent ; but a good unscrupulous untruth is better 
than the tottering of kingdoms. ^ , o 

Q, Is the dissemination of false news permissible r 
A, Only by operators for the rise or fall. 

Q, What is aflutter? 

A, The performance of a financial operation with the assistance of 
a tossed-up halfpenny. 

Q, When is it advisable to indulge in a flutter ? 

A, At the moment when your credit is greater than your balance 
at the Banker’s. 

Q, What is a balance ? 

A, An nnknown quantity — to the impecunious. 

Q, Is it necessary for the impecnnious to suffer want ? 

A, Not if the lack of funds is concealed from the tradespeople. 

Q. Ought not a (legal) infant to pay his debts ? 

A, Only at the instigation of a County- Court Judge, or if they 
happen to be debts of honour. 

Q, What is a debt of honour ? ^ 

A, Usually the outcome of a discreditable transaction. 

Q, Is the nonpayment of a tradesman dishonourable ? 

A, No, for such a payment is not a “necessary.” Payment only 
becomes a “necessary ” when you bet with a man of your own order. 
Q Is it possible to do without money ? 

A, Yes, when you cau live upon your acquaintances. 

Q. From your last answers it would appear that money seems 
sometimes capable of being treated with levity. Can you give me 
an instance when cash is not a light subject ? 

A, Ye s when it is under weight, and is, consequently, refused, at 
your B »uker s. 

Q. vYhat is the best method of obtaining the full value of a light 
sovereign ? 

A, By obtaining in return for it change in silver from a friend. 

Q, Is silver of the same value as ^old ? 

A, No, silver is a token ; and in the instance to which I have 
referred, it would be a token of confidence. 

Q, Would this transaction be amusing ? 

A, Yes, to everyone but the friend. 

Time-Work versus Piece-Work! 

{By John Bully Employer of Labour,) 

Payment of Members P Well, weU, I don’t mind, 

If Members wbo ’re worthy of payment I find. 

But then all this quarrelsome cackle must ceases — 

If my M.P.’s I pay— like my Smiths— the piece y 
J may yet get good work ; but ’twere folly, nay, crime, 

To pay seven hundred praters for waiting my time I 

A Man WHO mat be said to “Know the Ropes.”— M. Blondht. 


NOTICE. — ^Rejected OommxmieatioxiB or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, wtil 
in no ease be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Covet, or Wrapper. To this rule 
there will he no exception. 
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-ijTTvc^Tk TVTrvmT/MvTct ! ordiiiarY scalcs do. {Plunges recklessly.) Yon can make it slide up 

MIXED !NOTIO!NS. ; or down, you know, and fix it at any point you like, 

xfo V —AGRICULTURAL DEPRESSION". I Inquirer. Really i "What a rnin-io jking thingr it must be. Have 

* * j you ever seen oner 

{Seme and Persons as usual. ) | Second W. L M, Oh yes. They ’ ve got two or throe in every big 

First Well-Informed Man. There hasn’t been much in this | town, 
debate on the Ad^esss. i ,4 Van. When did you last see it? 

Second W. L M. Oh. I don’t know. They Ve promised a pretty | Second W. L M. {suspiciously). Oh, I haven’t seen one for some 

big list of measures. How they’re going to find time for the lot I , time. It may perhaps be a litth diiferent now. 

can’t make out. 1 Average Man. kh.\ [A pause. 

First W. L M. {contemptuously). Yes, that’s always the way Inquirer. I see the Government ’s going to have an inquiry about 
with these Governments. They all talk mighty big at the beginning Agricultural Distress. How are they going to work it ? 


of the Session, and then, at the end, they’ve done nothing, absolntely , 
nothing ; at least, nothing that ’s any good to anybody. Parliament ’s 

getting to be nothing but a bear- 

garden. The House won’t be a 

fit place for a gentleman to be , 

seen in soon. . \ \ i / jn/ 

Second W. L M. {spitefully). . | If f// 

You didn’t seem to think it would 'j ‘ I i 

be such a bad place for one gentle- I I I f 

man, about eight months ago f J j 

You were after a constituency ‘ f "5 

yourself, weren’t you ? ‘ f ] 

First W. I. M. Well, and j! I, J 

what if I was ? I told yon at the 
time why I thought of standing. 

I thought I could do some good, i 

but I precious soou found they Ml 

were a miserable lot, so I made 

’em my bow. “Gentlemen,” I i , • i j 

said, ‘‘you can worry it out among | '|/| | vlIM 

yourselves, and, when you ’ve | j '! 

agreed, you can let me know.” | jl \ 

Second W. I. M. And they f iS j 

never did let you know, did they : ; 

Went and elected another Johnny. ' I 

Deuced bad taste I call it. ^ ‘ ■ /'Miilllll 

Inquirer {creating a diversion). i 

Look here, I say, what’s all this / 

talk about Agncnltnral Depres- j ' fij. If lnu|H 

sion ? What d.oes it mean ? I I w / lliilni 

First W. I» M. What does it j || jiJMIjSD 

mean! Why, my dear chap, I 1 W Lil|WnH 

should have thought that ^ any ' J / u|wH|K 

schoolboy knew that our agricul- I f 

ture is being simply mined. D i hmSStB^ 

things go on like this, we shan’t J 

have a farmer left. They ’re all || / 

on the verge of bankruptcy. j / 

Inquirer {doggedly). I daresay ' 

you’re right; but, anyhow, I 
know, when I was at Cbilhorongh, 

the other day, I saw a lot of jrW™ 

farmers about, and they looked 

pretty fat and comf ortable. That ’ s 

why I can’t make out what it all 

means. 

First W. I. M. {resignedly). ^ ^ 

Well, I suppose 1 must explain OA 

it all, from the very beginning. ^ 

The first point is, we ’ve got Free 



First W. L M. Royal Commission, of course. 

Second W. I. M. No, no. It ’s going to be a Select Committee. 

, First W. L M. Well, what s 

„ ^ j the difference ? 

1 Second W. I M. Surely you 
know that. They only have Royal 
Commissions for labour and that 
sort of thing. Committees don’t 
get any pay, you know. 

Inquirer. Of course. I ought 
•' have remembered, that. But 

' who’s this Lord WikchilsbJl 

AifD Nottinohah, who ’s cutting 
about the country, talking about 
agriculture ! W hat does he know 
about it? I don’t seem to recollect 

First W. L M. He’s a Peer. 

Jyzgmrer. Yes, I know that; 
but why do they call him Lord 
Wi^cHiLSBA and Nottingham ? 

Average Man. Because that’s 
7 jl, V his name. F A pause, 

m ^ Inquirer {resuming). But what 

right end of the stick. 

^ Inquirer, 
under the imputation.) 
You ’re a foreign country, and I’m 
rllilllB i a British farmer. Well, you grow 

sHyilffllMi W. ^ nothing, and then 

xK' chuck it into my markets. 

Well, what I want to know is, 
^SlUr '' • where do I come in? You may 

^ Trade, if you like 

Iris® result is, 

i x smashed up, and the whole 

" M '/ Jr country goes to the devil ! 

Ml'iffll ' Second W. I. M. But you 

vlnMilll 5 -^ ought to consider the consumer. 

First W. I. M. What do you 
\\ mHI mean by the consumer ? 

Second W. L M. Why, myself, 
for instance, I get the benefit 

First W. 1. M. Ab, you may 
think you do, but you don’t 
really. In the end you’ve all to 
pay more for everything. 

>F CIVI LISATION. ^ 

‘Very wjell, tbek, next time First W.L M . Oh, of course 


KetZ? RESOURCES OF CIVILISATION. , 

and all therest of them say they ’re M.P. {apostrophising ruined hat). “Very wjell, tbek, nexf time First W.L 3L Oh, of course 
not to have it. Well, that isn’t there's going to be a Rush, I'll bring a Japanned Tin Hat —and you’d let the laud go 
likely to put the temers in a good charged with Eleotrioity— then let him Sit on ir! 1” cultivation. That’s mere 

temper, is it? Then, of course, ; - -- ~~~~ t ^ j o 

.41 » • J At- * ti : J il... Yv.a«/./i.aw TTatw >13 +Vio+ 9 4-liaTr ■nrr\’i«Tr +:nD lonn tiatp’ r 


tbe Americans, and the Russians, and the Indians see their chance, 

: and they send ship-loads of food into this country, and the taxes 
have to be paid all the same by onr farmers. 

’ .Second W. L M. {interrupting). What taxes ? 


— ’ selfishness. 

Inquirer. How ’s that ? Can’t they work the land now ? 

First W, 1. M. What a question I Of course they can’t. 

Inquirer {anxiously). But I ’ve seen ’em ploughing a hit lately. 
First W. I M. My dear Sir, they do it just to occupy time —they 


‘ First W. I. M. [flustered). I wish you wouldn’t break in just as must dp something. • 

I’m trying to make things clear. Why, the taxes on food, of Inquirer. Of course — of course. \Ter 7 mnus, 

course. •= 

Second W, I 3L There aren’t any taxes on food, vi a 

First W. L M. Oh, indeed! Well, then, how do you explain Our amiable old fnend, Mrs. R., came across a book entitled 
iFreeTrade. and rent, and aU that? „ Playthings and ParpdUs,hy ‘-Oh, I buy 

Second W. I. M. Now Tou’re eettins- a bit nearer. It’s all a that!" she exclaimed. “ I’ve seen him so often in the Pantomime 

A M ^ v’ J ^ Jl • J* _ •a'L _A. T\ T t A J a +/vy\ T Wri+ T 


OnR amiable old friend, Mrs. R., came across a book entitled 
laythings and Parodies, by Barry Pain. “ Oh, I must buy 


question of wnt. Free Trade ’s got absolutely nothing to do with it. 
What we want in this country is a Sliding- scale. 

JwgwiVar. What ’s a Sliding-scale ? 


at Drury Lane ! And fancy bis being an Author, too ! But I 
don’t so much wonder at it, because I remember that, when I was 
a little girl, there was a celebrated Shakspearian Clown at Astley’s 


Second W. L M. {taken between wind and water). A Sliding- called Barry, and he sailed in a tub dra^ by geese down the 
scale ? Let me see— it’s very difficult to put these things shortly, 1 Thames, and there was a wonderful Pantomime actor ot the name 

A Sliding-scale is a well, it’s a sort of patent mechanical con- ' of Pain. And now this talented gentleman turns out to be an 

trivance for weighing out things, so as to make it fairer than i Author as well ! ! ” 


VOL. cnr. 


t 





EETUEN OF “GEAUDOLPH” THE WAHDEEEE! “BE IT EVER SO HIHOLE, THERE’S HO PLACE LIKE HOME!’ 
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FINALITY. 

[“ He was one of tli08e wlio believed 
that, even in the ordinary legislation 
of the House, and still more in a 
measure of such, complexitv, it was 
the utmost folly to talk of nnality ! 

— J, Redmond on the Some-Rule 
Bill.] 

Ahe our sage legislators, then, 
set upon finding 

A meas^e that’s final, con- 
clusive, and binding,” 

As lawyer-phrase puts it ? They 
might as well try 
To fix dawn in the East, or nail 
clouds to the sky ! 

There’s noliing that’s “final” 
in infinite time, 

That great, goalless, measureless 
race-course sub lim e ; 

In which relays of runners must 
keep up the race ; 

There ’s nothing “conclusive ” in 
limitless space ; 

And “binding” man’s soul to 
his best of to-day 
For the future of growth, in an 
absolute way, 

Were folly as futile as binding 
an oak 

To the seedling’s first prop, or 
the sapling’s first yoke ; 

For provisional law, not for secu- 
lar life, 

Such phrases are fit. Yet to heal 
age-long strife 

By the very best “betterment” 
now in our ken, 

Till— a better shines forth ’s the 
first duty of men. 

Do right to the height of our 
sight’s actuality 1 — 

Yes, that is our best— and our 
only— Finality I 


An odd Advertisement fre- 
quently catches our eye. It is 
'"Dr. Gordon Stables^ s Health 
Series.^’ Have the Gordon Stables 
anything to do with “ the Gordon 
Hotels ” ? If not, why not ? as 
evidently they could work together 
to their mutual benefit. 


A History of Medicine^ by Dr. 
Edward Berdoe, is announced as 
shortly to appear. It will be illus- 
trated by a Black (-and- White) 
draughtsman. 


Nil’ Ml' \ , ^ 

« BI ' Vi ■ 'i\ 



THE EVIDENCE OF WEALTH. 

“And who lives in the Bio House opposite?” 

“Mr. Flinders, Sir, — and Mbs. Flindeiw, — the old Yeteri- 

NARY SUROEON AND HIS WiPE.” 

“They must be prettv well opp, I should think, to live in 
A House like that ? ’* 

“Oh yes, Sir, very Rich indeed. Why, they *ad a Golden 
Wedding there, the Week before last I ” 


DESIGNS FOR MI-CARlSME. 

(To he worn as Co^umes at the next 
IntemMionaZ FaTwy^Dress Ball.) 

The JSmperor W-lUm. — ^Paul 
Pry on Tour. 

The Czar of .B-w-o.— Protec- 
tion, 

The Sultan of T^^rk-y . — 
Wrecked in Port. 

The Khedive of — 

Young Hopeful. 

The Fresident C-rn^t. — A 
Dissolving View. 

Prince von — The 

Shadow of the Past. 

Count C^pr^vi. — The Sub- 
stance of the Future. 

Vicomte de I^ss-ps , — ^A Lock 
on the Suez Canal. 

The Pr ~m~r . — A Scotch 
Mixture of Homer and Home 
Rule. 

Sir W-lUm H-rc-^i . — ^The latest 
of the Plantagenets. 

Mr. J-hn M-rl-y. — “To 
Dublin from Pall MalV^ 

Lord PL^-nd-lph Ch-rch-U . — 
The Prodigal Returned. 

Mr. Speaker P-l , — The chuoker 
in. 

Mr, L-h-ch-re . — ^The Spirit of 
Te— ruth. 

The Marquis of S-l^sh^-ry . — 
The Irish Emigrant. 

Mr. Arth-r R-^-r. — Golf 
surviving Government, 

Mr. H-^nary Irving . — ^A Canter- 
bury Pilgrim. 

MissHlLn Trry. — ^ANun, with 
none like her. 

Mr. J. L. T-U. — A. Walker, 
Running, London and the Pro- 
vinces. 


“I’m Manxious to Know.” — 
The Isle of Man, it appears &om 
Mr. Spencer Walpole’s book, has 
thriven on Home Rule. We all 
know that Club Land gets on very 
well. Club-law being administered 
by men only, seeing that men 
only are the governing and go- 
verned. ^ But “ Home ” is the 
antithesis of the Club, and 
Home Rule, domestically, means 
Female sovereignty. In the Isle 
of Man- Woman there can 
be no Home Rule properly so 
called. It must be ‘ ‘ Homo HuXeP 


HOME, SWEET HOME ! 

{Latest Larlimnentary Fersion.) 
Returned Wanderer sings t — 

’Mid gold-fields and lion-haunts though we 
may roam, [home ; 

Be it ever so humble, there ’s no place like 

A charm from the past seems to hallow us 
there, [meet elsewhere. 

Which, trot round the globe, you will not 
Home I Home ! 

Sweet, sweet home ! 

Be it ever so humble, there ’s no place like 
home! 

An exile from home freedom dazzles in vain ; 

Ah! give memy lowly front-bench seat again. 

The cheers, sounding sweetly, that come at 
my call, [than all. 

Give me these, and old pals of mine, dearer 
Home! Ho-ome! 

Sweet, sweet home ! 

Be it ever so humble, there ’s no place like 
home I 


(Extra or encore verses on his own account.) 

The first seat was mine, but I forfeited that ; 

Will they welcome the waif, kiU the calf that 
is fat? 

Will dear Arthur rejoice to receive his lost 
chief? 

Will the Wanderer’s return bring regret, or 
relief ? 

Home I Ho-ome I 

Sweet, sweet home I 

Be it ever so humble (winks) there ’s no place 
like home I 

So humble I Oh yes I So seemed David, no 
doubt, 

Till he struck at Goliath and put him to 
rout. 

My giant—his name, too, begins with a G— 

Braves the whole of our hosts. I— no matter 
—we’ll see. 

Home! Ho-ome! 

Sweet, sweet home t 

Be it ever so humble (grins)^ there’s no place 
like home t 


Treats for Tommy.— “What shall I do 
to amuse our little boy, aged fourteen, when 
he returns home for Easter Y acat ion ? ’ ’ Why, 
certainly improve his mind. Procure for him 
a free admission to the Geological Society, 
and let Mm hear a paper on “ Anthracite I 
and Bituminous Cosu-beds,” likewise on 
‘ ‘ Inclusions of Tertiary Granite.” Take him 
to the Linnean Society, and treat him to a 
lecture “ On the Dificerentiation of the Pro- 
tozoan Body Microscopically Sectionised.” 
Another evening may be given to ‘ ‘Mosses and 
Sphagnums,” not to he confounded with 
“Moses and Magnums.” After tMs little ; 
course, he may write to say that during ; 
the next vacation he would prefer re- ; 
maining at school. i 


“ I can’t ^ drink Champagne,” quoth 
General Boozer; “it gives me a red nose.” 
“ Ho, it won’t,” replied Ms medical adviser: 
“that is, not if you drink Pommery and 
Grey-noseP 
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THE MAN FROM BLANKLEY'S. 

A SXOBT IN SCENBS, 

SCEKI Tnr.-r« the J^nvoing-rmn—Time, 'about 10. Mw. Bor- 
3?rsJH MLrs. Ditcihw^tee are talking tn cmfidenttal under- 
tones on a settee, 'Miss Bugle’s anxiety concerning her in- 
tdtd Cockatoo hcs already obliged her to depart, Mrs. ta- 
■WATILB it lecturing Jier Jiiece^ on a couch by thefire^ while little 
Gw^kboleest is sn a owner with a Picture-book, 

Mrs, Sodjith (m a MoMxy whisper). If lie had condcBcended to 
maiize himself Sigreeahle ad round, I shouldn’t say a word; but to 
sit there talking to that little forward governess, and never an 
audible wd from first to last— well, I quite felt for poor dear 
Mrs, TmNiLitSE Being so neglected at her own table. ^ 

Mrs, Pitch, Ah, my dear, if she will have the aristocracy to dine 
with her, she irnist put up with such treatment. I wouldn’t stoop 
to such presumption my self* And, if I did^ I would have a couple 

He woiildii’'t dine wi"!! 

you like this unless he Mrs. Gilwattle rises slowly, 

expected to get something oxit of it. What that something may he, 
you best know I 

' Mrs. Tid. [to h^self'y, k. guinea, at the very least! [Aloud.) 
I m soixy you thinh my head’s so easily turned. Aunt Joanna! 
If you d noticed how I bahawed to him, you wouldn't say so. Why, 
I scarcely spoke to the man ! 

Mrs, Gilw, I "was tos^<?Aw*^you,MAEiA. And sorry I was to see 
that being next to a membei of the nobility overawed you to that 
^tent you could kairdly^ open your mouth. So unlike your Uncle 
!^ 

Mrs, iJiupHal^ tM^-infzistice). Overawed, indeed! I’m sure it 
was no satisfaction to wie to see him here ! Ho, Aunt the only people 
I welcome at table aire those in my own rank of life— relations! 
ana old. mends like you. and the others. And how you can think , 


1 1 was dazzled by a trumpery title ^hen I sent him in with the 

i Governess ! , . i 

! Mrs, GU, Ah, you make too much of that girl, Makta. I ’ve 
noticed it, and others have noticed it. She takes too much upon her- 
self ! The idea of letting her forbid S-tordoxen to recite— no wonder 
your authority over the child is wahenedi I should have insisted 
on obedience. 

Mrs. Tid, [roused), I hope I know liow to make my own child obey 
me. Gwbnloien, come out of fchafc comer. Put down your hook. 
(Gwen, obeys.) I wish you to repeat something to your Auntie— 
what you refused to say downstaiis— know wat 1 mean ! 

Gwen, Do you mean the thing’ Hiss Seaton said I wasn’t to, 
because you’d be angry? Mrs, Tid, [majesU- 

f • cally) , Miss Seaton had 

I, ■ no business to know 

; I whether I should he 

fii'' I angry or not. She is 

' jjji J'j! ! , only yonr Governess — I 

f i ill;! [ij!i ji am your Mother. And 

"lllilliil 

' I'! repeat it at once— in 

!i j , fact, I shall send you 

*•1 II * ' f off to feed. So you can 

I j ' I choose for yourself. 

I J Pi I Gwen, I don’t want 

■ ffi to go to bed ... I’ll 

nlllLIJ ri! if I may whisper it. 

I ■ Mrs. TU, Well, if 
! 1 I you are too shy to speak 

' I 

closing the door), lonly 
just 

the way you ’ve been 
I going on. It’s not zUy 

wish to make com- 
hut there is a 

/ , Lord Strath, [Tiotly). 

There w-you ’re ve% 
near it now. Sir! {To 
himself.) If 1 quarrel 
with this little beggar, 
I shan’t see Mae joey I 

Perhaps y<m’il kindly 
let me know what you 
complain of ? 

didn’t smoke when my Uncle offered yowi one of his cigars? You 
must have felt me kick yau under tli« tahle I 
Lord. Strath,! M— distinctiy. Bxitl gave vou credit for its being 
accidental. And, if you wiski to knew, 1 said I smoked because I 
do. I don’t see why you shomld expect me to lie about it I 
Mr. Tid, I don’t agree with. yon. I consider you ought to have 
had more tact, after the hint I gave y^ou. 

Lord Strath, It didn’t occur to me thfit you were trying to kick 
tact into me. And, naturally, when I saw your Uncle about to 
smoke — ^ 

Mr, Tid, That was different, as you imigtt have known. Why, 
one cigar is as much as my wife can stanidl 
Lord Strath, You — er — wouldn’t -wislk her to smoke more , than 
one, surely? 


KV 




bristling wiuh indignation. 
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Mr. Tid» {otdraged)^ wife smoke ! Never did such a thing 
in her life ! She don’t allow me to smoke. She wouldn’t allow 
Mr. Gilwa-TTIB if Le wasn’t her Uncle. And I can tell you. when 
she comes down in the tnorniDg, and jOinds the curtains smelling of 
smoke, and hears 70 U were the other, I shall catch itl 

Lord Strath Sony for you— but if you had only made your kick 
a trifle more explanatory 

Mr. Tid, That’s not dly Sir. liVTien yon saw me and my Uncle 
engaged in talking business, what did you cut in for with a cock- 
and-bull story about the Boxing Kangaroo being formed into a 
Limited Company, and say the Kansraroo was going to join the jBoard 
after allotment ? You cooldn’t really believe the beast was eligible 
as a Director— an animal, Sir ! 

Lord Straths Why not ? They have guinea-pigs on the 'Board 
occasionally, don’t they ? But of course it was only a joke. 

Mr. Tid. You weren’t ashed to make jokes. My Uncle doesn’t 
understand ’em— no more do I, Sir I 

Lord Strath No, I gathered that, {Breaking out) Confonnd it 
all, Sir, what do you mean by this? If you didn’t Vant me, why 
couldn’t you tell me so ? You knew it before / did ! I don’t under- 
stand your peculiar ideas of hospitality. I ’ve kept my temper as 
long as I could ; but, dash it all, if you force me to speak out, I 
will! 

Mr. Tid. {alarmed). No, no, 1 — I meant no ojffence— you won’t go 
and let everything out now ! It was a mistake, that ’s all— and there ’s 
no harm done. You got your dinner all right, didn't you ? By the 
way, talking of that, can you give me any idea what they ’U charge 
me for this, eh? YVhat’s the regular thing now? 

Lord Strath: {to himself). Extraordinary little bounder- wants 
me to price his dinner for him ! {Aloud.) Couldn’t give a guess ! 

Mr, Tid. Well, considering I sent round and all that, I think they 
ought to make some reduction— y ’know. But you^yt nothing to do 
with that, eh? I’m to settle np with Bianklet’s ? 

Lord Strath I should say he would prefer your doing so— but it ’s 
really no business of mine, and— er — ^it ’s getting rather late 

Mr, Tid. {opening the door). There, we’ll go np. And look here, 
do try and be a bit stiff er with my Uncle. It ’s too had the way he 
goes on my-lording you, y ’know. You shouldn’t enconrage him 

Lord Strath I wasn't aware I did. {To himself.) Trying, this. 
But never mind, I shall see Mabjory in another minute I 

Mr. Tid. {to himself). The airs these chaps ^ije themselves I Oh, 
lor, there’s Uncle Gabbiee hooking on to hmi again. If he only 
knew! _ [Ke follows them upstairs uneasily. 

Scene X.^fn twJ)famng^room; Gwendolen still whispering 
in Mrs, Giewattle’s ear. 

Mrs. Qilw. Eh? ;Toa’ie tickling my ear, child— don’t come so 
close. Louder. - Yes, go on. “ Sat next to him at dinner” ? Id ell, 
what about him ? . . . JVhatf . . . What’s the child talking about 
now ? . . . A gentleman out of Bianklit’s shop” ! ! “ Hired for 

the evening ”111’ Let her alone, Makia. Zknow who ’s telling the 
truth ! So this is your precious Nobleman, is it ? Oh, the deceit of 
it all I 

{The door opens, and Uncle Gabbiei. enters, clinging affec- 
tionately to Lord Strathspobran'S arm. 

Uncle Gab. And when I take a fancy to a young fellow, my Lord, 
I don’t allow any social prejudices to stand in the way. I should say 
just the same if you were a mere nobody. We ought to see mere of 
one another. I should esteem it a distinguished favour if you ’d 
honour me and my wife by dropping^ in to a little dinner some 
evening ; no ceremony ; just a few quiet pleasant people like our- 
selves. We ’ll see if we can’t fix a day with my wife. 

[Me steers him across to Mrs. Gixwatele. 

Lord Strath {to himself ). Now, how the deuce am I going to get 
out of this f 'And what have they done with Mabiobt ? 

Uncle Gab. Joainna, my love, I’ve been telling his Lordship here 
how delighted and honoured we should be to see him at dinner 
some 

[Mrs. Giiwattle rises slowly, hnsthng with indignation^, and 
glares speechlessly at the unconscious Lord Stratbcsporeait, 
while Mrs. Tibkarsh vainly attempts to appease her, as her 
husband and the other men enter. Tableau. 

JEnd of Scene X. 


^‘At the Window,” 

In dull days of sensational horrors, and wild would-be humorous 
hums, 

What delight to fly darkness, and watch the *‘Auld Licht,” from 
“ A Window in Thrums ’’ I 

Let pessimists potter and pule, and let savages slaughter and harry; 
Give me Hendry, and Tammas, and Jess, and a smile, and a tear 
born of Barbie. 

“.The French,” says Mrs. E., “have been shown up In a very 
queer light by all these Panama candles.” 


THE HOUSE THAT BILL (SYKES) BUEGLED. 

(Namely, that of Messrs, Waxtee Ckoss & Co., Jewellers, 8, Holywell 
Street, Strand, as narrated in the Times of the 16 th inst.) 

This is the House that Bnihurgltd. 

This is the window, plastered with brown-paper and treacle, and 
then broken, belonging to the House that Bill 
burgled. 

This is the rope-ladder, attached to the window, plas- 
^ tered with brown- paper and treacle, &c. 

This is the show-case, reached by vray of the rope-ladder 
attached to the window, plastered with brown-pai^r 
and treacle, &c. 

This is the “burglar-alarm,” lately 

connected with the show - case, . « pt 

reached by way of the rope-ladder, L | t | 

attached to the window, &c. j ' ' ' 

This is the bell that belonged to the 
“burglar- alarm,” lately connected 
with the show-case, &c. 

This is the wire that rang the hell, 
that belonged to the “burglar- 
alarm,” lately connected with 
show-ease, &c. 

This is the telephone that com- 
municated with Bloomsbury, 
set in motion by the bell, rung 
^ by the wire, &o. 

This is the dog who barked at the 
bell, agitated by the telephone 
that communicated with 
^ Bloomsbury, «S:e. 

This is the man nnshaven, nn- 
shorn, aroused from his sleep 
in the early morn by the 
dog who barked at the 
beU, &:e. 


These are the “Bobbies,” all forlorn, 
called on by the man unshaven, 
unshorn, aroused from his sleep in 
the early morn, by the dog who 
harked at the bell, &c. 

And this is the burglar, smiling in 
scorn, who escaped by the rope- 
ladder. window - sill - borne, and 
evaded the Bobbies all forlorn, 
called on by the man, nnshaven, 
unshorn, aroused from his sleep in 
the early morn, by the dag who 
harked at the bell, agitated by the 
telephone, set in motion by the 
wire, attached to the burglar-marm, 
connected with the show - case, 

' reached by way of the rope-ladder, 
hooked to the window, plastered 
with brown - paper and treacle, 
belonging to the House that Bill 
burgled. 

SUGGESTIONS FOR RIDE BARK. 

“ Mawt improvements,” the Daily News writes, “in the arrange- 
ment of the Parks in the West End” have been made. Have they ? 
Perhaps .visible to the eye assisted by Mr. Weller's “pair o’ 
patent double million mamifyin’ gas microscopes of hextra power.” 
But why, for the hundredth time we ask, and every equestrian asks 
as well, why aren’t rides made across Kensington Gardens from 
Princes’ Gate to Bayswater? Beautiful rides tney would be under 
the tre.es, and thus varying the wearisome monotony of the^ round 
and round squirrel-in-a-cage sort of routine exercise, to which the 
Eotten-Row Riders are purgatorially bound. Also, why not a ride 
right across Hyde Park from the Achilles Statue to an exit facing 
about Albion Street, Bayswater ? What difficulties can there be 
which a .first Commissioner of Works representing an actively Liberal 
aud Progressive policy could not carry out for the benefit of the 
Mounted Liver Brigade and the Light Cavalry ? 


Gin Father Thames is still rather dirty. We often hear of “ The 
Thames Basin.” Why doesn’t Father Thames use it,— with soap? 
What a ohahee here for a P**r 8 ’ advertisement. 







A BIG LION AMONG THE LITTLE 'TINS. 

“Dakiel in the Lions’ Den” will occur to many on reading how 
Heitet iKViN&Tentured into and actually dined as the distinguished 
guest of a society styling itself The Playgoers’ Club.” But 
ait« all, whether these were real leonine cubs, or only “lions 
stuffed with straw,” the Eeal Lion of the evening was the Daniel 
come to Judgment, Henet Ievingt, who, having partaken of the 
* chicken and champagne,” and acknowledged the goodness thereof 
f ^hem the less smooth side of his own tongue with charming 

hesitate to teUyou,” purred the Lion, sweetly, “that 
there have been times when the genius of frankness which possesses 
the Club —he did not allude to the existence among them of any 
other ^rt of genius— “has not appeared to be allied with the 
nnest discrimination. [ Laughter, 


i — x-L. t j xa.u5jj.cu. — iu waa jui mey couia QO, 

unless they had whimpered, and promised not to offend again. 
It must have been a delightful evening. To what other banquets 
wiU our leading Histnon be invited? To the Pittites’ Club 
Wreckers’ Banquet? Will he be entertained 
by the Dissentient Gallerv-Bov** «nd - 


j. „ xt, V ® room i " or old 

days, the Cha,irnian 'mil probably advise the enterprising Playgoers 
^ orders, G-ents— the Manager ’s in the room.” How- 

ever, it these heaven-pom dramatic critics occasional! v hear a few 
woms of good advice from fo honest a guest as Henet Ieviko, such 
gatherings may perhaps serve some useful purpose. 

Gladstone’s Aside on the Irish Members. 

Ton are, in faith, like women- divil douht yon !— 
lor there ’ s no living with yo u, or without you.” 

London School Board built 
sohoob mth defective drainage, the London Katepavers are to ho 
mulcted m £250,000. A nice ^ this oa cnr^krtll ^ 


THE POLITE SPEAKEE. 

(Lrifendedfor the me of courteous Memlers of Parliament.) 

Question. I trust yon quite acknowledge that strong language is 
absolutely unnecessary in Westminster ? 

Answer. Q,uite, especially when a compensating description can be 
found for every snits^le term of abuse. 

Q. You grasp the idea. How would you describe Heeo fiddling 
during the burning of Rome ? 

A. 1 should say that he was a musician with a turn for pleasing 
variations. 

Q. Very good. And how would you speak of Gur Faux on the 
eve of blowing up the House ot Commons ? * 

A. An experimentalist who would have been a useful lecturer 
upon chemistry at the Royal Institution. 

Q, And^ could you refer to Plue Beard after the discovery of the 
cause of his last widowerhood without giving offence ? 

Yesj as a married man who objected on principle to the 
Mormon practice of being wedded to more than one wife at a time. 

Q* Yes. And what would you say of Maeie pb Mepicis, who is 
reported to have fired at the Huguenots from the Louvre ? 

I should say that her late Majesty took such an interest in 
G n nowadays would have secured her election to the 

Q. And, lastly, were you asked to describe Henby the EiaHTH 
after he had slaughtered most ot his wives, plundered all the monas- 
teries, and imprisoned or executed many of his subjects, what would 
you call him? 

A.^ Without hesitation I should refer to him as “an excited 
pohtioian.” 

** ^XTiNTJOirs-SoTJHPiNO MACHINES.” — Lots of ’em on view in 
the House of Commons, But, for the genuine article, consult a 
“ Colomb ” of the Times. 

cracUe-songs,” said Mrs. R. “The other day I 
heard— I forget who it was — sing a most charming aZzJt,” 
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TO SERAPHINE. 

Theoxtgh happy years, that Dumber now I weea 
A dozen, or— to b« correct— thirteen, 

My comfortable better-half yon’Te been, 

0 Sekaphine ! 

The ups and downs of life we two have seen — 

From Camberwell, of stucco-fronted mien, 

To quaintly- decorated Turnham Green, 

0 Seeaphine! 

Till Grandma’s money came with golden sheen, 

You lent a hand at Sabah’s weekly clean, 

And did not tilt your nose at margarine, 

:: 0 Seraphine ! 

And now that I’ve been made a 
fc, ^ EuralDean, 

You^ figure is no longer slim, my 

You ’d scarcely make a graceful 
lerine^ 0 Seeapbine ! 

dinner as you doze each 

From^your disjointed mutterings 1 

Your mind is running on a crinoline, 
0 Seeaphinb ! 




For if that hu^e and hideous machine 
Should thrust its bilious bulginess between 
A blameless couple, such as we have been, 
My Seraphine, 


Oh, let me not appear to speak with 
. V spleen — 

V Yet pause! — nor go to Madame 
Anios'ine 

To get yourself a— p'ow hnow what 1 
mean^ 0 Seraphine I 

I will not condescend to make a “ scene,” 
But— if you needs have your crinoline — 

Good-bye I— you cannot have your Bural 
Dean, 0 Seraphine ! 


DER GOPHETUALiSCHEHOCHZEITYERElN. 

In Vienna a Club has been formed among 
young men of fashion for the encouragement of 
marriage with poor girls,” — J'amea JPayn, in 
** lUustraUd News^] 

0 YOUTH of Wien, what does this mean? 
Can yon forget you are 

All hochgehoren as of yore 
Was King Cophetua ? 


To wed a lot of girls sans dot 
Is strange, and yet you are 

Ko more airaid of beggar maid 
Than King Cophetua. 

But if you break the vow you take, 
And dowries get, you are 

A thousand pound to forfeit bound, 
Which beats Cophetua, 

So you by stealth can’t marry wealth, 
Not if in debt you are ; 

But, as we see, resemble the 
Late King Cophetua. 

0 men elsewhere, Mammas declare 
How hard to net you are ! 

You can’t be led poor girls to wed 
Like King Cophetua. 

Consider, then, these noble men, 

And you’ll regret you are 

‘Unmarried still, and quickly will 
Do like Cophetua 1 


Put a Srop to It! — A Correspondent, 
signing himself “ O’Noodxe,” asks, “What 
does this mean? See Cook’s Gxdde^'Booh to 
Paris^ page 23 * Visitors should take the 
precautions against pickpockets recommended 
by the Administration.’ ” A comma or a 
dash after “precautions,” and another 
after “pickpockets,” or put pickpockets into, 
brackets— handcuff ’em, in fact— and then 
0 Noodle will get at the sense of the 
paragraph. 


A DOLE-JPUL PROSPECT. 

Paster,— Wonder what the effect of the 
Bishop’s appeal to the “ loyal laity,” to come 
down heavily with Easter Offerings to the 
Clergy, will be ? Rather an exciting day for 
me. Hard-np is not the word for my con- 
dition at present. Can’t keep myself, and 
have to keep a Gardener and a Curate 1 

A lot of cast-off clothes arrive from “A 
Sympathetic Parishioner ! ” How degra- 
ding I Wish Bishop op Worcester hadn’t 
said that he knew a Clergyman who stayed 
in bed because he had no decent clothes to 
wear. Congregation seem to think he meant 
me! Two blankets, and a rig-ont of “Cel- 
lular under-clothing,” from “Church De- 
fence,” addressed to “Our Beloved hut 
Impoverished Incumbent.” Q,uite insulting I 
Give blankets to Gardener, and send the 
Cellular things to Curate, as his tendencies 
are distinctly monastic. 

Letter from a Newmarket Bookmaker! 
Says he hears I ’m in want of Easter Offerings, 
so he offers to “ put me on to a good thing for 
the Derby.” 1 am, apparently, to forward 
him a £5 note, and he returns me £50 
“without fail,” Tempting, but haven’t got 
a £5 note to send. 

Arrival at my quiet Yicarage’ of a donkey, 
a cow, two pigs, and a dozen barndoor 
fowls! Perhaps, in honour of the pigs, I 
might call this a “ sow Easter I ” The whole 
menagerie sent by neighbouring farmers. 
Wish ffiey’d send me arrears of rent for 
glebe instead; yet I daren’t ask for them 
Evidently intended as Easter “gifts in 
kind;” but not the kind I want. Send 
donkey on to Curate, and tether cow in back- 
yard, not having[ a field. Pi^s temporarily 
accommodated in back iutchen. Cook 
threatens to give notice. 

Oh^ehr . Offertory goes to me to-day ! 
Don’t half, like it. Ft el like a schoolboy 
expecting to be tipped. Curate rather glum. 


Finds he thinks my sending the donkey to 
him was meant to insult him. When I assure 
him it wasn’t, he cheers up, and says he ’ll 
hold the plate. Does so. ^ems very heavy. 
Curate distinctly winks at me, which is 
against the Rubrics, no doubt, but still 
seems to be an augury of happy tidings about 
the sum collected. On his way to Yestry, 
Curate whispers to me “ Two-fifty ! ” What 
does he mean? Is it two fifty pounds, or 
shillings? It’s neither— it’s pence/ Really, 
if this is all the “ loyal laity ” can do, I may 
as well disestablish myself. 

Best Easter Offering of all comes by post. 
Offer of position as Under-Cashier in a firm 
of eminent Bone-boilers. Write to accept 
offer with thanks. Better to boil bones for 
other people than to have all the fl.esh taken 
off my own. 

THE NEW COINAGE. 

Art will now adorn our purses, 

Hitherto an artless place ; 

More than pictures, songs, or verses, 

This should elevate the race. 

Is it safe to be prophetic ? 

Will the miser, once abused, 

Be considered quite sesthetie. 

With the connoisseur confused ? 

Will the hanker, grown artistic. 

Talk a jargon new and strange ? 

Will this fe^ng, subtle, mystic, 

Even reach the Stock Exchange ? 

Will it from the City banish 
Dress that artists should eschew ? 

Will the hallowed “ topper ” vanish. 

And the frock-coat fade from view ? 

Will the cabman now he willing, 

After driving half a mile, 

To accept a high-art shilling, 

Not with oaths, but with ajsmile ? 

Will the porter at the station 
While his thanks pause on his lip, 

Gaze in silent admiration 
At the beauty of his tip ? 

“ Music hath,” so Congreve stated, 

“ Charms to soothe the savage breast ” ; 

Numismatic art is fated 
May be to he likewise blest. 


NAILED! 

{Lord Dufferin aoid the Gallic Vermin,) 

[At the Annual Dinner of the British Chamber 
of Commerce in Paris, Lord Dtjfferin took 
occasion to refer trenchantly, but temperately, to 
the long series of calumnies lately directed against 
him by certain sections of the French Press.j 
Yes, Duffeein, yes, the Reptile Press 
Is not confined to realms Teutonic. 

You squelch it— could you well do less ? — 
With an urbanity fine, ironic. 

France is too cbivalrons, too polite. 

To back these crawlers, venomous, “ var- 
ment ” I — 

But our Ambassador does quite right 
To - brush them lightly from his garment. 


A Plucky” Answer. 

Q. Who was Procrustes ? What was the 
Bed of Procrustes ? 

A, He was an ancient philosopher who 
never would get up in the morning. Hence 
the word for a person who puts off or delays; 
viz , “ One who Procrustinates.” 

The Whittington Record Broken. — 
“Mr. Hurst,” The Athenceum gossip inf orms 
us, “ has been four times Mayor of Bedford.” 
He ouirbt to be perfect in the part, for cer- 
tainly it has been well re^hearsed. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FEOK TEE DUET OF TOBY, M.P. 

KouBe of Commons^ Monday^ Ttbruary 13. — House fllUed from 
floor to topmost range of gallery. Terrible rumour that it is also 
peopled underneath. Members sitting on two front benches 
evidently restless through opening passages of Mr. G.’s speech. 
Weird whispering heard, apparently rising from boots of First Lord 
of the TREASURr. Geandolph pricks up^ his ears ; fancies he 
recognises voice familiar in Harley Street. First thought, whispered 
commentary must come from Ladies' Gallery. Eight Hon. Gentle- 
men look up. and conclude it is too remote. Besides, Ladies never 
talk in the Gallery, 

“Moreover than which,” said Ferghtsson, staring stolidly at 
open network of iron floor, “it comes from guite different quarter.” 

Even Mr, G., absorbed as he was with great topic, evidently 
noticed the odd state of things, for towards end of magnifieent 


yore, on the long-suffering box ; the voice even^ better than it was 
for a certain period towards close of 1880 Parliament; the mental 
vision as clear; the fancy as luxuriant; the logic as irresistible; 
the musical swing of the stately sentences as harmonious. For two 
hours and a <5|^uarter, unfaltering, unfailing, Mr, G. held the 
unrivalled audience entranced, and sat down amid a storm of 
cheering, looking almost as fresh as the posy in his button- hole, 

Budnea done.— Mr. G. introduces Home-Rule Bill. 

Tweaday.— Colonel Satodbrson going about to-day just as if 
i nothing had happened yesterday. But something^ did. Little mis- 
! understanding arose in connection with appropriation of a Seat. The 
! Colonel, of course, in the row at the door of ^ the House, between 
eleven and noon. Two hundred Members waiting to get in as soon 
as doors opened. “ Nothing like it seen in civilised world since the 
rush for Oklohama,” says Lord Plateair, who has been in the 
United States. “Then, you remember, the intending settlers, 
gathering from all parts, bivouacked on line marked by military, 
and on appointed day, at fixed hour, at sound of gun, made the 



GE.>JTLEM:EX of the house of OOHHONS TAKtHG THEIR SEATS, MONDAY, FEbEUAET 13, 1893. 

speech he dropped his voice right down through the grating into the dash into the Promised Land. Lack some of those particulars here, 
chamber below, so that Strangers in distant Gallery lost the purport But the passion just the same; equally reckless ; every man first, 
of his words. Above-board — or rather above iron grating — House and the Sergeant-at-Arms take the hindmost.” 
presented spectacle worthy of occasion. Last time anything like it Playfair himself came down two hours later, intending to take 
seen was in April, 1886, when first Home-Rule Bill introduced, his seat in Peers’ Gallery, but, finding another mob at entrance, 
Singularly like ^ it this afternoon, with chairs blocking the floor almost as turbulent, concluded he would not add to the tumult by 
m fashion ^ which Lord- Chamberlain, looking down from Peers* wrestling with anybody for a place in the front rank. So, meeting 
GaUery, admitted he would not permit in any other theatre. Side- a Bishop, who had come down with similar intent and abandoned 
galleries tilled; Members thronging Bar, sharing the steps of endeavour from analogous reason, they went for a walk in the Park. 

s Chair, peeping round from behind its recess, sitting on Sattnderson not a man of that kind. Thoroughly enjoyed himseli 
the Gangway steps. The Lords’ Gallery thronged, with somewhat for exciting three-quarters of hour. Was in first flight of heated 
disqrd^ly fringe of Viscounts jostling each other on the steps. Not and disheveled senators who crossed the Bar when door flung open, 
an inch of room to spare iu^ the Diplomatic Gallery, whilst happy and elderly Messenger was simultaneously flattened at back of it. 
Stranges rose tier beyond tier on the benches behind. Over tiie Sadnderson dropped on to first convenient seat; folded his arms; 
clock H.R.H., dehonnaire as usual, able to extract fullest pleasure beginning to view the scene when, likA the person in the pastoral 
and interest out of passing moment. By his side, his son and heir ; poem, “ he heard a voice which said,” — “You ’re sitting on my hat I ” 
not the one who sat there on the April nighty nine years ago, but the “ Well,” replied Colonel, genially recognising Irish Member of 
younger brother, ^ith Cousin May ^cing him through the grille of same Province, hut another faith, “now you mention it, I thought 1 
Ladies Gallery, Many other gaps tilled up on floor of House, the did hear something crunch.” On examination, found remains of hat. 
created by the flitting of Brioht and Parnell. ‘ ‘ Come out of my seat ! ” said the other Ulster man. 

, J-he figure at table answering to Speaker’s call, the “ First Lord “Not at all,” said the Colonel. 

though different. Marvellously “ Then I ’ll take yoiil ” said the Ulster man. 

Httle d^erent, conmdermg all that has passed since ’86, and remem- “ Do so ” said the Colonel. Ulster man seized Oolojiel by collar 

when they come on top of fourscore, and coat, and tjigged violently. Rest of conversation was carried on 
^^tier the hair, paler the face and more furrowed j but the form with the Ulster man lying on his back, at full length, partly under ! 
stiU erect, the eye flashing, the right hand heating vigoroualy, as of bis seat. “ There was no hat here when I arrived,” said the Colonel. 
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“Then how did it get there said the Ulster man, under .the Saturday^ 12 '50, a.m. — Mr. G*. just brought in Home- Rule Bill, 
scat. amid ringing cheers from Ministerialists, who rise to their feet, and 

That’s fur you to explain,” said the Colonel, politely assisting wildly wave their hats as Pebmier passes to table. Been some 
Ulster man to rise. “ If, when a gentleman is taking his seat; effective speaking on this last night of Debate. ^ CHAMBEELAiisr, 
an Hon. Member places his hat upon it, accidents wOl happen.” Blare, and Johr Morley, each excellent in varied way. Only 
Ulster man threatens to bring question under notice of Speaker, few Members present to hear BoDKiisr insert maiden speech indinner- 
** Begad, I hope he will,” said the Colonel, smiling grimly. “ If hour. A remarkable effort, distinguished, among other things, by 
you know the centleman, Toby, tell him I ’ll keep him in hats necessity of Speaker twice interposing, second time with ominous 
through L*^ap Year if he ’ll only do it. I should like to give the threat that Bodkik could not be tolerated much longer. Bodkik, 
House an unadorned narrative of the incident. Johk Roche’s resuming thread of his discourse, humbly apologised, kept his eye 
deer-stealing story would be nothing to it.” (Bodkik’s eye) warily on Speaker, and, when he saw him pre- 

Busine^ done.— Debate on Home-Rule Bill. paring to rise for third time, abruptly resumed his seat, — returned 

TAttrsdjy.— GRAKDOLPH back again at old post on Front Opposition hurriedly to the needle-case, so to speak,— and thus avoided worse 
Bench. All the Parliamentary world gathered to greet him. H.R.H. j things. 

I in old familiar seat over clock, whence, up to Monday, hi^ pl*acrn<; ■ Home-Ru'^e Bill read a First Time, 

presence had long been missed. Hot a seat vacant on 
door of House. Galleries crammed, whilst, through grille 
of Ladies’ Gallery, bright eyes rained influence. Gr^k- 
itOLFH had arranged to resume Debate on Home-Rule 
Bill ; should have come ou bright and fresh as soon as 


<]p€stions were over. Meanwhile sat on Front Opposi- 
tion Bench, awaiting the signal to dash in. Inces- 


1 i.( 


0h 

&rj: 


sandy playing with beard, in fashion that testified to 
Everything excellently planned, the man, the hour, H | 

and the surroundings. Only thing forgotten was the l|l| r ‘ 

dog— dog, you know, that has a little place down at ■ / 

Epsom, and turns np on course j ust as the ranged horses H ■ li ^ 

are straining at the bit, and the flag is upheld for the lh|| j |!Tirni^^ o ' 

fall. On this occasion, Irish dog, of course. Introduced Bj ! 

in artfuUest way. Esmokde, mildest-mannered man ■ f 

that ever whipped for Irish party, casually, as if he , iU**^ ^ ^ 

were inviting him to have a cigarette, asked Wolmer ^ ^ ^ 

across House whether it was true that he had called VjSj » “O 

Irish Members “ forty paid mercenaries ” ? Wolmer, an ^ - iT ' 

equally well-dressed, civil-spoken young man, smilingly fy(f 

admitted that it was quite true he had couched a remark -lli %( 

in the terms quoted, hut had certainly not meant any.- (11 1 j 

thing offensive to Irish Members. Indeed general aspect =1/ I \ ' J 

of noble Lord, and his tone, suggested feeling of surprise 11 1 \ -, ^ 

that Esmoede and his friends should not rather have K ^ ^ \ 

feU^on^limentcd observation ehaUenged. ^ ^ I ^ ^ 

set-to without gloves. Sextok suddenly dashed ^i^ \ ^ 

a^dj^th back-^^ded stroke ^ Wolmee, went for ^ ^ ^ 

carried on^^with irresistible vigour, swee^i^ down y 

earlier resistance of Speaker. Showed what Sextok 'G f ^ 

can do when so deeply moved as to forget himself, and If f i f 

resist besetting temptation to play the fatal windbag, ft I # JJ ft > 

An hour-and-half’s tussle all round House; at end li J j ^ W 

Irish held the field, and. without dissentient voice, Times 1 1 ^ 

arMe decl^d to “ gross and scandalous breach of ^ ^ Hh^ 

But the hour and half had passed, and with it Rak- k 3 saBeassBKmmsmmmmi\i\ — ” ■ 'i™ 

. “ ^^ING FOE THE TIMES 1 --CHAEGE OF ■•MEECENAEIES.” 

in Quick succession. After scene like that, which to- the breach (of privilege) dear Friends I”— iTmyy A, Act iii. b. 1. 

night filled House with fire and smoke, anything that follows isjanti- 

climax. It was a cruel fate, which Grahdolph bore uncomnlain- 

- — —1 _ J J. * • i -rv./i,, — m T*>' r a i-v t ttv tt.tv •rx'.'r /“jTTTr , r i • -.'.".-k n, ^ — 
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'GOING FOR THE TIMES ! ’’—CHARGE OF MERGE NARIES.*“ 


ingly, and fought against with quiet courage. Painfully nervous 
w^n he broke the silence of two years, the still crowded House had 
difficulty in catching his opening sentences. But, as he went on, 
he recovered himself, and regained mastery over an audience 
evidently eager to welcome his permanent return to position of old 
supremacy. 

Business done , — The Wanderer returned. Slow music. Air — 
* Come, ICill the fatted Calf?' 


REAL “DIPLOMACY.” 

No doubt of it ! A great diplomatic stroke on tbe part of 
Jotk Hare is this revival of Diplomacy -i,e., Sardotj's Dora 


THE OLD FRENCHMAN AND THE YOUNG. 
{After a Well-known Original,) 

“You are old, ‘Xc Grand Franqais? ” the young Frank said, 
“And your hair has heocme very white. 

Yet the Judges award you five years, it is said— 

I can’t think, at your age, it ’s quite right.” 

“ Such Gaul gratitude, hoy 1 ” Le Grand Francais replied, 

As it brightens history’s page ; 

youth I served France, was her boast and her pride ; * 
And France has forgotten my age.” 


ia an English- made drera-at the Gaxriak Theatre. Annnequivooal “ I heab," said Mr^. R., “ thit there is some questiott of real or 
snccess (ol -which m«e in our next ’) on Saturday night for every- sham Constables at Rarlington House. Why not refer it to the 
b<my ; and, after me Play was over, the audience, inspired by Chief Commissioner of Police ? ” 

■mr oalled Mr, and Mrs. BANCEOPr before the curtain. — — 


in the course of an admirable little speech, said, 
.c 1 A here till next week, I should not be able to express all I 
feel. ^ Now as, by the right time, it was exactly 11*54 P.if. Satur- 
day night, this clever lady would certainly not have been able in tbe 
time to express all she felt, or to say all sne would have liked to say 
seeing there were only six minutes left before “ next week” began. 


Sad, but True. 

Your .journalist may he a scribe of sense, or comicality, 
Avoiding the sensational, the silly, ana’ the shoppy ; 
But he can never make a claim to true originality, * 
His contributions always being recognised as “ copy.” 


{Cr whetter MS., Printed Matte*, Drawings, or Pictures of any degoriptloB, irill 

Se?e be no*^^'tion aocompamed by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Ctover, « Wrapper. . To ihS rul# 
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A BALLAD OF WEALTHY WOOIHC. IKDERWIC 

Ah, why, my Love, receive me “ I do not wish tc 

With syjiQh tip-tilted scorn ? Indeewick, Q.C., is ret 

Self-love can scarce retrieve me in the course of examii 

From obloquy forlorn; divorce case, but, in 

’Twas not my fault, believe me, announcement, which 

That wealthy I was born. comment from the Ju6 

Of IS'ature’s gifts invidious was too strong for hi 

I ^d choose I know not which ; “ but Artists’ models i 

One might as well be hideous of virtue, are they ? ” 

As shunn’d because he ’s rich. means new, of course 

0 Love, if thou art bitter, beforehand, and he co 

Then death must pleasant be ; weak heroine, who yie 

I I know not which is — — 

fitter, 

Notl— (oris’ t“ not 
me ”?) 

’Tis not that thou abhor- 
rest, [mould ! 

Oh, maid of dainty 
The f oison of the florist, 

The goldsmith’s craft 
of gold; 

Norless than others storest 
Rare pelts by furriers 
sold; 

But knowing I adore thee, 

And deem all graces 
thine, [thee 

My choicest offerings bore 
' Just because they are 
mine. [deceiver. 

Then smile not, dear 
Keep no kind word 
for me, [ceiver 
Enough that the re- 
Is thou— (or is it 
“thee ” ?) 

When others come, how 
trimly [sail! 

Thou sett’st thy chatty 
For me alone all dimly 
Seemeth the sun to fail. 

Young Frank he frown- 
eth grimly, 

And thou turn’st 
haughty pale. 

’Tis not the taint of 
“ City,” 

For here be scores who 
sport [pretty 

Their Mayfair manners 
In Cop - the - Keedle 
Court. [coolly, 

Ah, chill me not so 
A Croesus though 

1 be— [trul? 

The one who loveth 

I swear is I — (or 
“me” ?) 

But what availeth gram- 

AsZght in straitest ' BYE-ELECTION-OLOGY. 

rru i.T. n Glodj/S, “ LISTEN, . SiBYL. PaPA HAS WON A GrBAT MoEAL YiGTORT ^ 

Inenammer oithe Cram- does a Moral Viotoey mean exactly?” 


T? T> n > Sibyl {wh) has 

horging Bellona’s the Victims oe 

tools— — 

Or words that humbly stammer tion in a French novel or play, usually sale by describing him as “a Whistler,” 

Regardless of the rules ? acknowledges “ /or< mo».” James McKeele, “of that ilk,” was of 

And wha,t availeth fretting. The inflammable mate^als being ' in close opinion that this description, supposing the 

Deep sighs, and dwindling waist, contact, there* was nothi^ to ’inder-wick animal to have been “a gentiine Whistler,” 

And what the sad forgetting from catching fire when in proximity to a ought to have increased its value considerably. 

Of culinary taste, spark of genius. Yet so powerfully had the r— - 

Since stul thou fondly spurnest eminent ftueen’s Counsel’s prefatial apology The Musical Coster Graze. 

Five hundred thou, (or “thee.”?) affected the Court and the audience, that Have you a copy of Costa’s 

And on young Stoney tumest his saucy saRy— (for there is life in the old Shopman, Ho, Sir ; we have none of Che- 

Love’s^ye— (orisit “me”?) sally yet, whether in our alley or in this vaxier’s sonffs. 

. ' ' . , Court)— was not followed by the usually = — 

/ / reported “ laughter.” How was it received ? Sitpebiatiye!— The appointment of Mr. 

Conclusion. — To be virtuous for Doubtless with decorous silence and down- Dupe, M,P.. to be Govemor of New South 
Yirtims sake, without pmpeot of reward, cast eyes, expressive of sweet memorijes of Wales is a “positive” good, seeing that they 

tl IS IS to be good for nothing I dear old jokes made long ago, in happier might have appointed** a comparativeDuffer.” 


INDEE WICKEDNESS brighter times, “when aR the world 

^ ^^4 . When a good old joke is again brought 

1ndeewtck,Q,.C., IS reported to have observed mto Court with or without apology, instead 
m the course of exapuning the pl^tiff in a of its being received with respectful sRence, 
divorce case, but, in spite of this pathetic we should like to read that it was greeted 
announcement, which passed without any with “tears” or “sobs.” It would, mdeed, 
comment foom the Jndge, the ruling passion not be unbecoming on the part of the Judge 
was too stiong fmr him, and he oontinned, if, nnable to control his emotion, he had 
but^tists models are not always models immediately arisen, and, in broken judicial 
or virtue, are they ? Not new, not by any utterances, had adjourned the Court for the 
means new, of co^se, but he had apologised day, out of respect to the memory (for old 
beiorehand, and he couldn t help it; as the jokes) of the Leader or Junior who had 
weak heroine, who yields to strong tempta- apologetieaRy perpetrated one. Should Mr. 

— — Indeewick try this again, 

the new effect, as above 
suggested, may be ob- 
tafiied to the satisfaetiou 
of aR parties, except, 
maybe, those to the suit, 
“whom,” as one learned 
brother might say with 
another, and stiR pro- 
founder apology, “such 
a proceeding would not 
suit at all.” 

iUNES ON A LIFE- 
BELT. 

(After Waller's a 
(Girdle:^) 

[“According to the evi- 
dence of the only two wit- 
nesses who sailed with her, no 
life-helts were forthcoming, 
when the Life-helts might 
have given many of those on 
board a last chance of life,” 
— The “ Times ” on the In- 
quiry into the Wreck of the 
“ MoumantaJ^I 
Shipwrecked Fassenger 
loquitwr : — 

That which would give 
me ease of mind, [find. 
And hope of life, I cannot 
No monarch but would 
give his crown 
For a Life-belt, when 
ships go down. 

It wouldreReve extremest 
fear. 

That circlet Rght, that 
cork-lined sphere ; 

But imdark nooks below, 
above, [trifles shove ! 
The careless crew such 


A narrow compass, and 
yet there 

Dwells safety, but for 
want of care. 

Give me the Belt, which 
can’t be found, 

rivri- I might Hve. who 

BYE-ELECTION-OLOGY. must be drowned! 

Gladys, ** Listen,. Sibyl. Papa has won a Great Moral Victory What •:====== 

ss A Moral Victory mean exactly ? ” . A certain noble Lord 

Sibyl {who has had more eaeperience), “Oh, it means — ^wbll, that wb Anvt to be snpposed to have 
THE Victims oe Political Economy, and not oo to London, after all ! ” somewhat disparaged 

: — - — — one of his horses on 




PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEI. 


[March 4 , 1893 . 


& 




'ii 












i^i 


mi 


Wi 


b-^’' la; 












kXK—"Lomly mgU:* Dissenting Anti^Ohurch Mice sing > 


Lotbit Cheese I Lovely Cheese ! 

To Church Mice thou art most dear, 
But do please, hut do please 
Let us also share thy cheer : 

in At t_ tt *V 


TTAAMiU UOtWUAUO VUA VUCeUUBy 

How many joys Church Mice have known I 
Lovely Cheese ! Lovely Cheese I 

I^Qg: we Ve yearned to draw more 
To the ease, toothsome ease, [near 
Of the dwellers in thy sphere I 


Lovely cheese ! Lovely cheese ! 

When a mouse thy cover nears, 

Growlinjf fit his heart to freeze, 

Some keen-claw]d (Church) cat appears. 
But now — that knife portends a boon ; 

Monopoly slice by slice ^twill slay. 

We, tooj may get— let it be soon !— 

Our bit of cheese, some day, some day ! 
Lovely Cheese I Lovely uheese 1 
WTien that cover ’s lifted clear. 

With what ease, with what ease 
W e poor mice may share Church cheer I 


Thebe was a feeling of uncertainty in the 
House of Cdsmons last Wednesday, as to what 
should be tak^ to constitute “A Beligious 
Body,” ITot to go harking back to the JElev. 
Sydney Smith’s definition of “ a Corpora- 
tion” — which, without speaking it profanely, 
ca^ot be here quoted without ofEending eyes 
polite,— one may say that ‘ * AReligious Body ” 
18 a contradiction in terms. It is simply ‘‘A 
Soul-less Thing,” "" 

“ Wha.t ’s the name of that German Beer ? ” 
asked Mrs. R., “I rather think it is Pil-seii- 
ner. It sounds to me more like medicine,” 
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THE MAN FROM BLANKLEY^S. 

A Story ik Sorites. 


conmliment I don’t deserve. I’m so^ to say I can’t claim to be ! 
ball as nseM a member of tbe oommtinity as any of the very obliging 


A Story ik Sorites. attentive gentlemen in Mr. BLAjirKLBT ’s employment. If 1 ’m 


express her feelings hy more than a contemptuoiis glare. 

TJncle Gabriel. My— ab— love, yon didn’t bear me. I was saying 
I’ve almost prevailed on Ms Lordsbip 


The Others. A literary man ! As if that made it any better I 
Lord Strath. I merely mention it beeanse it led me to write to i 
Mr. Caetotichr — whom I happened to bear of as a famons 


Mrs, Gilwattle {becoming articulate). His LordsMp, indeed! If collector— and ask to be allowed to call and inspect Ms collection. 
^Aa^’saLord, I don’t wonder yon ’re such a Radical I Mr. CARTorrcHE (who lives, I believe, at No. 92, next door) very 

Uncle 6ra&. Why— why— what’s come to yon, Joajjtka? My kindly wrote, givmg me leave, and inviting me to dine at tbe same 

Lord, I hope yon ’ll excuse her — she ’s a little time, and — fiiow it was nnpardonably careless of me— but some- 

Mrs, Gil. Fiddlesticks! Ton’ve been made a fool of, Gabriel ! bow I came here instead, and, Mr. and Mrs. Tidmarsh being both 
Can’t yon see for yourself too— er— hospitable to nnde- 


tbat be ’s neither tbe manners 
nor yet tbe appearance of a 
real nobleman— or anything 
but what he is f 

Uncle Gab. [dropping Lord 
S.’s arm). Eh ? If you ’re not 
a Lord, what else are yon ? 

Lord Strath, (wavering 
between wrath and amuse^ 
ment). Afraid I can’t en- 
lighten you— I’m extremely 
curious to know myself. 

Mrs. Tid. [distractedly). Ob, 
Aunt, it wasn’t my fault, 
really ! Montagitb would 
have Mm I And — and we sent 
round to say be woul^’t be 
required — we did indeed ! 
Please, please don’t tell any- 
body I 

Mrs. GU. [rigidly). It is 
my duty to let everyone here 
know bow disgracefully we 
have been insulted to-night, 
Maria, and might have gone 
away in ignorance, but for 
that innocent child — ^wbo has 
done nothing, that I can see, 
to deserve being shaken like 
that! J’m not going to sit 
by in silence and see a man 
passed oQ as a Lord who is 
nothing more nor less than one 
of the assistants out of Blark- 
iby’s shop, Mred to come and 
fill a vacant seat I Yes, Ga- 
briel, if you doubt my word, 
look at Maria— and now ask 
that young man to dine I 
l^Projound sensation among 
the company. 

Uncle Gab. I — ah — ^with- 
draw the invitation, of course 
—it is cancelled, Sir, can- 
celled I 

Feminine Murmur, I had a 
feeling, the moment he came 
in, as if— so thankful now I 
didn’t commit myself by so 
much as — ah, my dear, it all 
comes from a desire to make a 
show ! — &c., &o. 

Uncle Gab, It’s the bare- 







too — er— hospitable to unde- 
ceive me, I never found my 
mistake out till too late to put 
it right, without inconveni- 
encing everybody. That ’s 
really all. 

[Uneasy reaction in the 
company. 

Uncle Gab, [pompously). 
Ha — hnm — no doubt that 
puts a somewhat different 
complexion on the case, but 
it doesn’t e:^lain your con- 
duct in calliag yourself Lord 
Sthathfoozlexjm, or what- 
ever it was. 

Lord Strath, I tMnk you 
mean Straths® orrait. I did 
call myself that, because it 
happens to he my name. 

Mrs, Tid, [passionately). I 
don’t believe it .... I canH , 
If it is, why did Miss Seaton 
call you “ Mr. Claypole ” P 
Lcrrd Strath, I beg your 
pardon— Claymore. Because, 
when we last met, I was 
Boxtolas Claymore, with no 
. prospect whatever, as it 
seemed then, of being any- 
thing else. 

Mrs. Tid, [faintly). Then 
he really is— O A 

[She sinks on the couch, 
f" crushed, 

fM*! Uncle Gab, Ha, weE, my 
j Lord, I’m glad tMs littie 
^ y misunderstanding is so satis- 
factorily cleared up, and if I 
may venture to ho^ for the 
honour of your^ company, — 
shall we say Friday wee-; — 
(Lord S. looks at him steadily.) 
— Oh, if your LordsMp has some 
better engagement, well and 
good. Makes no difference 
to me, I assure you. Joanna, 
our carriage must be here by 
now, say good-bye and have 
done with it! Good-night, 
Maria, I’ll see you don’t 
— _ expose me to this again ! 

[ Scene XII.— guests have 

cj „ aU taken leave with ex-> 

m a Settee. tremely frosty farewells ; 

Mr. Tedmarsh is downstairs superintending their departure, 
Gweitnib has been pardoned on Lord S.’s intercession, and 
dismissed, in much bewilderment, to bed, Mrs. Tidmarsh and 
Lord Strathsporran are alone, , ^ , 



I can’t get over. Come, Mr. Shopwalker, CoTJNTEBmiPER, or Mr. Tidmarsh w a 

whatever you really are^hat have you got to say for yourself ? Gwenn]® has been par^d on Lord S. s and 

Lord Strath, Say ? why dismissed, in much bewilderment, to bed, Mrs. AIDMAESH ana 

[He struggles to control his countenance for a moment, until he Lord Sii^THpoRR^ ai^ alone, T 4 -in*-nir 

is convulsed at last by irrepressible laughter. . ^ Mrs. Tid. {^^tpcaUv), Oh, Lord St^thspoeran, when I ihmk 

TiBiaKSHUs). He’s latighiny— positiTely howl—— i __ in 

atUsI Thebrazennessofitl Lord Strath. Only, I hope, t^t yoti forgive my stupidity m 

Lord Strath, {regaining composure). I-I ’m awfully sorry, hut it blundwmg in here as I did, Mrs. Troni^. 
struds: me suddenly as so — - After aU, the joke is only against Mrs. Tid. It was a good ded your faidt. H you h^^y^ 
mysetf. ITo himadf.) Must try and get my unfortunate hostess who you really ■w«^if my busied had not hem itot ^i^h to 
out of Ms fix— not ttiat she deserves^itl [Aloud.) H you wiU misunderstand— if Mms Sniioir hafi been mwe straightforwaia, all 

vou’d beliter leave it there I ^6 ? least, have no reason to regret it. Ana, ii .^ay ast 

’ Lord, strath. I can’t, indeed. I must make you all unctotod one. last inWmo^ .wffl ym^— let me have an opportunity of 
that tMs well-meaning lady with the MgMy-developed sense of duty saymg to Mim Seaton r ' t VTinw 

has done our host an/hostess a grave i^'ustioe, besides paying me a 1 Mrse Tid, She, she doesn’t deserver-Qik, I don t know what I m 


Mrs, Tid, {^stericaUy), Oh, Lord Strathsporran, when I think 
ow I What can 1 ever say to you? . . . 


lying gUMU-WJfC W JILIOO WJWVXVJ-V i . 1 w 

Mrse Tid, She, she doesn’t deserve — Oh, I don’t know I'm 
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Monsieur! d vos ordres I ” 'when Orloff suddenly breaks out into 
“the language of diplomacy,’^ did not ^ectrify the house. On the 
contaaxy, the^ audience took it very quietly, awaiting with some 
curiosity the interference of Henry Beauclerc^ And it was at thia 
point that the services of Mr. John Hake in this character were 



Baron Cedi Stein and Lady Renry Bcmoroft Fairfax {with original 
model of Strashourg Clock ) — “Here we are again ! ” 
inyaluahle. Hever had his crira incisive style produced more marked 
effect. It is a pity that in the Third Act, wnich being the weak point 
of the play requires all the strength of the actor to be seriously 
employed, Mr. Hake should have given a very light comedy, nay, 
even a farcical touch to his treatment of the “ business’^ of sniffing 
the perfume — ^when he is literally “on the scent” — and to the 


momentous 'situation of his interview with Zicka^ “ Maintemni d 
nos deux / ” Odd that, in his treatment of the strength of the scent, 
S^noTT should l^ve shown the feebleness of his method. Yet so it is. 
The play, at^this point, being practically played out, he carelesdy 

chucks j.the puppets into a 

corner. He has made his 
great scenes, and there .‘’s an 
end of it; let the weakest 
go!to^the wall. 

Last of all to be mentioned 
with unstinted praise is 
Miss Kate Bokke. It is as 
weB to remember through- 
out that we are vdtnessing 
a play of semi-French, not 
purely domestic Englishlife, 
and the essence of the play 
could not be adapted to 
ordinary English notions. 

Julian Beauclerc, for ex- 
ample, in England, would 
never have challenged Count 
Orloff; he might have had 
“ a deuce of a row with 
him ” ; et voild tout^ Dora^ 
as a young Irish girl, and 
not, as she is here, a half- 
breed, would never have 
threatened to suicide herself 
out of the window, though 
all else she, as a not parti- 
cularly well-educated, but 
certainly very impulsive 
girl, might probably have 
done. Her great scene, 
where she bangs her fists 
against the locked doors, 
shrieking to her husband to 
return'— an effect to be led 
up to and made within the 
space of a minute— was, if I 
may be allowed to say, so, 
without being suspected of 
exaggeration, “just per- 
fect.” That some consider- 
able time will elapse before 



Scent ZiexA — from a ([guilt) -stained-glass 
Kussian window. 


the enthusiasm aroused by this revival dies out among the patrons 
and lovers of the Drama-at-its-best is the private opinion, publicly 
expressed, of Tours, truly, “ The One Man Seen ” in a Box. 

P.S.— When Diplomacy shall have accomplished its Hundred 
Mghts, Mr. Hake can announce its Scentenary. 


A LAST STBAW. 

{By One who has to Make Bricks with It,) 

[“ . . . It is rumoured that a measure wiU 
shortly be introduced for transferring the duties 
of Kevising Barristers to Magistrates.’*] 

Go, tell the budding blooms they ^11 ne’er 
have dew more, 

Go, doom the summer trees to languish 
leafiess — 

A like effect this ultra-fiendish rumour 

Works in the drooping bosoms of the 
Briefiess. 

No more Beviserships I No paltry pittance 

For Themis’ harvesters, too often sheafless ! 
Is this the Constitution, once Great Britain’s ; 

This, your provision for the meekly 
Briefiess? 


As well proclaim to such as slave at Sessions, 
A world unburglarised and wholly thief- 
less. 

As rob the least rewarded of professions 
Of its ancestral comfort for the Briefless. 


What ’s to become of us ?— I speak for many, 
Idle* and “Unemployed,” but oh! not 
griefless : 

Please, please kind, Government to spare a 
pen^, 

Or yet Trafalgar Square shall rouse the 
Briefiess. 



Yes! Don’t imagine, uncomplaining 
creatures [cniefiess ; 

Are quite disorganised and limp, and 
Our jaw is one of our most drastio features. 
And Art is long, though life perforce be 
Briefiess. 


“ ‘Ben’ Tkovato.”— Odd that the French 
author of such truly Parisian stories as Cceur 
d^Actrice, H Amour pour Hire, Flirtage, 
and others du mime genre, should be named 
“ThIiET.” There is a “du” before the French 
author’s name, and it is of course proverbisi 
that even a certain person in the Lower House 
shall have his “due.” ’Tis just this, that, 
as far as name goes, differentiates him from 
t’other TnxETj winch his Christian name is 
Ben.” 

Further Fall in Irish Stocks. 

{Vide Daily Tapers, Feb, 24, 1893.) 
THOtroH mongers of panic, with malice 
Satanic, 

The credit of Ireland be troublin’. 

Home Buie cannot shake her, nor severance 
break her. 

So long as her eapitaVs D[o)ulilinf 


Wbathek Fokbcast bt Mks. B.—“ After 
this cold snowy weather,” she observed, 
maoularly, “we may expect what they call 
‘ equally obnoxious gales.’ ” 





PUTTING IT PLEA.SANTLT. 

[Mr. Fomsa announced the Govemment'a ■willingnera to appoint “a 
i small Commission’* to consider how the City could be amalffmnated with the 
rest of London.] 

“ Billy, Billy, come and be killed I 
Cri^ go<^ Mrs, Bond to the ducks, in the story. 

Oonceiye with what rapture the victims were thrilled, 

And tl^ picture the joy of our Turtle friends, filled 
With sweet premonitions of glory I 

ITo little testudinate triflers are these, 

of doom unforbodingly playing, 
ihe cwk*s charming manners are likely to please, 

But the fiash of that knife Snapping Turtles might freeze, 

Tis so strangely suggestive of — slaying. 

T^ civic Brer Terrapin* certainly seems 
A content with its time-honoured station. 

men” may dream highly optimist dreams, 

But Turtledom feareth.what Turtledom deems 
The perils of— Unification I 

“ f?^o compulsion, of course, only, darlings, you must I ” 
That’s them reading aufond of the C. C. Cook’s attitude. 
Amalgamate ’ Us ? Boosed cool, most unjust I 
lour offer inspires us with dismal distrust, 

Your Commission ’ won’t move us to gratitude. 

“ traditions of Old London Town, 

We Turtles, ^ay leave ns alone, and don’t bother I 
Amalgamate f Nay, on the notion we frown ! 

Like t^lion and lamb we ’ll together lie down 

When the one is safe inside the other ! ” 

alas ! But the new Mrs, Bond 
Means mischief , we fear, with her kind “ Billy, Billy I ” 
well may the Turtles droop fins and despond. 

When the snug isolation of which they ’re so fond. 

They must part with at last, T^y-mUy ! 


WAGES. 

J [A long way after Lord Termysm,) 

[** Lord WoLMBX .... pointed out that Mr. Gladstone’s majority of 
mrty would be wiped out if the * paid mercenaries ’ of the Irish- American 
motions were withdrawn, or were even unable to keep up a steady attendance 
mthe House of Commons.”— Times, 

“The proposed Bill to Provide for the Payment of Members of Parliament 
... is a bold attempt to transfer to the tax-payers of Great Britain the 
burden of supporting at Westminster the Irish Kationalist Members. 

^ishman, glory of orator, going it strong, 

Paid by his countrymen’s mites from across the Atlantic Sea — 
Ulory of Pat, to spout, to struggle, right Ireland’s old wrong I 
Nay, but they aim not at glory, or Home Buie (swears Wolmek, 
swears he): 

Give ’em the glory of living on us and our L. S. B. I 

swells axe high ; if high wage to a Minister ’s just. 
Snail we have the heart low wages to hard-worked M, P.’s to 
deny? 

M^cenanes f Wbat then are those toffs in high places of trust, 
Who nve on our golden largess ? Will Wolmek inform us just 
why 

We may give wages to Wealth, and not unto Poverty? 

** Down Among* the Dead Men,” 

Ebriosus loquitw : — 

Silly spook-hunters show a wisji to l^axn 
If {hie,'} departed spiritsh e’er return! 

Bid they, I should not have so dry a throttle. 

Not would it cost so mush to— passh the bottle 1 
Thersb no returning {hie .') of Spiritsh fled, 

And {hie!) “ dead men ” — worsh luck ! — continue dead I 

WAimD Badly,— A “close time” for Autograph-hunting. 
^ d *^ade game 




PUTTING IT PLEASANTLY! 

K. “DILLT, DILLT, DILLT! COME AND BE AMALGAMATMD ! ! 
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A TRUSTY KNIGHT. 

Tommy {who has undertaken to escort his fair Cousin to see the Hounds draw C&oert), And tott know totj needn’t mind all these 
Men. It’s all eight, as you’ve got another Iellow with ^sroxr.” 


ME. PUNCH'S CHILD'S GUIDE 
TO KNOWLEDGE. 

Question, What is a holiday ? 

Answer, The hard work of that weari- 
some pursuit known as “pleasure.” 

Q, To whom are holidays profitable ? 

A, To the butchers, the pastry-cooks, and 
last, but certainly not least, the doctors. 

Q, What are the ends of holidays ? 

A, Pills and Bills. 

Q, What are pills ? 

A, The means by which fortunes are made, 
and in another sense Clubs kept select. 

Q, And BiUs ? 

A, Necessary evils laid on the table in the 
House of Commons, and thrown into the 
waste-paper basket in the domestic circle. 

Q, What is Parliament ? 

A, An assembly of men in which h^ts are 
Worn when the Members don’t want to talk, 
and removed when they wish to show what 
amount of brains they may possess. 

Q, What is’a hat ? 

A, Generally a nuisance. 

Q, What is cover ? 

A, The profit made by an Outside Broker 
out of his too confiding customers. 

Q. What is the difference between an 
Outside Broker and an Inside Broker ? 

A, One is associated with the Stock Ex- 
ohangre, and the other is usually made com- 
fortable with a pot of beer and a penny 
paper in the kitchen. 

, Q* What is a kitchen ? 


A. The source from which happiness or 
misery flows under the superintendence of a 
cook. 

Q, Describe a cook. 

As a food-preparer he, or she, is often 
an executioner. 

Q. What is a century ? 

A, When obtained by a cricketer, an 
honour ; when achieved by an individual, a 
distinction that must be shortly followed 
by extinction. 

Ottb Booking-Office. — John Olivee 
HoBBEs’slast contribution to Fishee Unwin’s 
charming Pseudonym Library is weU named 
A Study in Temptations, It is not in 
itself an attractive title, but it accurately 
indicates the style of the book. It is a study 
for a novel rather than an accomplished work. 
One expects, my Baronite says, that in some 
leisure time the author will come back ^d 
finish it. It is well worth the labour, being 
full of living characters. Lady Warheck 
in particular, is excellent, reminiscent of, and 
worthy of Thackeeat. The temptingly 
arranged pages glitter with shrewd thoughts 
admirably phrased. Baeon de B.-W. 

No Doubt as to the Answee. — In the 
list of “Noblemen and Gentlemen” (invi- 
dious distinction, by the way) attending the 
LevSe at St, James’s Palace, whose name 
would be always found?— Why that of 
“ JlMES 0. Eobbes, of CoTse^^ 


NEW (NORWEGIAN) NONSENSE VERSL 

{After seemg Ibs&rCs Dramas, ) 

There was a young female in Norway, 

Who fancied herself in a poor way, 

Because she felt that 

Her sweet sex was squeezed fiat, 

As though caught in cold Destiny’s doorway. 

This rebellious young woman of Norway 
Cried, “Man, in his coarse, brutal boor-way, 
Would wipe his' big f^t 
On my sex soft and sweet ; 

But J’U be no mere mat in Man’s doorway ! ” 

And so this young woman of Norway 
Got Ibsen to write, in cock- sure way, 
Concerning her woes, 

And tip-tilted her nose, [way I ” 
Crying, “iVoto womankind will have more 

But alas ! this young woman of Norway 
StiU feels that her soul ’s in a poor way. 
Because, in a play. 

She won’t charm (so they say) [way. 
Or draw crowds througn the theatre’s door- 

Latest a Peopos of the Covent Gabden 
Fancy Deess Bails. — “Of course,” ob- 
served Mrs. R., “ as ladies do not want to be 
recognised, they simply go in dummy noses.” 

Legal Q,ueet. — ^When a leading Barrister 
gets someone to “ devil” for him, may the 
latter’s occupation be correctly described as 
“ devilry” ? 
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“IL Y EN A TOUJOURS UN QUI AIIVIE-ET L’AUTRE 
QUI TEND LA JOUE.” 

Ee, *‘AhI toit’d think a Pbecioits Lot more of mb, Matilda, if I was 
ONLY Six Feet high 1 ’* 

She. “Yes, Dearest I But then you wouldn’t think such a Precious 
Lot of Me! ” 


An Orleans Plum.— Prince Henri d’Orleans (says the Times) has just been 
rebuking the British people for the Chanyinism of their Oriental policy. Like 
the late M. Masseb, whose shade he invokes, the young Prince seems to object 
to us, not because we commit any specific acts of hostility, but “because we 
look on in a most aggravating fashion.” This is truly funny I One country may 
steal a— Tonkin, but another may not look over a boundary ! Prince Henet 
presents a^ peculiarly close parallel to Keene’s infuriated (and incoherent) 
Paterfamilias, who angrily cmnmanded his silent son “ not to look at him in that 
tone of voice I ” 


Opera and Disestablishment. — La Damnation de Faust was produced most 
successfully at the Theatre at Monte Carlo. According to some stem moralists, 
who regard the Principality as a gamblinff-helL u]^n earth, this particular Opera 
was in a quite congenial atmosphere. • Odd that in the two Principalities, Monte 
Carlo and Wales, the objects for Disestablishment should be so diametrically 
opposite. In Wales it is the particular Church, and at Monte Carlo it is the not- 
at-aU-particular t’other word, unmentionable twice in the same paragraph to 
ears .polite. 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTEACTED FROM THE DIARY OP TOBY, M.P. 

Souse oj Commons, Monday, February 20. — Hew 
Chairman to-day; dropped in in most carnal way. 
Wondered to see Melloe wandering about Library ^d 
corridors at three o’clock in afternoon in full evening 
dress. “Hoing out to tea?” I asked, in my genid 
way. 

‘ * Order ! order ! ” said Melloe ; “ the Hon. Member 
will please give notice of that question.” And he 
staged ofi:, trying to convey to the mind of his as- 
tonished interlocutor as near au approach to back view 
of Courtney as could be attained, without loan of late 
Chairman’s famous summer pantaloons. 

Everything explained later. Soon as questions over, 
Mr. G-., rising and fixing gUttering eye on Speaker, 
observed^ “ I beg to move that yon. Sir, do now leave 
the Chair.” Strangers in G-allery pricked up their 
ears ; thought Speaker been doing sometMng, and was 
uow in for it. Right Hon. Gentleman offered no 
defence, hut meekly left Chair. Mr. G. up again like 
a shot. “I beg to move that Mr. Melloe do take 
the Chair,” he said. Then Melloe (fortuitously on 
spot in evening dress) stepped into Chair, where through 
six Sessions, Courtney has sat ruling the whirlwind out 
of order, and riding on the storm. All done in moment. 
Before you knew where you were, there was new 
Chairman of Committees proposing vote of £2,000 for 
rearrangement of rooms in Houses of Parliament. 
Alpheus Cleophas rose, with evident intent of 
wanting to know “ about these rooms,” when irrepres- 
sible Mr. G. on his feet again. “I beg to move,” he 
said, addressing Chairman, “that yon do report pro- 
gress, and ask leave to sit again.” 

Rather hard this on Melloe. Just got into Chair ; 
beginning to feel comfortable. Had proposed snlyeot 
that might have agreeably occupied Committee for half 
an hour, when here comes the untameable, irresistible, 
peremptory Mr. G., and bundles him off. At first some 
signs of inclination to resist. Hew Chairman, having 
put question and declared it carried, should forthwith 
have stepped away from the table, Melloe dropped 
into Chair again. | 

A moment of embarrassment. Courtney, looking ! 
critically on form below Gangway, grimly smiled. 
Members under Gallery tittered. Clerk nudged new 
Chairman in ribs. Melloe sat on till, lifting nis eyes, 
discovered Mr. G. meauinglv regarding him. Knew 
he’d be up again if he didn’t go; so with promising 
alacrity, hopped out of Chair, and disappeared from 
ken of House, 

“ WeU, I don’t know,” said honest Bill Ceembe. 

“ Of course I don’t hold with Courtney’s goings-on 
in the political field, and he can scarcely have eiigpeoted 
ns to keep him on in a snug berth. But this I will say, 
the manners of the new Chairman may, so to speaK, 
be more Mellee, but, as Chairman of Committees, 
Courtly ’ ll be hard to beat.” . 

Business done, — “Ban, ban, Caliban, got a new 
Premier, get a new man”— in Chairman of Committees. 

“The life of Her Majesty’s Mmisters,” 
said the Grand Young Gardner, moodily contem- 
plating his spats, “is not an entirely happy one. I 
think I may add that is peculiarly the case with the 
Minister for Agriculture. I must say, if the 
langaage,be not regarded as too flowery ” 

‘^The Minister for Agriculture.’^ I said, de- 
siring to put Gardner at his ease, ‘‘would be fully 
justified in using oauliflowery language.” 

“Thank you.’ Then I’ll say I go to bed with 
tuberculosis, and get up with Harry Chaplin. The 
casual observer is, doubtless, aware that Chaplin has 
an eye. He sees it gleaming through the eyeglass. 

I feel it ever upon me. It is no dight thing to have 
succeeded a statesman of the calibre of Chaplin. But 
when he persistently sits opposite yon, critically observ- 
ing all your movements with that air of supreme 
intelligenoe which more than hints that, as Minister 
for Agriculture, he was personally acquainted with « 
every one of the cattle on a thousand hills, it is an ordeal 
that calls into play all the higher faculties of Man. As 


Hew Reading. — [By a Musical Lady La;t%n%st ,) — “ Amor et melle et Ktetxtf 
est feoundissimns.” 


to the tuberculosis, it is always breaking out in 
expected places ; people concerned insist upon xegaiding 
me as perscmally responsible for the visitation.” 
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“ But,” I said, “ yon have yotir little holiday, Salnrlay to 
Monday! and get ont to dinner on off-nights ? ” 

“Ko?' he wghed, “the Mdtister for AeniCHLTimE has no off- 
niffhts : and if I go to chnrch at the seaside 9 n a Sunday the Chnreh- 
® warden in passing round the collection- 

plate, is sure to steal into my hand a 
telegram, announcing a fresh outbreak 
of tuberculosis. As to going out w 

dinner ” , , . 

“ Ministers,” Cattstok here observed, 
“ never dine out when the House is sit- 
ting. unless commanded by the .Queen, 
and Whips can’t be spared even to dine 
with Her Majesty.” 

“ As to going out to 
dinner,” continued the 
GrEAND Young &abd- 
NEE, ignoring the in- 
terruption of his genial 
colleague, “it is im- 
issible. It was said, 
believe by one of 
themselves, ‘ The 
G-uard dies, but never 
surrenders.’ I may 
add, the Minister for 
Agbicultuee lunches 
but never dines. What 
would become of the 
Government if a di- 
vision-bell rang and he 
, , was found out of the 

Harry’d H-rry Ch-pl-n, a. he appear^ when^ayP Fow to-night, 
meditating on Bimetalhstic and Agricultural -v^ould say, look- 
l^tress. . Jjjg business,^ I 

might well be -spared. We commence with Kimbee on disparities 
in the representation of consitueneies. Eoltit will follow in the 
interests' of undersized flat-fish. What has the Minister for Agri- 
culture to do with flat-fish of whatever size ? you might ask. To 
the casual observer, nothing. 

But, looking ahead, as the 
responsibilities of my posi- 
tion make it necessary I 
should habitually do, I re- 
call the fact that sometimes 
the placid pilchard is oast 
upon our shores in such 
quantities as to be carted 
away for manuiial purposes. 

I am not intimately ac- 
quainted with the pilchard. 

It is not like the terrapin a 
land fish. I a:ni not sure it 
is flat. Still Ijhave a strong 
impression it is” undersized. 

Therefore it might come 
within the purview of the 
discussion on 'Eoleit’s mo- 
tion. MuNDBLIiA, as you 
say, is ineharpreof the de-.l 
bate, aud I might comfort- 
ably go to dinner. But what 
does Munbella know of 
manure? Ho; the Minister 
for Agriculture remains, 
and wUl dine,— if necessary 
die, at his post.” 

Business done, — 8*10 P.M., 

House Counted' Out, whilst 
Grand Young Gardner is 
exjdaining how it was he 
couldn’t go out to dinner, 

Friday^ 12*30 A.ii. — Storm 
subsided. Magnificentwbilst 
it lasted, GRANDOLPHin fine 
form. Mr. G., under his 
influence, renewed his youth 
like the eagle. At same 
time, though Welsh Church 
may be doomed, supply of 
cabs on night like this made- 



A Feature op the Debate. 
M-nd~lla, A cause de mou uom 


made desperate resistance to attack on Church. Bishop looked a 
little grave when Kenyon dropped into metaphor. 

“ Bin like bagged fox, don’t you know,” said Kenyon, nodding 
confidentially to Speaker. “Meant to run any way you like. 
What I mean to say is—” and 
here he turned for approval to 
Lord Bishop, consorting in Gal- 
lery with his fighting Dean, “ this 
fox is so tainted with insincerity, 
or aniseed, that the hounds may 
just as wen shut up their noses, ^ 
and have nothing to do with it.” rs 
With this sage remark, and 
something horribly like a wink at 
the Bishop, Kenyon sat down, 
tip again later, when Closure 
moved. Hicks-Beach, in tem- 
porary command of Opposition, 
deprecated resistance. But Ken- 
yon’s blood up. With strong 
effort of self-restraint he stopped 
himself midway in stentorian 
shout, “ Yoicks I ” dexterously 
turned the “Yo’^ into “Ho,” and 
so saved himself from reproof of 
Speaker. Having got the “ Ho ! ” 
he made most of it. Nothingr left 
hut to clear House for Division. 

Members near entreated Kenyon 
to desist from further opposition. 

Ho use fighting Closure; only 
meant another Division and twenty 
minutes’ prolongation of sitting. 

Kenyon, with eye reverently fixed 
on Bishop, immovable. Others suis-je “alien” ? 
might falter on the' way; might L^wth-r (heard hut not seen), 
" with the truth; might Non, Monsieur ! ^ Mais vous n'osez 

3 with the enemy. Kenyon contraire. 

have no compromise, no surrender. “Yoio ” he meant 

“ Ho ! no I ” and he shouted 
it too. 

“ Will the Hon. Member 
name another teller P ” said 
the wary Speaker, when 
House cleared for Division. 
Kenyon, evidently still 
seeing the fox steal away. 
Aniseed at the Helm and 
Insincerity at the Prow, 
almost stumbled on the name 
“ Yoicks ! ” Again stopped 
himself just iu time, and 
looked forlornly round ; eye 
finally resting on Peers’ Gal- 
lery. If only the Bishop 
could “teE” with him I 
That evidently out of order. 
Bishop belonged, to other 
House. Ho one volunteering 
to stand with him in the 
breach, and two tellers being 
a necessary preliminary to 
Division, Kenyon bent his 
head in silent grief, and 
leave given to bring in Bill 
which AsaxTiTH remorse- 
lessly admitted was first step 
towards Disestablishment of 
Welsh Church. 

Business done. — W elsh 
Church Suspensory Bill read 
First Time, by majority of 
56, in excited House of 546 
Members. 

Friday After the 

storm, the customary calm- 



THE WESTMIHSTEB. PLAY.» 

Toung GrandolphtM (in eostume, with appropriate action), “B.00O reoinuut Juyenes 
dietata senesque ! ” 


qimte. Better he out in yard in good time. KBNYONlingers on scene, 
stiH asking for Bill to be “ taken de die in diemJ*' “As if he were 

f iving a prescription,” said Wilfrid Lawson, hack from Mansion 
Eouse, wn^re he has seen his portrait presented to Lady Lawson. 
Kenyon, T^th eye on Bishop of St. Asaph, up in Peers’ Gallery, 


Spent night in discussing 
tempting themes of Local 
Taxation in London, and 
Superannuation of School- 
teachers. On latter subject 
that preux Chevalier^ Temple, laying down the lute, and leaving 
Amaryllis in the shade, delivered luminous speech; convinced 
Chancellor of the Exch:^q,uer ; made Mm promise to fork 
out. 

Business done , — ^Muoh of useful kind. 


0^ K0*TICE. — ^Bejected Ck>xnmxtnicationB or Contributions^ whetiier MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
in no case he returned, not even when accemi^nied by a Stamped and Addressed l^velope. Cover, or Wrapper, To this rule 
tiimre win he no exception. - , ^ 
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MIXED UOTION-S. 

No. YI.— EEGISTBA-TION EEFORM. 
{jSceize and Persons as Uszcal.') 


First W* L M, ITo— and I don^t mean to. Ask me anotlier. 
Second W. L M, AE right— I will. Do you mean to deny that 
our present Registration System is a ridiculous one ? 

First W. L M. {hotly\. Yes, I do. 

Second TF. L M, [with triumph). Ah, I Ve got you now. You 


First WelU Informed Man [hristhng zoith indignaiion, as he lays said, only yesterday, that any system by which a Goyernment like 
down his newspaper). IFell, I’m dasbed I this got into power must be ridiculous. [To Inquirer.) Didn’t he ? 

Inquirer [nervovdt/\ Inquirer [hesitating). Well, I’m not quite sure. I rather fancy he 

First W.F M. What hnp! Every thing’s ap. Up the spout, did say something o£ that kind. But— perhaps he 
tat’s where this blessed country -wil he if this kind of thing’s meant something else. , . 

oing on. Inquirer. What kindof thing? First W. I. M. No, I didn’t. I meant what I said— and I stick 

First W. I- M. Why, all this genymanderin-g kind of business, to it. But that isn’t the same thing as the Registration System. 

Inquirer. Oh, by the way, that reminds me. I came on that word Second W. I. M. Perhaps you ’ll tell us, then, what the Regis- 

he other day. Can any of you chaps tell me wtat it means ? tration System is ? 

First W. L M. It’s as plain as — Inquirer [eagerly). Yes, do. I 

. pikestafi. It means playing should like to get to the bottom of 

lucks and drakes with things all because I ’m constantly meet- 


that’s where this blessed country -wiE he 2 this kind of thing’s : 
going on. Inquirer. What kind o£ thing ? 

Frst W. I- M. Why, aE this genymanderin-g kind of business. 
Inquirer. Oh, by the way, that reminds me. I came on that word 
the other day. Can any of you chaps teE me wtat it means ? 

First W. I. FI. It ’ s as plain as — 

a pikestafi. It means playing 
ducks and drakes with things all 
TOtmd, and letting the whole 
business go thoroughly rotten. 

Inquirer. Has it got anything ^ 

to do with jerry-builders ? 

First W. I. M. It ’s the same 

Inquirer [insisting) . Bat wliat ’s 
the point of calling ’em jerry? 

Where does that come in ? 

First W. !• M. It’s a French 

^^^cond JF. I. M. It isn’t. ^ 

First W. I. *M. Bosh, it ’ sFrencli. 

Second^ W. I. M. I bet you a 

First W. I. M. And I bet you 
a doEar it ’s French. ( To Average 
M««.) Here, you decide. Which 

Averse 3^n. Well, I’m sure 

Second W. 1. M. [interrupting). 

Of course ' 

on^'eotl^han^t igi^t ^eraan 

must be one or the other, yon v / w 

know. {Scornfully.) You’ll he 

teEing us it ’s Greek next. fM/ y/i / i 

Average Man. Well, ofconrse, yiyf, f///. 

it might he; hut, as a matter of JmqFmmmm yjl/J, /// h Ji 
fact, I fancy it ’s English. / // ( wL (!k 

FrstW.I. M.,SecondTr.LM {/WmUm // / , // M 
[together). Oh, you tell that to the //llj /// / 1 

Miiiues ! It Wt wash here. WM W L J % 

Inquirer {doubtfully). Perhaps m¥jU 'yly 1^/11/ 11 

Average Kan [resignedly). WKI f f/h I 

Well I daresay it is. Anyway, y/yj U 

you can haye it so E you like. 

Itmay be Sanskrit for all I care. 

\Petires to his paper, A pause, 

Inquirer {to First W. I. M.]. 

But, look here, what madeyoulose 

3 our hair, just now ? You looked “ IMnil^ 4V02\l5i CHA 
asangryasblazesaboutsomething. AVOiVi> uriA 

First W. I. M. {with dignity). “Wehb you evjeh in Chicago, 
Did I? Well, isn’t it enough to “Whiyis, Lidt. Mart. ^ Ir 
make anybody, who loves his conn- — a.t imisr, ir usbd to b» ! ” 

try, angry when he sees what’s TT ; ~ 

going on. Why, the Government ’s going to turn everything uwide 


“IMOUS AVONS CHANGE TOUT CELA!” 

“Wehb you evjeh IN Chicago, Duchess?'* 

“■WHvyis, Lidt. Mart. Ir ’s my Native Place, you know 

-A.T imiSr, IT USBD TO B» ! ” 


eoing on Why tUe U-overnment 's going xo uum every uxuug .uioiuc Inquirer. But I ’ye lived in my house six years. 

somelCd abo4 dlctiom EesiLat^n Bill Mrst W.I. Ahl Mt Wt W 

they call it, or something of that sort. Just m if 'we hadn’t had Second, W.I. If. What s odds if he is. My bromer 
enough tinkering and potteiim? lately- It's all through this con- franchise altoeether. 

founded County Council in.ter£eiin« with eyerything. , „ . i^T^’/^^Trnwd^ovnnmeanf Thev ’re hotlf lodo-ers. 

Second W. I. H. (aggresme). VThat the dickens has the County the ^e to^ot '’!«] 

Couu^gottodo^tf^itP Ycu^realwa-ysanoppingoutheCounty alaW-^ 


it, because I ’m constantly meet- 
ing a sort of third cousin of mine, 
who’s a Registrar of something or 
other, and I never quite know 
what he does. AE I know is, that 
he isn’t a Registrar in Bank- 
ruptcy. 

First W. JL. M. Let me see — 
how can I put it shortly ? It ’s 
just this— you cha^have got votes. 

Inquirer [decisively). No, I 
haven’t. 

First W. I. M. [put out). Ah, 
but you ought to haye. 

Second W. L M. [cuMing in). 
There you axe again. That ’s just 
what I’ve been saying aE along. 
He ought to have — but he hasn’t ; 
80 where ’s your heantifol system 
now ? 

First W. I. M. {retreating stra- 
tegically). I never said itwasiJer- 
fect, did I ? But I ’ll come to that 
afterwards. [To Inquirer.) Now 
why haven’t yon got a vote ? 

Inquirer [with a painful sense 
of inferiority). 1 ’m sure I don’t 
know. I suppose the old J ohnny, 
whoever he is, didn’t chalk me 
down when he went round last 
time. 

First W. L M. Probably you 
haven’t lived in your house long 
enough. You haven’t got a 
quaEfymg period. 

Inquirer. Haven’t I ? How long 
ought I to have lived there ? 

First W. I. M. [vaguely). Oh, 
it ’s something between three and 
four years, T can’t teE yon the 
exact number ; they alter it every 
year. . „ 

Second JF. I. M. Who alter it? 

First W. I. M. The Revising 
Barristers, or somebody. 

Secojid W. I. M. WeE, my 
brother-in-law ’ s a Revising Bar- 
rister, and I never heard of him 
doing that. 

First W. I. M. [sarcastic). But 
you don’t suppose he ’d teE you 
everything he does, do you ? 


My brother’s a 


Second TF. 1. M. How do you mean ? They ’re both lodgers. 
First W. I. M. But they don’t Eve in the same distnct. Perhaps 


pretty certain this is tbeir job. 

Second JF* X M. Well, you ’re ^wraiig tbs tune, that s aU. 
You ’re thinking of the Employers’ Liability Bill. a 4 . r 


BEL got to do with the County Counoil ? , t -d 

Second^ TF. I. M. Everything. Didn t you read John Burns s 
speech atout it ? 


Inquirer [producing it). Yes they do. Here itis. { Chuchlesy T think 
I ioUy well see myself without a latoh-k^ But I s^, about msTote. 
I don’t half like not haTingr got one. 'What shm I do about it r 
Mrst W. I. M. You’d hettei see somebody about it. 

Inquirer. Somebody was talkii^ about Leasehold Franchise the 
other day. Perhaps I could get in on that. 

Mrst F". J. itf. Ah I I daresay that might help you. \.Termmut. 

New Novel bt Mr. Q.—The Art of Midhthian. 


TOl. CIV. 



DRESS REHEARSAL OF EMINENT COMEDIANS, GRANDOLPH AND SARUM, 

Pr&oious to StaTring Tour in Scotland and Ireland re^eclively. 
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OUR BOOKING-OmCE 

TiUE and the Woman, 
a pearl of Pryce, and certi 
the novel-reading world 
same author. Methuen & Co% publish it. 

The Baron heartily recommends Frank Baeeett's novel, in three 
vols., entitled, Kittyh Father, A thoroughly absorbing plot, well 
worked out,^ and interesting right up to the last page. Kitty* e father 
is a mysterious person, and she, not being a wise cMld, for she doesn’t 
know him, does^ several foolish things, and says several wise ones. 
KiUy*s uncle is a necessary nuisance, but a cleverly and con- 
sistently drawn character, 

while Kitty herself is de- 
lightfully made out of good 
home-spun material. But 
the villanous Curate is 
just a bit too grotesque, 
too TJriah-Heepish for the 
awfully tragic situation in 
which he is placed. When 
the imaginative author 
shifts the scene to Dublin, 
why did he not represent 
an Irish Cardinal-Arch- 
bishop as waiting at the 
stage-door to escort home 
the light-and-leading lady ‘r 
But **for a’ that and a’ 
that,” most decidedly 
“read it,” quoth the 
Baron, and on he goes 
again. 

Maeion Ceaxjfoed’s 
Children of the King^ pub- 
lished by Macmillan, is 
a tragic story, told in 
most simple and most 
fascinating style. It is all 
colour and character: the 
colours and the characters 
being those of Southern 
Italy. 

Out of regard to the 
importunities of numerous 
correspondents, the Baron 
has read Ibsen’s Matter 
Builder, translated by two 
of the Ibsenitish cult. 

“Only fancy!” Of all 
the weak-knee’d, wander- 
ing, effeminate, unwhole- 
some, immoral, dashed 
“ rot,” to quote Lord Ar^ 
thur in ttie Fantomime 
Rehearsal, this is the 
weak - kneeMest, effemi - 
natest, and all the epithets 
as above superlatived. 

Bead it by all means, and 
see it, too, if you will, but 
if the honest English play- 
goer’s verdict is worth a 
^‘big, big, D” (I thank 
thee, W. S. G., for teaching 
me that abbreviated form 
of dashed expressiveness!) 
he will give Ibsen's Master 
Builder the benefit of the 
“D,” and “ D” it once and for ever, 
my masters, is the rough-and-ready opinion expressed . . 

Yours truly. The Baeon de B.-W. 



“ HAPPimSS m FOLEESTOm” 

[“ He said, ‘ Go and be * I accordingly went and stayed at Folkestone.’' 

See last Thursdays Baily Kews Evidence in the Be Walden Case,‘\ 

Theicb happy Town Council ! when pestered to j^ve, 
Bememoer this fact that her Ladyship mentions. 

Intend, but do nothing ; your rates you eaTt gave 
By paving your streets with the best of intentions. 

Hitheeto IJimEPOETED. — Mr. Gladstone and Mr. AsauiiH 
received deputations on the Eight Hours’ Ctuestion last Friday. 
The chief speakers were Mr. Paerot and Mr. Onions. Mr. G, 

observed that in all his vast 
experience, frequently as 
he had tasted a savoury 
dish of rabbit and onions, 
yet the combination of 
Parrot with Onions was 
something really novel. 
Perhaps Mr. Paeeot would 
he useful at any bye-elec- 
tion, and would give them 
the state of the poH. As 
to Mr. Onions, well, he 
(Mr. G.) hadn’t words of 
welcome sufficiently strong 
for him. Why hadn’t he 
brought “Beer Babbit” 
with him? lu approaching 
the Eight Hours Question, 
no time must be lost, so he 
woidd at once proceed to 
business. 

At a recent Monday Pop 
Concert, Mr. Boewick put 
any amount of powder — 
everyone has seen or heard 
of Berwick’s Powder—into 
his pe^ormance of “ Suite 
Anglaise,^* As a pretty 
lady observed, “ He might 
just as well, or better, have 
put the name in English, 
and called it, * The Sweet 
English G^rL’” Messrs. 
Joachim, Bies, Steattss, 


FROn^UR VILLAGE. 

Mrs, Sharply {to the Boctar, who has looked in, having heard thaJL her good man** 
is ailing), “No, I THANK YE, SiB. You see I’ve heerd of you, Sir, as 
YOU ’VB BEEN ‘ PBAOTISINO * HEBE FOR THE LAST THBEE YeARS, AND SO I 'D 
RATHER YOU WENT *PRACriSINO’ ELSEWHERE, AS I DON’T WANT NO *SFSRn£ENTS 
ON MY Old Man ! ” 


And that, at ^our service, 


and out of respect to the 
Ecclesiastical Season of the 
year, they gave marked 
prominence to the “Zenio” 
inG.Flati 

A Genuine Buildino 
Society. — The Birds, just 
now. And its members 
are not even waiting for a 
Re-leaf Fund, which will, 
however, soon come, with 
“ the flowers that bloom in 
the Spring, tra-la I ” 

The G. 0. M. from a 
Musical Point op View. — 
When ureter naturally 
alert, he is “ Mr. G. 
Sharp.” When depressed, 
he is “ Mr. G. Flat.” When himself again, he is “Mr. G. NaturaL” 
As being second son, he is “ G. Minor.” He is also hors ligne. 
But he refuses to be musically translated to the House of Lords, 
and become “ The Upper G.” 


A RiCr EEADINC OP AN ODD QUOTATION PEOM SCOTT. 

{Suggested by Burns.) 

“ Mr foot is on Newmarket Heath ! 

My name, Jem Lowther ! ” 

The benefits that Sir John Lawes has been able, and will yet he 
able to confer on agriculturists everywhere, including those in his 
immediate neighbourhood, cause him to be regarded as a living 
exception to the rule about a prophet in his own country. So, in 
that^art of England, “Profit and Lawes” are synonymous terms, 
meanmg the same person. 


Q. What is the difference between a lover asking the object of 
his affections to marry him, and a guest who ventures to hint to 
his host that the Pommery ’80 is rather corked ?^ 

A, The one pops the question, the other questions the pop. 


Mrs. R. saw the heading of a paragraph in the Times, of Monday. 
Feb. 27, “ Jade in Upper Burman.” She laid the paper down, and 
exclaimed, “ Dear me I I wonder who she is ! ” 

Ip we ever do adopt Bimetallism, it is evident, from Mr. Glad- 
stone’s masterly speech, that holders pf- 'Consols will obtain very 
little consol-ation. 



PUNCH, OE THE LON DON CHABIVAEL 


[Mabch <1, 1893. 


PILL-DOCTOR HERDAL. 

{TramMedSrom thi Original Norwegian by Mr. Punch ) 
{Teefatort Kote. -The original Mester-Pijl-drbff&ter 

would sound a trifle too uncouth to the jPhilistine ear, and is therefore 
, modified as above, although the term “drdgster,»’ strictly speaking, denotes 
a practitioner who has not received a regular diploma.] 

ACT riRST. 

An degantly famished Drawing-room at Dr. Heedal’s. Tw //mi, 
o» the'left, a Console-table, on which is a large round bottle fall 


hadn’t yon better take a little walk ? 

Senna (clasps her hands gratefuUy), How sweet and thoughtful 
you are to me ! I will take a walk. 

Dr. Herd, {with a suppressed smile). Do I And — ^h’m ! — ^you 
needn’t trouble to come back. I haye advertised for a male book- 
keeper— they are less emotional. Good-night, my little Senka ! 
Senna {softly, and quiveringly). Good-night, Dr. Herdal I 

\_Staggers out of hall-door, hlowmg Tdssee. 

\ Mrs. Herdal {enters through the window, plaintively). Cluite an 


of coloured water. On the right a stove, with a banner-screen Mrs. Herdal {ent^s through the window, plaintively] 
Lde^put ofarioUy-<^roMo^^oU.^r. On the sUve 


a stethoscope and a small galvanic battery. In one corner, a hdt I 
and umbrella stand; in another, adesh, at 
which stands Senna Biakdrap, making 

out the quarterly accounts. Through a W 

glass-door at the back is seen the Dispen- 

sary, where RilBUB Kalomee is seated, ^ 

occupied in rolling a pill. Both go on 1 

workinj^ in perfect silence for four m inuies 

Dr. Haustus Herdal {enters through hall- 
door; he is elderly, with a plain sensible 
countenance, but sightly weak hair and 
expression). Come here. Miss Blakdrap. 

{Hangs up hat, and throws his mackintosh 
on a divan.) Have you made out all those 
hills yet ? \_Looks sternly at her. 

Senna {in a low hesitating voice). Almost. E 

I have charged each patient with three atten- JB 

dances daily. Even when you only dropped ^^B^B ^ 

in for a cup of tea and a chat. {Passionately.) Mk 

I felt I must — must ! Bk 

Dr. Herd, {alters his tone, clasps her head Bm 

in his hands, and wh'spers). I wish you could 

make out the bills for me, always. BB 

Senna {in nervom exaltation). How lovely 
that would be I Oh, you are so unspeakably BB^ 

good to me 1 It is too enthralling to be here 1 WBgA 

down and embraces his hiees, 

Dr, Herd. So I've understood. {With ' 

suppressed irritation.) Eor goodness* sake, 
let go my le^ ! I do wish you wouldn’t be 
I so confoundedly neurotic I I Sa M ^ 

Bilbtib {has risen, and comes in through 
glass-door, breathing with difficulty ; he is a 
prematurely bald young man of fifty-five, 
with a harelip and stmints slightly). 1 beg 
pardon, Dr. Herbal, 1 see I interrupt you. JKB^ Bk 

(As Senna rises.) I have just completed 
this pill. Have you looked at it ? iSBfSBB 

[He ojfersitfor inspec- 

Dr. Herd, {evasively). 

It appears to be a pill of 
th^u^^ dimensmns. 

AH liese years you have 
never |iven me one en- 
couragmg word I CayCt 
yon praise my piU F 
Dr. Herd, {struggles 
with himself). 1 — I 
cannot. Toil should ' 

not attempt to com- 
pound pills on your 

^^ubui (firec^hmg la- 

there was a time w^en 

^i)y^^d.Scom.pla- “For goodness’s. 


Dr. Herd. She *s—h’m !— extremely civil and obliging. But I 

am parting with her, 
Aline— mainly on yowr 

acco^L iiK^ed, Habs^ 
persons on^/a(^ouDt 

neve^n^e mj home 
When one has had moh 
|)air^of^t and nin^ 

r understand that your 

spirits can never he 
really high 

ago 

‘‘ Por goodness’ sake, let go my legs I ” Mrs. Herd. Te^ that 

' ^ ^ ® too, HAirsTirs. But I 


c€n%). Yes, ^ was certainly a pill that came as a lucky stepping- did not mind it so much — ^it all seemed so perfectly natural in both 
ston^but not a pill like t^t ! of them. * 

Bubub ive^rnently). Listen ! Is that your last word ? Is my Dr. Herd. N’atural ! For a girl of twenty-three to taunt a 
aged mother to pass out of this world without ever knowing whether middle-aged architect, whom she knew to be constitutionally liable 
1 am competent to construct au effe^ve piU or not F ^ to giddiness, never to let him have any peace till he had climbed a 

I^. Herd, (aa tf m deaeration). You had better try it upon your spire as dizzy as himself — and all for the fun of seeing him fall off 
father —it wiH enable her to form an opinion. Ojoly mind— I will —how in the world ! 

+1 4 . * j -11 lit {laying the table for supper with dried fish and vunch). 

Mubub. I undrat^d. Exactly as yon tried ymr piU, all those The younger generation have a keener sense of humour tnan we 
• j Ai. X - bows, afid goes out. elder ones, Haxjstus, and perhaps after she was only a perplexing 
_ m. merd. («maas%). He said that so strangely, Senna. But sort of allegory. ^ » » j ^ jr-- 

,A1- at.. ^ -Z>r. Hard, >S, that would explain he^ to some extent, no doubt. 

^anna (sfarfa—Ao?/ pfewcmp wp of Aim). I— I don’t know. This But how Aa could he snob an old fool I j c. . 
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Mrs, Herd, That Miss WAisraEL was a strangely fascinating type 

of girl. Why, even I myself 

Ih\ Eerd, {sits down and takes some fish). Fascinating? Well 
goodness knows, I couldn’t see that at all. {Seriously,) Has it never 
struck you, Aiine, that elderly Norwegians are so deucedly im- 
pressionable-mere bundles of overstrained nerves, hypersensitive 
ganglia. Except, of course, the Medical Profession. 

Mrs. H&rd, Yes, of course; those in that profession are not so 
inclined to gangle. And when one has succeeded by such a stroke of 
luck as you have 

Lr, Herd, {drinks a glass of punch). You’re right enough there. 
If I had not been called in to prescribe for Hr. Etval, who used to 
have the leading practice here, I should never have stepped so 
wonderfully into his shoes as I did. {Changes to a tone of quiet 
chuckling merriment,) Let me tell you a funny story, Aiente* it 
sounds a ludicrous thing— but all my good fortune here was based 

upon a simple little pill. For if Hr. Rvval had never taken it 

Mrs, Herd, [anxiously). Then you do think it was the pill that 
caused him to ? 

JDr, Herd, On the contrary j I am perfectly sure the pill had 
nothing whatever to do with it — ^the inquest made it quite clear 
that it was really the liniment. But don’t you see, Aline, what 
tortures me night and day is the thought that it unconsciously 

have been the pill which Never to be free from that I To have 

such a thought gnawing and burning always — always, like a moral 
mustard poultice ! (He takes more punch,) 

Mrs, Herd, Yes ; I suppose tWe is a poultice of that sort burning 
on every breast— and we must never take it off either — ^it is our 
simple duty t9 keep it on. I too, Hausttts, am haunted by a fancy 

that if this Miss Wangel were to ring at our beU now 

Dr, Herd, After she has been lost sight of for ten years ? She is 
safe enough in some Sanatorium, depend upon it. And what if she 
did come ? Do you think, my dear good woman, that I— a sensible 
clear-headed general practitioner, who have found out all I know 
for myself —would let her play the deuce with me as she did with 
poor Halvaep ? No, general practitioners don’t do such things — 
even in Norway I 

Mrs, Herd, Don’t they indeed, Hatjsttts? (The Surgery-hell 
rings loudly,) Hid you hear that f There she is ! I wiE go and put 
on my best cap. It is my duty to show her thai small attention. 

Dr, Herd, Qaughing nervously). Why, what on earth I It ’sthe 

night-bell. It is most probably the new book-keeper ! (Mrs. Hekdal 
goes out; Dr.^ Heebal rises with diffimltv^ and opens the door,) 
Goodness gracious I — ^it is that girl, after all ! 

Hilda Wangel (enters through the Dispensary door. She wears 
a divided skiH, thick hoots ^ and a Tam o^Shanfer, with an eaglets 
wing in it. Somewhat freckled. Carries a green tin cylinder slung 
round her^ and a rug in a strap. Goes straight up to Herbal, 
i her eyes sparkling with happiness). How are you ? I ’ve run you 
down, you see! The ten years are up. Isn’t it scrumptiously 


A FULL MEASURE OF JUSTICE. 

{According to the Modem Method,) 

Scene-- YA e Old Hailey, Judge seated on the Bench, ihorougMy 
engoying himself. Prisoner in the Dock, Jurymen in the Box, 
Counsel, Solicitors, and Public, in attendance. 

Judge, Now I will swear the Jury. 

Officer of the Court, I beg your Lordship's pardon, but I have 
always been accustomed to 

Judge {interrupting). Not at all; I will do it myself. You can’t 
give me too much work. {Swears the Jury.) And now, Prisoner, 
what do you plead, guilty or not guilty ? 

Brisoner, well, my Lord, I should say 

Judge, Not guilty. Quite right, always give yourself the benefit 




thrillin^to see me like this ? ^ j 

Dr, Herd, {politely retreating). It is— very much so— but still ! 

I don’t in the least understand | 

Hilda {meastires him with a glance). Oh, you will, I have come 
to be of use to you. I ’ve no Inggage, and no money. Not that 
that makes any difference. I never have. And I ’ve been allured 
and attracted here. You surely know how these things come 
about ? [Throws her arms round him. 

Dr, Herd, What the deuce! Miss Wangel, you mustn't, I’m 
a married man I There ’s my wife ! [Mrs. Hebb, enters, 

Hilda, As if that mattered— it ’s only dear, sweet Mrs. Solness. 
She doesn’t mind— you, dear Mrs. Solness ? 

Mrs, Herd, It does not seem to be of much use minding, Miss 
Wangel, ^ I presume you have come to stay ? 

Hilda {in amused surprisd). Why, of course— what else should 
I come for ? I always come to stay, until — ^h’m ! 

[Hods slowly, and sits down at table 
Dr, Herd, {involuntarily),^ She ’s drinking my punch ! If she 
thinks 1 ’m going to stand this sort of thing, she ’s mistaken. I ’ll 
scon show her a PiH-Hoctor is a very different kind of person from a 
mere Master BuHder ! ^ j 

[Hilba finishes the punoh with an indefinable expression in 
her eyes^ and Hr. Herbal looks on gloomily as the Curtain 
falls, JEnd of First Act, 

“Among the Memorable Books op the Present Eaine.”— 
Canon Rainr has just published (jper Lonomans) his York, as one of 
the series of Historic Towns, The proofs of Raine on York of course 
came very moist from the press. Is there a frontispiece to it of 
“Paine poring over his own hook?” The work is nighly spoken 
of,— so disons, “ Vive le Haine J ” 

Mr, Wilson Barrett is to appear in a play called Fharaoh — 
5‘.Whal; the plague I Is he commg out as an Egyptian Mummer? 
Win the drama prove interesting to plague-goers ? 


of the doubt. You can't imagine what stupid Jurymen we have i 
sometimes. Quite right to say Not guilty. And now who appears for ■ 
the prosecution ? ■ 

Counsel, I do, my Lord, I 1 

Judge, Glad to see the eminent connsel here, and I know of no 
one who can better conduct a case. Still, with my learned friend’s J 
or rather my learned brother's, I should say the learned Counsel’s 
permission, I will just open for the Crown myself. {Opens for the \ 
Crown with hrilliant effect. Applause,) No ; I cannot allow any \ 
demonstration of that sort. By the way {to Counsel for the Prosecu- i 
tion), Have we any witnesses ? 

Counsel, Yes, my Lord, a Police Sergeant. 

Judge, Oh, indeed, I will soon settle him. (Witness enters hox 
and is sworn.) And now, you Sir, I am not going to allow p.y 

S eeches— so be on your guard. {Examines and cross-examines him,) 
ave we anv more witu esses ? 

Counsel, No, my Lord— that is’our case. 

Judge, Quite so. The face of the learned Counsel, who is retained 
for the defence, is new to me, but if he has no objection, I will 
open for him. Counsel, As your Lordship pleases. ^ • 

Judge, Thank yon. {Addresses the Jury.) And now, if we havjp 
no witnesses, 1 think I will sum up. {To Counsel for the Defence. | 
Have we any witnesses ? 

Counsel, As your Lordship pleases. 

Judge, Well, I think we won’t caH any Witnesses, because th§p. 
the Prosecution won’t have a reply. 

Counsel, As your Lordship pleases. 

Judge, Quite so. And now, Gentlemen of the Jury, I have now 
my own special functions to perform. I will sum up the case in my 

judicial capacity. You must know then {Sums up,) And now 

I wUI leave you to decide upon your verdict. {Jury consults^) I 
Or perhaps you would like to leave the matter to me ? ' ! 

Foreman of the Jury , As your Lordship pleases. 

Judge, Thank you. Then I think we may say “Guilty.^ 
Prisoner at the Bar, it is now my duty to sentence you. I think, 
under all the circumstances of the case, that I need not treat you 
harshly. There is no doubt that the prosecution has been conduc^ 
in a very able manner ; and this remark is eq^uaHy applicable to 
manner in which the defence has been carried out. I think a month’s 
imprisonment will he sufficient. Prisoner, you are sentenced to a 
mouth’s imprisonment. 

Prisoner, As your Lordship pleases. 

Judge, But, as I have had a good deal to do with this case, I 
fTiinlr £ mav as well remain in it to the end. So, with the consent 

n n --.a t T 4.^ 


retirement, to have the pleasure of meeting you again. 

' [Exit, in custody, Curta^^ 

For a Few Nights Ohnet.— M r. and Mxs. Kenbal have 
The Ironmaster, As may be imagined, the dialo^e is fuH 




THE Old country. ST. WYCLIFFE'S college, OXBRIDGE. 

Jfr. JoncOi P. Skeggs, from Chicago (with his f amity) suddenty bursts on Jones, who keeps at Letter A in the Cloisters. 

?'E OFFER VOTT 'WA'W'V A 'PAT.rt/lT’II'a tprt-o rr>Ti-Ta -rr-vr-nr * -n-n . _ T . ^ 


SiR-WR OFTBR TOIT-MANT ApOLOOIBS— FOE THH-TTNWAEEANTABLR InTETTSION 1 WE WEEE NOT AWAEB THB OlD EtIN WAS 

Inhabited 1” 


BETWilEN THE BOUNDS. 


[“ The record of the Opposition, so far, is one of 
wasted opportunities and ill-conceived tactics. 
They have been beaten, out-manceuvred and 
discredited by a foe on whom, with proper manage- 
ment, t^y might often have turned the tables. 
.... These are no days for punctilious or over- 
strained courtesy in dealing with political 
opponents. . . . Conservatives and TJnioni!>t8 may 
be tolerably certain that they will gain nothing 
by this misplaced delicacy.*’— mndardj] 


Look at ’im ! As perky as pickles I Weaves 
in like a young ^un, he do, 

Jest as limber of limb as a kitten. ; pops in 


that perdmous one— two, 

Like a new Eighty-tonner. Good gracious, 
the wetterun ’s all over the shop ! 

He can mill you, or throw you a burster; 

feint, parry, duck, counter, or stop! 
Keglar mixture of Mace, Young Dutch 
and a Old PuriHstical ’And I 
Ow’ the doooe does ^ he do it, I wonder ? 
I don^t mmd admitting it ’s grand, 
wot price our Party, my Aethce? 
1 5 T two points to our one ; 

And I don’t see the fun of it, Aetblue, I 
oertinly don^t see the fun. 


Perturded Old Party loquitur : — 

WiCH, Aethue, I’m-puffeck aweer as a 
fighter you ’re truly tip-top, 

Our party’s pecooliar pride, and our cause ’s 
perticular prop ! 

You can “pop in a slommaoking wunner,” if 
ever a lad could, dear boy : 

But— well, there, you ain’t scored fAiV round ; 

and yer foes is a-ohortling with joy ! 

’Ow IS it, my Aethtte, ’ow is it I I’ve 
nurnged you up from a kid, 

And if ever a lathy young scrapper showed 
pluck and fair promidge, hoy, you did ; 

W icn i ve chendged and cracked yon np con- 
A and backed you in all of yonr tights, 

And I’ve swore it was you, right as rain, as 
wo^d do the Grand Quid ’Dn to rights I 
But he ’s turned up more younger than ever 
T It him ; ’ow he do wear I— 

I thought he’d be knocked out at once, the 
^ fust roimd, and he ain’t turned a hair I 
He hits hard and fast as the “TmcANr,” he’s 

nimble M poor “ Young Duceow,” 

, And now this round’s over, where cere wef 
r ^ ^ /know I 


You can do him, next round, I ’ve no doubt, 
yoTi 'll only fight up to your form. 

Pull yourself well together, ’it ’ard, hustle 
up the old boy, make it warm 1 — 
Remember wot Johnny Beoome’s mother 
once wrote to her boy — mark, and 
mind I— 

“Be sure you make use of your left; keep 
away from your man till you find 
You can reach him in safety, and then— 


give him pepper. Avoid* being thrown, 
But give ’im all the bursters you can! 


Mustn’t take it to heart overmuch, ’Arty! 
’Taint as I wants for to scold ; 

plfl-y him too light — entry nooJ 
’Taint acos you are young, and he ’s old. 
you need he so precious “punctilious.” 
Delicate ’andliDg of him 
Won’t pay ; it ’s misplaced altogether. Go 
at him, lad I Lam the old limb I 
His bellows can’t be as they used to wos. 
Youth will be served— that’s your chance : 


W wh J:hat Ammyzon, who is beknown 
To the fistlcal world, gave her son— as you’re 
min^werry proper advice. 

When time ’s called, my Aethtte, wire in ; 


and wotever you do, don't be nice! 

Ho “ overstrained courtesy ” this time I It ’s 
blessed nigh bunnicked your chance. 

Let me fan you, dear hoy, let me fan you 1 
And when it is time to hadvance 
Go at ’im for all you are wuthi Bless yer, 
him and his low Irish lot 
Won’t be in it with GeniT.eman Aethtte— 
if only you 'll gioe it him hot! 

[Left fayining and faming. 


Avutu.wAu.uo!Hjrvea— unau'syourcnanoe; 
But, if you play light with Old Shifty, he’ll 
l^d you no end of a dance. 


lead you no end of a dance. 

Thii^ of Benjy, dear boy, ^ old champion, 
bless his black curls! JSfe wired in, 
Hever thinking of manners or taste, wich is 
muck when you ’re fighting to win. 

at Geanboiph, the Marlborough 
Midget, as often reminds me of Ben ! 
There— mere! Don’t turn touchy, and tiff; 
we all need a straight tip now and then. 


Shakspeaeii Junioebs. — Sir Aitgttstits 
Habms’s and Pettitt's Prodigal Daughter 
is going all over the shop. She is coming out 
^ance, in Germ^y, also, of course, ins 
the Horse-tryin’ capital, and will appear, as i 
a matter-of-Corao, in Eoj^ie. This for the 
onginal English authors is a dramatic 
triumph which for the uiiiver^ty of tfeirl 
work is second only to that of Shakspbaeb. 





PuBTUKKEn Old Pabtt {log.). “ WHICH:, AHTHUK, MZ DEAR, YOU >VE TREATED HIM TOO DELICATE IK FUST ROUND I YOU ’LL AYE TO PULL 

YERSELF TOGETHER, IF YOU ’RE A-GOIN’ TO DO ANY GOOD I ” ' 
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POPULAR SONGS RE-SUNG. 

THE MAN THAT SMOKES THE BANK TWO-O CIGAE, OH I 
Aik — “ The Km that Irohe the Bank at Kcnte Carle?'* 

pod \ I^m a mass of oof and ’air- 

fiT, ^ oil, shine and starcli ; 

06 “ Ytls. a Tec’lar mass of ooIita. 


[Pardon, good \ 

G-ilbeet, ^ 

^ial CoBOEN, \ Jjs 

That from the ^ ||hS 

JBoisBoohngt ^ 

Unto the Cock- ^ 

ney purlieus Vs, 

of Ugh ^01“ 1 

We shift your ^ w 

famous song?\ 1 

I;’k just “ all there,” no 
*Aeex; I’ve the 
money, so I score ! JJs® ctK 
To a Kace last week I 

And there staked a P 

quarter’s rent. J]B| J E* 

Dame JFortnne smiled upon |ll|if^B 

me as she never done gr 

And now I’ve copped the mim U Hv 
ochre I ’m a gent ! 1 1 H 1 

Tns, now I’ve piled the |_i|M 

pieces, I ’m a gent ! i 

As I^mash and lark in 

Finsbury Park, TjjM 

With a free an’ heasy JM 

You can’twig the donahs stare. ’ I 

“ Bob must be a millionnaire I ” 

You can ’ear ’em cry, 

“ Oh, ain’t ’e fly ? 

And carn’t ’e wink the bother heye ? 

The man wot smokes the prime Two-D cigar, 
oh! 

I ’ve chucked my crib, and two-quid-screw, 
for betting ’s now my walk ; 

I do my momin’ march 
Down to the Marble Arch. 

I ’m bound to spot more winners ; I ’ve a eye 
that ’s like a ’awk : 


|1 oil, shine and starch ; 

^ Yus, a reg’lar mass of ochre, 

pi shine and starch. 

Chorus. 

As I walk along, still “ go- 
^ ing strong,” 

Tuppenny all 

You can ’ear old buffers 
swear, 

As my baccy scents the 

hr WlX "STou can hear ’em sigh, 

jLfej. And moan, Oh my I ” 

You can see ’em choke, 
and blink the heye 
At “the man wot smokes 
the rank Two-D cigar, 

^ patemise the Promenards 
OTL ^ Sunday, with the 

Wi^ my topper on the 

And my cloud a-hlowin’ 

/J For a teppenny smoke and 

^ 1 a leary j oke they nobble 

^7 j the mam’selles, 

And if they’re nuts on 
Mk ' me, wot can Jdo? 

Yus, if they ’re arter me, 
wot can Jdo? 

Chorus. 

As I swagger and swell along Pell-Mell, 
With a reglar oof-bird air. 

You can ’ear sour swells declare, 

“ A Whitechapel weed I ” — and swear. 
But their narsty cry 
Means— jealousy. 

So I puff, and wink the bother heye — 

‘The man wot smokes the rank Two-D 
Cigar, oh 1 ” 


- FTuts for Knutsford. 

. In the City Article of last Saturday’s Times, 
we read that Lord Knittsfoed has joined the 
London Board of “ Chapfet, Bros., Limited,” 
What a festive board I What a rivalry must 
exist among the Chaffet Brothers as to who 
shall be the chafliest and the wheatiest of the 
, family ! 

WOMEN'S WEONGS IN JAPAN. 

[The new Japanese Press Bill prohibits women from 
becoming Publishers or Editors.— Graphic.] 

A Land of flowers and pf Art, 

Whioh lived for centuries apart, 

Some years ago woke with a start ; 

Folks, simply dressed by wrappin’ knees 
In silken robes of dainty hue, 

Began to long for somptbing new 
The good, the beautiful, the true 
No longer charmed the Japanese. 

So Western Art improved their lot ; 

A House of Commons grew. Each got 
Boots, trousers, frock-coat, chimney-pot. 

“ Ajt ? ’E don^t care a rap, an’ ’e’s,” 
Says ’Aeet, “ sich a swell ! I ’m hlowed 
’E ’d knock ’em in the Old Kent Road,” , 
You are sl sight, dressed a la mode 
0 too-pirogressive Japanese I 

And yet, to Madame Chrysantherm, 
Divided Skirter, Primrose Dame, 

And all the rest, are hut a name ; 

H therefore cannot happen ease 


Is yours, although men dress like frights. 
And “even have election fights ; 










One thing is wanting— -W omen’s Rights, 
0 fn^de^siede Japanese ! ^ 


1 THE COMING COAL-SCUTTLE. 

Sweet Maiden, what is this you wear, 

This most eccentric sort of bonnet, 

That stands erect upon your hair 
As though a coal-scoop fixed upon it ? 

A very funny shape it seems, 

Flat, oval, rather like a shuttle, 

Or, like some Statesmen’s foreign schemes, 

A sort of undecided scuttle. 

And yet not wholly of the kind 
Beloved by loud Salvation lasses* 

Which brings the coal-box to one’s mind— 
Booth’s fashions would not suit the Classes. 






'v!' if.'V', 
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There ’s some resemblance to a spoon, 

But you are not considered “spooney” — 

Word coined by some low buffoon, 

Romantic, quite, as Annie Rooney?^ 

It ’s rather like the ace of spades. 

And yet it plays the deuce with features, 

0 Q,ueen of hearts, of pretty maids, 

So say we knaves of clubs, male creatures \ 

Who look askance at what may shade — 
When larger grown— the face that charms 
us. 

If scoop or scuttle, spoon or spade, 

No matter ; each of them alarms us. 


A Possible Buholee.— Through Retjtee’s 
Agency last Friday, we learn that “ Bxfhol^ 
Khak is in Afghan territory.” Capital man ; 
to be opposed to us. We shall be ready to 
take any advantage of him, as, if Bunols 
Khae can lungk, he will of course do so. 

Ohe foe the Other Side.— M rs. R. caib- 
not understand how Mr. Gladstoio! oa|L , 
advocate Monometallism in the House of Com- 
mons, as, she says, she has always heard tha^ . 
“ Wbr^ are silver, and silence is gold.” • 







ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FROM TBE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P, 

February 27. — “Am thinking, 
“PPlyio? for Chiltera Handre*. 
PMUamemt im t qmte the place I pictured to myself when I fought 

To he made SoucrroE- 
airaEAi. nght off, with WpBT around, and Wnirs still in prime 
was fine thing. But House seems perversely 
m^ed to accept me as a joke, and that ’a not the sort of thing I ’m 
aocustoined to at Chancery Bar. Look what happened the other 
V ^ learned brother Russeli’s absence. I answered 
Ht’ “ro?t imposing, and conclusive style, 
^t my eye oti Swiajcee throughout, to see how he’d take it. 

^fisf“tory. You know I make CHuir sit up, and 

psed to it; all mw to 
aowrdmgly. Was really fascinated myself. 
** W mouth, wrinkled my forehead, squared 

iw jaw, sometimes lowered my voice into my boots, anon npUfted it 
oiyrlitto have been. •'Being my 

ance at table, thpu^t it worth while to make an effort. Jml^g 
MtT ^5^*® ® li^P.apPeaxaace towards oraiolusion of my renu^ks^ 
It. Suddenly ounous noise, that I ’mtoldis known as a 

^ “you mmrfn't take that too mudi to heart. 
1 *^ j® ^®^®^ •’^on’t make it, it snmntim ^s 

j| “I-don‘fc.thfaki«^.’?. aaid SoncEroanGENEEii, sadly. “Look 


a^ap. what happened just now. House unexpectedly goes into Com- 
mittee. Can t find Mellob. * You take the Chair/ says the Suttihb : 

^ it admirably.^ Ho time for hesitation ; I take the Chair ; 
Clerk claps Bill into my hand. I say* ‘ Question is, that T do report 
progress, and ask leave to sit again.' Shouts of * Aye,' and ‘ No.' ‘ I 
£ T? i “fy®® I s^-y* ID. deep chest-notes, with persuasive , 

fall of eyebrows. ‘ The Noes have it !’ they shout. Yery well ; first 
duty of Chairman is to be impartial ; so I say, ‘ The Noes have it.' 
Again they row with laughter. Wooda.ll, in. charge of Bill, feels 
for sword of Financial Secretary to War Omce. Fortunately, can't 
X ^ 1 ^^ Otherwise, Chair of Committees might have been 
steepled mth my gore. What shall I do next ? * Put question 
again. Clerk hoarsely whispered. ‘Question is, that I do report 
progress, and ask leave to sit again. Those who axe of that opinion 
say Aye ; the contrary. No. I think the Ayes have it.’ That would 
at least get me out of the Chair, and yon certainly won't find me 

asklnff fnr IAH-VA -fn O T— ..11 -X. 


y ■, -^1 5U uu. wxi/U UAO « UUt X XL X 

declare the Noes have it,' they 'll turn round to the ‘Ayes.' So. 
alter stending for moment irresolutely, Billin hand, I'm not ashamed 
to say I bolted from table, taking BiU with me. House roared louder 
?f®5 Dave discovered excellent joke. But I don’t see 

it, ^xOBT. If this is House of Commons life, give me the dignity 
quiet of the Chancery Bar." 

Quite a proceMion of new Members took their seats on election, 
Bononrs of the day with Habet lAwsoir, who, after stubborn fight, 
Cirencester, As young Habby, with his beaver on, nm^ched 

to taMe. IjinAl^la 'fA'mrkAvov.vtTr -MAl^AwrA/? ... £ > z'. 


A VI ■ T * X 1 — 1 J ''““S yvxuu. LILO l/CaVOL ULL, JUXHX'UXLCU 

to m^e, Libems temporarily rdieved themselves from imputation 
**dot t^y don t knowihow to cheer, , * ^ 

’ Mwhn^^dme, 0|ipcial Yeto Bill brought in. , 

Tmsdat^ — “It’s a natural temptation," said ChaelbsI 
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RxrssELi, “for the hnman mind to believe that Mr. G.’s latest per- 
formance at table of House of CJommons excels all he has done 
before. The^ is a nhrase—you are probably familiar 'with it in 
Hoeicb— which speahs of the Lavtdaior temporis actu But the other 






Toong Harry obtaining his Majority on' Coming of Age in the 
Parliamentary Time. 

impulse is certainly, in this connection, quite as strong. I, therefore, 
hesitate to affirm that that^s the best speech Mr. H. ever made ; but 
certainly it’s among the best.” 

It was on Bimetallism. Like olives and claret, Bimetallism quite 
an acquired taste ; ordinary Member will have none of it ; flees 
Rouse when subject announced. In the Parliamentary world, 
Bimetallism supplies part of the or Ibsen cult bnown 

out - of - doors. Analogy accurate 
inasmuch, that whilst mass of man- 
kind are averse to contemplation 


of topic, the few^ faithful pass ail 
ordinary bounds in the enthusiasm 
of their worship. Thus, for upwards 
of hour to-night, Meyset-Thompson 
handled it as if he loved it. Mon- . 

TAGU, whilst musically jingling in 
trowser-pocket handful of newjy- 
minted sovereigns, equally adulatory. 

Then Mr. G-. walked in. It was 
reasonably thought in advance that I 
Bimetallism would prove too much 
even for the charm of his oratory. 

Had evidently come down unpre- 
pared for special effort ; neither 
sheaf of notes nor pomatum-pot. He 
listened to mover and seconder, and 
then iust taJk^ to entranced House, ^ 

<a:owding*%up in every corner. Quite surpris^, as Mr. G. was him- 
sdf w)ien he sat down, to ffnd he’d been talkii^ for an hour. 

Businj^ dbne.— House declares by 229 vofi^s against 148, 'will 
have nothmg to do 'with Bimetallism. 

Hear a very plewant thing in connection with an 
old friend. Am told that as soCn as Local Vetd BiH \passes into law, 
WiLEBiB Lawson is to be raised to the Peerage. 

Why not ? ” asks-SetoRE oe^Maxwood; On- the principle that 

the Bevu shouldn’t have all the good tunes suitable for Wesley’s 


hymns, why should the Trade have the monopoly of the Peerage? 
Why shouldn’t there be a Yiscount Appolinaeis as well as a Baron 
Bass, a Lord Baelbywater to pair off with a Baron Baeleycokn ? 
Let us drink (in toast-and-water), health and long life to Lord 
BAELEYWATEEof BraytonI” ^ i 

JBtcsiTiess done* — In discussion on Irish Hational Hducation Bill 
Geandolph effects litHe surprise. Been running admirably in 
double harness with Prince Aexhfe, This afternoon suddenly jibs ; 
nearly^upsets coach. 

Friday, 1 A.H.—“ Begin to think, Toby,” said Prince Aethtje, as 
we walked home together in the moonlignt, “that we shall scotch 
this Home-Rule Bill yet. Expectation only just dawned on me. 
When I went down to House in the afternoon, was of different 
opinion. Had philosophically settled down to acceptance of inevit- 
able. Might Tnaim it a bit in Committee ; play with it so as to 
block off other business, and send it up to Lords at so late period of 
Session that they would seem justified in throwing it out, on score of 
inadequate time to discuss it. How I think we shall go one better. 
CoiJBTNEY thought he could serve Unionist cause better from stand- 
point below Gangway. The supremest service he could render to 
that cause was effected when he created vacancy in Chair.” 

“ Bon’t you think,” I said, “ they were a little hard on Melloe ? 
Wasn’t the sport something Mter the fashion of the gallant emprise 
in Windsor Park with the carted stag ? And then the merry sports- 
men didn’t give the new Chairman the ordinary courtesy of a fair 
start and a little run.” 

“ Oh,” said Prince Aethtte, “if yonput it in that way, of course 
there’s something to be said. But all is fair in bate and war. Mr. 
G. should have thought of that before he got rid of Coxtetnet, Our 
business is to stop Home-Rule Bill from passing, and after to-night 
the way is clear, and the goal certain.” 

Business done.— >Hew Chairman baited for an hour by Westminster 
Clock. Before the lawless, disorderly sauabble about Law and 
Order -in County Clare, regular foot-ball scrimmage, in which 
Saunbeeson naturally turned up. In one of the pauses the Colonel i 
dropped into poetry ; could hear him crooning to himself : — 

Therefs Justice O’Brien of Clare, 

How rare ! 

’Tis little for justice they care 

Down there ! 

They ’re choke full of crimes, 

(So at least says the T%mes)y 

And they’ve got no policemen to spare, 

How quare ! 

They ’ve got no policemen to spare. 

Friday Seems, after all, Melloe quite right in his ruling 

yesterday. Point was tnat, on supplementary Estimate, you may 
not debate questions of policy settled when original vote agreed 
to. Prince Aetbtoe denounced this as absolutely novel principle. 
Chambeelain kept game up from other side, and for luH hour 
conviction home in upon new Chairman that life not worth 
living. Sbeakee, appealed to to-day, declares Melloe to have 
been in the right. Report of Select Committee on Estimates.^ Pro- 
cedure cited to show Courtney categorically laid down the principle 
challenged, and systematically acted upon it. ’ 




Irish National Football Match. 

“Yes,” saidSauiEE of Malwood, refieotively stroking Ms chin, 
“ and CouETNEY might have got up and said so last; nijrht. Only 
his fatal bashfulness, his irreclaimably retiring disposition, could 
have kept him silent in such circumstances^ True, his interpo- 
sition would have spoiled the little gaine of his friends. It would 
not have been War, but it would have been Magnanimous.” 

Business done * — ^Albret Rolltt, and Ex-Lord Mayor White- 
head; carry Resolution declaring Revised Rail way Rates prejudicial- 
to commercial interests of country. 
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MIXED NOTIOIJS. 

No. YIL-PARLIAMENTAIiy PROCEDURE. 

{Seem and Persons as vmal,) 

Inquirer {to First Well- Informed Man), I say, have you ever been 
in the House of Commons ? 

First W, I M, {shortly). No, you know I haven^t. 


Inquirer, un, x aou mean as a memoer. kji course x jmow you tnat, do you r — t 
wouldn’t stand the rot of all these Constituents, or whatever they look at Grimsby. 

I-. .-I T Xl - • ‘X J 


Inquirer, I wonder if they ’ll have any obstruetion. I should like 
to see some of that. I believe it ’s no end amusing. 

Second W, I, M, Oh, you may trust this Opposition for that 
Their only notion for employing time is to obstruct everything and 
everybody. 

First W, I, M, {with a deadly calmness). Ah! you call it 
obstruction, of course, because you want to rush your iniquitous 
Bills through the House. But you don’t think we ’re going to stand 


Inquirer, Oh, I don’t mean as a Member. Of course I know you that, do you ? — because we ’re not, and the Country ’s with im. 


call themselves. But have you ever been there as a visitor while a 
debate ’s going on ? 

First W. L M, Yes, once— some years ago. But why do you ask ? 


Second W, L M, All right! Suppose you look at Cirencester. 
First W. L M, What do you say to Stockport then? 

Second W, L M, And what do you say to Walsham and Hexall, 


Inquirer (producing an order of admission). Well, you see, I got 1 and aU the rest of them ? {At the suggestion of the Average Man, 
d Jenkins to give me a r-^ ; , - . . : ^ — — they abandon this fiery 


old Jenkins to give me a 
ticket for to-night, and 
I’m hanged if I know how 
I ’m to get there, or when 
I’m to go, or anything 
about it. I thought you 
might be able to tell me 
how it ’s done. 

First W, L M, Let’s 
have a look at your 
ticket. 

IPoth the Well-Informed 
Men inspect it with an 
air of critical sagacity. 

First W, I M, {after a 
prolonged pause). I don’t 
see where your dijG&culty 
is. You just present this 
at the door. 

Inquirer, Ah, I daresay 
—but what door ? That ’s 
what I want to know. The 
place looks as if it had 
about fifty thousand doors, 
you know. And then I 
believe, i£ you make any 
mistakes, they march you 
off, in two - twos, as a 
dynamiter, or a Socialist, 
or an agitator, or some- 
thing. You know old 
Bonker. Well, he went 
there once with a black 
bag, in which he’d got 
some sandwiches and cake, 
and, just because he 
wouldmt open it, they 
made no end of a row, and 
shoved him in the Clock- 
tower, or something, until 
he apologised. I don’t 
want any of those games, 
you know. 

Average Man, Don’t 
take a black bag then. 
They won’t want to search 
your pockets. 

Inquirer {relieved) , 


.,*M . y ..'A' ^ ' y ^ . . debate, A pause,) 

Inquirer, Who’s Speaker 
now? 

First W, I, Mm Sir 
Robert Peel. 

Inquirer, Will he be 
there to-night ? 

First W, L M, Of course 
he will. He’s got to be 
there. 

Inquirer, But then what 
does the Chairman of Com- 
mittee do ? 

First TF, I, M, Oh, ah, 
— ^um, let me see ; the 
Chairman of Committee 

does [Brightly.) He ’s | 

only appointed, you know, 
when they want a^ Com- 
mittee about something. 

Second W, I, M. I fancy 
he has to read the Bills. 

First W. I, M, (gather- 
ing assurance as he pro^ 
ceeds). Not when they’re 
read a first time. Somebody 
else does that— I forget 
what they call him. The 
Chairman reads ’em a 
second time, and takes ’em 
up to the House of Lords. 

Inquirer, So he does, of 
course. I ought to have 
rememhered that. ButI ’d 
got a sort of notion they 
didn’t really read the Bills 
at all — just chucked ’em 
into a and called it 
a Second Reading. 

K ’ —“== 7 - First W, 

j-^ ^ xised to do it about ten 

^ ■— ' years ago; but they had 

I iMA-r/^LJErrk >> ^ whole thing 

WELL MATCHED/ ^ter they got Bradlaugh 

Medico {pathetically, with a view to touching the Dealer's heart). “Now, Mr. Bobbs, uito the « 

/HAT no YOU THINK I OOULD GET A THOROUGHLY GOOD USBTUL PAIR OF HOESES T wtll 

Won’t they? That ’s one for, eh ? Peiob not stiff.” , f 

comfort, at any rate. Do Mr, Bobhs. “ Lor’ bless you, Sir, to find Horses— nothin easier. But, ke wom^ t xaKe an oam, 
you think I ought to go in as regards Pejok— well— you can have ’em at all Prices, just as you can 

Of : \^7,^er(^th\dJra- 

course you ought. The others are only for Members. tion). By Jove, what a chap you are for recollecting things ! 

Inquirer, Ah ! And I suppose I ought to get there^ pretty === ^ 

now that they ’ve changed their hours. {With determination.) Ill 01717171? OTTERTES 



o’ 01 «*E»K toV pud, ««d« 




an™. P !>»»««» -Kto •! »d«.M Ky;- Ai “Lu Z ^ 

• ' ' IFKe artiumm eontmuesfor tome minutes m this strmn. I were a pmblmd race.— V otju-be UaiaixioB. 


W.LM. That Wt where yon -re f tW 

le morning is lust jolly well their best time now. . Uk me JugnCT se^e, xney ^y soTiree of 


VOL. CIV. 






Deb noble Witler^-BrrKrGO 
Yon SohTillenseKviggenop, 

Eode out mit shpeer und helmet, 

Dad he ooom lo de panks of de Schlopp. 

Und oop dere rose a Heer>maid 
Yot hadn’t got nodings on, 

Dnd she say, “ Oh, Witler Btogo, 

Yhere yen goes mit yourself alone ? 

* licensed 'Victualler. 


Und he says, “ I rides mine high-horse, 
Mit helmet und mit shpeer. 

Till I gooms unto mine Oasthaus,! 
Yhere I sells goot wine und peer.” 

Und den outspoke de Maiden 
Yot hadn’t got nodings on : 

“ I ton’t dink mooch of beoplesh 
Dat cares for demselfs alone. 

t Tavern, or Wine Shop. 


You’d petter coom down to de Wasser, — 
*Tis de pest trink ash you’ll see, — 

Und haf a wholesome tinner 
Mit Sehlopp-Yash, along mit me.” 

“ Dere you sees de fisoh a-schwimmin 1 
Und dere healthy efery one.” 

So sang dis Wasser-Maiden, 

Yot hadn’t got nodings on. 

“ Your shtrong tij^lesh cost mooch money, 
Dere ish des^h m de trinks you 'yb sold ; ' 




Mabch 18, 1893.] 


PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHARIVARL 


Und yon helps yourself, by doonder. 

To de Yorkmansh hard-earned gold. 

Shoost look at doze sodden metches, 

Yhite schlafes of de Witler Kings 1 
Prom dere ‘ trunks ’ you Till your pockets, 
Und you rob dem Bke efery dings. 

“Yot dey yantsh mit your schnaps* und 
Yitrioled gin and doctored 'wine ? CLager, 
Smash your pottles, and preak your parrels, 
Und try dese Schlopps of mine I 
# # ♦ 

Till dot fetch bim ! He standsh'as shpell- 
boTind!. 

She Tould pool his coat-tails down. 

She Yon’t draw him oonder der Wasser — 

Dat Maiden mit nodings on ! 

* Brams, drinks. 


OUR BOOKINO-OFFICE. 

Thutk you, Mrs. Hungebeobd (says the 
Baron, bowing his very best to the talented 
authoress), for one of the cheeriest, freshest, 
and sweetest— if I may be allowed to use tht 
epithet— of one-volume’d stories I’ve read 
for many a day. The three daughters art 
delightful. I question whether you couldn’t 
have done better *with “two only, as are 
generally necessary j ” but perhaps this is 
ungrateful on my part. Anyway, two out 
of the three lovers are scarcely worth men- 
tioning, so I don’t think I am far 'wrong, 
for the team was a bit unmanageable, w^ 
as you had them in hand. Excellent, too, 
is the sketch of had^ though that of Aunt 
Jam is a trifle too grotesque, and will, per- 
force, remind those of your readers, who are 
theatre-goers, of Mr. Penlrt in petticoats, 
now actually playing “ Charley's** irresistibly 
comic Aunt at the Globe Theatre. But it 
is all good, and not too good to be true. 
Likewise, my dear Madame, you have given 
us two life-Eke sketches, one of a car-onver 
with his vicious mare, and the other oi 
Molly* s little dog. In conclusion, I congra- 
tulate you, Mrs. Hungebford, as also the 
publisher, Mr. Hunemanit, on having 
secured so good a specimen of the material 
for sale in this Hungeriord market, says 
The Baeon de B.-W. 


HOME, CHEAP HOME I 

“ Thine be a cot beside a hiU,” 

Hums Mrs. Haweis in our ear ; 

“ Such cots are in the market still, 

At only thirty pounds a year, 

“ Then, as for furnishing the fold, 
Another fifty pounds 'wiK do it ; 

But mind you stick to what is old, 

Nor carry modern rubbish to it I 

“ Tour chairs must all be Chippendale,* 
Tour tables of the native oak. 

Tour sofas” — ^but of what avail I 
To further urge this little joke ? 

For in this cot the chairs may be 
Much chipped, but hardly Chippendale 

Unless the lady will agree 
To costs “upon the hire scale,” 



Said a prim Bachelor, in a nasty temper, 
after a struggle “with an ultra- stiffened clean 
shirt, “ I should like to indict my laundress 
at the Old Bailey, charge her with murdering 
my linen, and, as evidence, I’d produce the 
mangled remains in Court.” 

Mes. R, has been studying architecture. 
She says that “ ^ Schoolmasters’ Houses 
ot^ht to be built in the Early Perpendicular 
Tutor style.” 


LIQUID AIR. 

A LEAENID Professor, the other day, 

At the Royal Institution, 

E::rolained, in a quite scientific way, 

How, helped by a contribution 
From the Goldsmiths’ Company, he’d 
prepare 

Some liquid oxygen— you ’re aware 
This is what plain English folks call 
Unspoilt by smoky pollution. [“ air ” 

Ho doubt he meant well, and the Goldsmiths 
In their noble work together ; [too. 

But was it the very best thing to do, 

In that showery, soaking weather ; [oats. 
When drizzle, or downpour, of dogs and 
From the “liquid air” made us aR 
drowned rats. 

And ruined our clothes and our best top- 
hats, 

And spoilt boots of the stoutest leather? 


Professors and Companies, if you would 

Invent some sort of appliance 
To dry “ liquid air,” on which we could 

Repose implicit reliance, 

Arranged to diminish this HaO, 

Which, as every schoolboy ought to 
know. 

The Germans call toasser, the French 
call eati, 

YTe should bless your chemical science. 

CON. FOE CAPETALISIS. 

Q. Why is it clear the Sparrow is an 
advocate of Free Competition ? 

A, Because his everlasting cry is, “Cheep- 
Cheep I ” 

“The Gothenexteg STSTEM.”--Mrg. R. 
warmly espouses the cause of Temperance* 
She is very strong on what she has heard is 
called “ The Gotobed System,” in SwedeiL 
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PUL'SAAi- 


'M. 


Dll i ucrDnAi detacliod yillas. Only, somehow, they didn’t let* Then tiie castle 

rl L.L. UUV/ 1 UK nciKUAl.. ^ tmnhled down, and Kagnas went into liquidation, and I 

{Trafislaied from tTie Original Norwe^n by Mr, Punch,) continued my walking-tour. 

cTPriA'Nm A AT Serd, {interested against his wilT)* And where did yon cro 

A,, A • AOi. after may I ask, Miss Wangel? ^ 

De. Huai’s and Dispensary, as hefore. ^ It is silda. Oh, ever so far North. There I met Mr. and Mrs. Tesmaw: 

early tn the day. Dr. Herdal sf jy the httU table taking his _the second Mrs. TESMAN-she who was Mrs. Elvsted, with the 
own tempergure with a clinical thermormter. By the door irritating hair, you know. They were on their honeymoon, and 
imnds the New ]^k-keeper ; hs ^fors blue spectacles and a j^^d just decided that it was impossible to reconstruct poor Mr. 
dascoUmred whale tie, and seems slightly nervous, ^vboeg’s great book out of Mrs. ELvarEn’s rough notes. But I 

Z)r. jBTord. Well, now you understand what is necessary. My late insisted on Oeoege’s attempting the impossible — ^with Me. And, 
l^k-keeper. Miss Blazdeae, used to keep my accounts very what do you think Mrs. Tesman wears in her hair now f 
elderly— she charged eve^ visit twice over. Dr. BCerd. Why, really I could not say. Yine-leaves, perhaps. , 

The New B. 1 am familiar with \ .k-keeping by double entry. Hilda. Wrong— straws I Poor Tesman didw’^ fancy that— so he 
I 0 ^ employed at a Bank. ^ shot himself, ttw-beautifuUy, through his ticket^^eket. And I went 

I^r . Herd.l am discharging my ssistant, too ; he was always on and took Eosmer^olm lor the Summer. There had been mis- 
sing to push me out with his pills. Perhaps you will be able to fortune in the house, so it was to let. Dear good old Bector Eeoll 
r j T s Trr - 3 •• acted as my reference; his wife and children had no sympathy with 

2 he New B. {modestly). With an additional salary, I should be his views, so I used to see him everyday. And I persuaded him, too, to 
able to ^ that too. attempt the impossible— he had never ridden anything but a rocking- 

Capital! You horse in his Me, but I made 

shaU dispense with an ad- hi-m promise to mount the 

difeonal salary. Co into the White Horse of the Eosmers- • 

Dispensary, and see what i 1 ‘ . holms. He didn’t get over 

you can make of it. You |j/ . ! that. They found his body, 

you say so, " i^rsinsj no . '* 

doubt fie -will have to go. TIiptp 

^ “BeantiMrsinbow-coloaredpowdeTstliatwfflgiTeouearealgriponaiewia!” wSno on 

and goes out, as io come back in ten years, like a troll, andfetoh^T 

it Lave been 

Titi T+ * A j. • y t» . Herd. Dear, dear I But there is nothing of the troll about 

your discharffino* Mr Kalo-wvt ^ t j ^ ’ S^fd. [seems hurt). Every visit was duly put down in the 

° “ KiiOMBir-Le is the only man who ever really lefcw and charged for-as poor Uttle Senwa. will tSl you. 

I helped Eaubab rotaS^yi^^^/ my consoienoe is perfectly 

—after that accident to ^ Mastw BSder ^d A indoors with 

+j.g lAvpIip^f nnafio -?w ^ V ^ made Ragnae dew Mrs. Solness that afternoon, and left me alone with my Master 


Dr. Herd. Capital! You 
shaU dispense with an ad- 
ditional fiSdary. Go into the 
Dispensary, and see what 
you c^ make of it. You 
may mistake a few drugs at 
first — ^but everything mnst 
have a beginning. 

{As the New B. retires, Mrs. 
Heedal enters in a hat 
and cloak with a water-- 
ing~pot, noiselessly. 

Mrs. Herd, MIssWangel 
got up early, before break- 
fast, and went for a walk. 
She is so wonderfully viva- 
cious I 

Dr. Herd, So I should 
say. But tell me, Aetne, 
is^ she really going to stay 
with us here ? {Nervously. 

Mrs. Herd, {looks at him). 
So ishe tells me. And, as 
she has bronght nothing 
with her except a tooth- 
brush and a powder-puff, I 
am going inm the town to 
get her a few articles. We 
must make her feel at home. 

Dr, Herd, [breaking out). 
I wQt make her not only 
feel, but he at home, wher- 
ever that is, this veiy day ! 
I mil not have a perambu- 
lating Allegory without a 

S ianteau here on an in- 
te visit. I say, she shall 
go— do you hear, Axine? 
Miss Wangex will go I 
[Raps with his fist on table, 
Mrs. Herd. Quietly). If 
you say so,^ HAUSTtrs, no 
doubt die will have to go. 
But you must tell her so 
yourself. 




mile). No, no ; my conscience is perfectly 
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Hilda {teasingli/). Yes, I certainly think that then yon went on 
exactly like a troll. 

Dr, Herd, {with uncontrollable emotior^, Hilda, there is not a 
comer of me safe from yon! Yes, I see now that wmt have been 


THE EHGLISH-EEENCH EMBASSADOEE AT THE 
MAHSHTJH HOUSE. 

Well, we ’ve bin a ffoine on much as usual at our ^rand old 


the way of it. Then I was a troll in that, too I But isn’t it terrible Manshnn House under our trewly liberal Lonn Maee, but I ain't had 
the price I have had to pay for it r To have a wife who • Ho, I nothink werry new to tell about, till a few nites ago, when we had 
shall never roll a mU again- never, never ! •/. t 7^ 7 x what I can truthfully call a reel staggerer, and no mistake* It 


Hilda {lays her head on the stove^ and answers as if half asleep ). ' 
Ho mor^iils ? Poor Doctor Heedal ! 

Dr. Herd, {bitterly). Ho— nothing but cosy commonplace grey 
powders for a whole troop of children. 

Hilda {lively agairi). Hot ^rey powders ! {Quite serxomly.) I -will 
tell you what you shall make next. Beautiful rainbow-coloured 
powders that will give one a real grip on the world. Powders to 
make everyone free and buoyant, and ready to grasp at one’s own 
happiness, to dare what one would. I will nave you make them. I 
T^l— I will ! 

Dr. Herd. H’m I I am not quite sure that I clearly understand. 
And then the ingredients— ? 

Hilda, What stupid people all of you pill-doctors are, to be 
sure ! Why, they will b^owona, of course ! 

Dr. Herd. Poisons ? Way in the world should they be that f 


what I can truthfully call a reel staggerer, and no mistake. It 
seems as it ’s allers the custon, when a Embas^ 
S made hisself werry poplar, is gitting 

jest a leetle tired of us, and begins to si for Ome 
sweet Ome, for the principalest Gent in London to 
give him sitch a grand Bankwet as he ain’t never 
seen afore, and ain’t never likely for to see again. 
So the Lokd Make, hearing as the French Em- 
bassadore was in that werry dellicate sitiwa,tion, 
/ i! i arsked a^ut three hundred of the most heminent 
ffW / / f ; Gents in all London to come to the Manshnn House 
^0 meet him, and they all came, as in course they 

‘ wood do, and that was one of the werry grandest 
^ y ises*' Bankwets as regards silly brated Gests as ewen I 
ewer had the honner of waiting on. 

And now for the staggerers! Just to begin with, why the 


Hilda {without answering him). All the thrillingest, deadliest French Embassadore is no more a Frenchman than I am I for his 
poisons— it is only such things that are wholesome, nowadays. name it ’s WoDDoreTOisr, and so was his Father’s before him, and 

Dr. Herd, {as if caught by her enthusiasm). And I could colour strange to say, thanks, I spose, to the splendid dinner, et setterer^ 


Mrs. Herd, [enters noiselessly through hall-door). I suppose, prefer saying, werry like a Whale ! Of course aU the Gents present, 
Hausttjs, you are persuading Miss Wakgel to start by the afternoon being reel Gents, looked quite as if they beleeved it all; but, 
steamer ? I have bought her a pair of curling-tongs, and a packet when he afterwards went on to say that Ms Grate Grandfa ther 
of hair-pins. The larger parcels are coming o^resently. took Ms most religious and grayshus Majesty, King Chasles the 

Dr. Herd, {uneasily). H’m 1 Hilda — Miss Wanoel I should say Second, right up into the Hoak Tree, and so saved his preshus 


—is kindly going to stay on a little longer, to assist me in some life, I saw sum two or three of the werry 
scientific experiments. You wouldn’t nnderstand them if I told biest on ’em trying in wain to look quite 
you. serious, as if they bleeved it all; and one 

Mrs. Herd. Shouldn’t I, Hattsttjs ? I daresay not. ^ werry smart young feller near me said to Ms 

\The Hew Book-keeper holes through the glass-door of Dis- friend, “ Why not call it the Hoax Tree ” ? 
pensary, ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ I didn’t kno quite what he meant, hut they 

Hilda {starts violently and points — then in a whisper). Who is both had a quiet larf over it. 
that f He gave us a few more staggerers, hut not 

Dr. Herd. Only the Hew Book-keeper and Assistant— a very ^xiite equal to the King Charles one, and of 
intelligent person. . , . . course we coud aU make ^owanees for Mm, 

Hilda {holes straight in front of her with a far-away expresswni as it was Ms last chance in such a party as 
and whispers to herself). I thought at first it was . . . Butno— that was. But he made up for it all hefdre 


would be* too frightfully thrilling I he left, by speaking of the Grand Old Cop- 

Dr. Herd, {to himself). I’m turning into a regular old troll now— peration as one of the werry noblest hodys m 
it I can’t help myself. After aU, I am only an elderly Horwegian. tbe world, and as having made its mark in 



“ Bobaire ” ai la mede 
de Parry. 


but I can’t help myself. After aU, I am only an elderly Horwegian. the world, and as having made its mark in „ . ^ ,, 

We are made like that . . . Rainbow powders— rac? rainbow the history of tMs great Countryj and how artily he hoped it would 
powders! With Hilda! • . . Oh, to have the joy of life once more I continue and flurrish forever! 1 don’t suppose as there w^ any 
[Tahes his temperature again as Curtain falls, county counsellers among so distingwisht a Body, or I should like to 
know what they thort of the Embassadore’s opinion of us ! An I m 


PROFESSOR WHITEWASH’S GUIDE TO HISTORY. 

Question. Who was William: the Conqueror ? 

Answer. The Managing Director of an Exploration Company com- 
posed of the most respectable shareholders. 

Q* William Rufus, Heitrt the First and 
uL. Richaed the First ? 

A. Rufus, a worthy son of a worthy father; 
Hehet, a scholar, who strongly objected to over- 
cramming ; and Richard, a mild-mannered man, 
who modestly shrank from canonisation. 

Q. And what do you know about King J ohh ? 

A. That he gave to a grateful country the Magna 
Charta. 

Q. And aR the intermediate monarchs'" being 
equallytgood, what have you to say about King Henry 
THE Eiohth ? 

A. He was a model monarch, and worthy to he the 
father of Mart and Elizabeth. 

Q. How about the Royal ladies you have last 
mentioned ? 

A. The first had as large a mind as the other a 
heart. 


fhi-nVi-n of wizitin Parry myself and cummin out strong. And wy 
not ? They tell me it wiR make me kwite young agamj for I shall 
go oyer there a helderly henglish waiter and reappear in Parry as 
a “ garsong ” wMch is french for “ a young man.” Robert. 

BRIGHTOH BOORS. 

[Mr. Gladstone was mobbed by an immense crowd on Sunday, the 5tb.] 

0 Briohton, it isn’t a thing to be proud of 
That people, the fat uns as weR as the bony tins, 

Should squeeze an old Gentleman, crushed in a crowd of 

Brightonians. 

AR watering-places you claim to he Cueen of. 

As proud as the T^ans or the Sidonims ; 

Your manners don’t match ; such behaviour seems green of 

Brightonians. 

You scare away visitors, who are afinghted ^ 

By folks rude as Goths, Huns, or wild Caledonians,^ 

Such staring shows that in two ways you’re short-sighted 

Bnghtomans. 

Our Bookutg-Opfice. — Chatto and Windus have published, in 


Q. What do you think of the Stuart Faimly ? OuR Booking-Opfice.-Chaoto aot yv indus nave puou^eu, m 
A. It was famed for its fideUty, trustfulness, and handy form, cloth hound, f 

irratitude. JtrsiOT McCaetht’s noTels. There are.ten in^, Koing at ^-a- 

* Q. Were "WiLiiAar and Mast, and Ahwb, plea- crown a-piece, and weE wrih ihe tone 

sa^ Monaichs f exeeEent-not a matter of course in the wni^. I®’-? 

The Professor. Most pleasant. As witty as titey were beautifuL wholesome, whEst on every page rie^lhe hght of gen . 

Q. And how about the ©Wens ? " - ^ I? 

A. AU that could he desired— and more. Indeed, all oormonarchs hbraiy, my Baiomte ismplmedto ^»t;^ Mc(^ 
have been of the most exemplary characto, against whom the most to some extent, have given up to Pohtics what ^ 
sCkhdal-loving would utter no word of complaint, literature. 


B. DE B.-W. 




AN EFFECT OF SHYNESS. 

:^< mdMam . r ^ “Whic* bo yob think Efit’s most uks, Mb. Jinks ?-hbp. Eathm, or Me^’ 

Mototr-S Likeness of mr Father 1 mean— a-Handsome Likeness op bee 

' i “JSAN A A iStammera li0pelmly,v§aas his Tea, arid Wishes himself UTiom. 


THE ASSAULT ! ! 

Beleagtiers hMle around the Battering~Itam 
Balfmrim {musingly). * ‘ Heroes tall 

Dislodging: pinnacle and parapet 
Upon the tortoise creeping to the mil.” 
Chamlerhinus (sardonically). Heroes tall, indeed I Haye the 
distressed defenders of this untenable Citadel any sneh? Ciad- 
.SToiOTSisa sort of hero, perhaps, but hardly tall; Haecottetixjs 
IS tali indeed, but no hero. Aha t 

^^^^undersonius {sharnly% Yes ; and we have had too much of that 
tortoise-creepmg” business. Sharp's the word now, I hope. 
Baifoubifs s Battermg-Ram-though the murderous ruffians— I 

denounce it, is better than all your 

Balfourius (compUHng his quotation). “Lances in ambush set.” 

w Oh yes; they 're all very well— in their way. A 

« bloods,” with secret siances, and 
—ahemi— ^earsals, is not a bad notion. But on the 
whole I agree with Moloch 

“My sentence is for open war : of wiles, 

Moreinexpert, I boast not: there let those 
^ntnve who need, or when they need, not now. 

For while they sit contriving, shall the rest. 

Millions that st^d in arms, and longing wait 
The signal to srise, sit lingering here, 

Prisoners of his tyranny who reigns 
By oiy delay ? Ho, let us rather choose, 

Ann d with hell-dames and fury all at once, 

O er mese high towers to force resistless way, 
lurmng Obstructi<m into horrid arms 
Agai^ the Obstructor ; when to meet the noise 
Ot ms; imq.uitous’ engine, he shall hear 
^Men^ thunder; and for lightning set 
wedn and rooketa shot with equal rage 
^ _ hmmg his ‘items; ' and his seat itself 


Shake with Tartarean tactics, * dirty tricks, ^ 

His own invented dodges. 

Grandolphus (tugging at Balfourius" s tunic-tails). Ha ! ha ! ha! 
weU quoted, my Orange-plumed Hyperborean hero I (Aside: I 
must read vp the hards a hit. Didn't know they were so practically 
perUnmt. ^ Mow handy that ^^senesque'^ hit came in the ether day!) 


Grandolphus (cheerO;/). Ah, my old friend, I assure yon I intend 
to stick to you loyally and unhesitatingly,” 

Balfourius (jdrily). Qk— thanks ! I ! 

Chamherlainus. Hever were such a United lot as we are I 
(Sings soUo voce.) 

Bor I love dear B. as a brother^ I do, 

And dear B. he worships me ; 

Bid we hoth he hlowed if we ^ll either he stowed 

In the other chap's hold, you see ! 

Balfourius. What’s that you say ? 

Cha^erlainus. Oh, merely humming “Birds iu their little nests 
ag:ree. 

SMmrtus. Ah, as the Chief says, there ’ll he plenty of opnor- 
tunity for personal saonfioe and nnlliTur 


SamdersMtus. Quite so ! So hear a hand— ot the rope, (Jban- 
I^eaae. Now then, boys — aW together!.'! 

Grand Old Voice tfrom within). “When they do agree, their 

M T> will stand the 

shock . Must disable that Eampant Ram of theirs — somehow. 

[,Left keeping his eye on ’em. 

SupFiciENtiOT Aktioite. — S aid Tomkins, “I won’t say my ancestors 
Sgh Sde^’* Country before the Flood, hut they came in with the I 
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TRIALS OF 


CONVALESCENT. 


Tompkins (m a feeble voice, for the fourth or fifth time^ with no resfut,X€), Csairmar' ! 1 1 Chairman ! ! I ” 

That Awful Boy, “ Lydies and Gentlemen ” ! I 


I A TYTTE OP THE BLUES. 

By AN Old “Crook.” 

After reading the rattling verses of “Tis,” 
entitled “ Good LveJc / ’* in the Granta,^’) 

Good old Granta! They set the hlood 
glowing, 

Tour verse-grinder’s galloping lines, 

There seems raxe inspiration in Sowing I 
The Muse, who politely declines 
To patronise pessimist twitters, 

Has smiled on these stanzas, which smack 
Of health, honest zeal, foaming “ hitters,” 
And vigour of brain and of back. 

Good luck to the Light Blues ! That burden 
Befits rattling rhymes from the Cam, 

Their “movement” might rouse a Dame 
Dtjbdbn, 

Or fire a cold victim of cram. 
liVky it stirs up “ old Crocks ” to peruse ’em — 
Slashing lines on “ a slashing octette ” — 
They feel, though ’tis hard to “ enthuse ” ’em, 
There must be some life in ’em yet. 

Old Crocks ! Oh, exuberant younkers ! 

You/‘ guy ” “ the old gang ” as “ played 
As fogies, and fussers, and funkers, Lout,” 
You’ve over-much reason, no doubt. 

But, great Scott I as your rowing-rhymes 
rattle 

And lilt ^c praise of the Crews, 

. We too sniff the air of the battle I 
We too have a Fit of the Blues. 

It ’s oh I just to “ swing behind Lewis,” 

A “ youngster as strong as an ox ” ! 

Or be one who true Boss of the Crew is, — 

, Your “ pet Palimirus the Cox ! 

To feel an the blood in one glowing, 

; And— heedless of love, toil, and “ tin” — 
Know nf^ught in creation save— Rowing, 
JDeemsxiothing w^th nmqh save— a Win ! 


Five minutes, my boys, of such feeling. 
When rivals look beaten and blown, 

When the nose of your ship is j'ust stealing 
Ahead, when your muscles have grown 
To thews, that— tern, — are Titanic, 

Are worth a whole year of our lives. 

Whose waistbands are — ^well, Aldermanic<» 
Who ’ve wrinkles, and worries, and wives! 

WeU, here’s to the two tints of azure, 

The Dark Blue as well as the light ! 

At least there ’s one thing we can say sure, — 
There ’ll be no blue funk in their fight. 
And here’s to the Bard of the Granta, 

Who sings without “side,” “sniff,” or 
“ shop,” 

Majr he live (if he wish it), to plant a 
Big bay on Parnassus’s top! 

TIM O^HOWLIGAN^S LAMENT. 

kvR. — ''’Arraht darlints, we can't do 
without ye / ” 

Ah ! shure boys, the world has gone crazy, 
And there ’s plinty of throuble in shtore, 
Ivery momin’ 1 wake up onaisy 
Bekase I can’t sbleep any more. 

’Twas Cromwell, bad scran to ’im, done it. 
Him that murdheredKing Charles, ochone! 
And since the black villin begun it 
Quid Erin ’s done nothing but groan. 

And moan. 

It would soften the heart of a shtone. 

By the poker, I ’m boilin’ with passion 
Whin I think of the laws that they make ; 
At a fair the bhoys heads ye can’t smash in, 
Hor get daeently dhrunk at a wake. 

There ’s only twelve pinee in a shillin’, 

And not more than two pints in a quart, 
Onless you are Oliver at fillin’, 

And can make it hould more than it ought. 
Don’t be caught, 

Or, be j'abers, they ’ll make you pay for ’t. 


Where ’s the kings and the print^s of Erin 
That lived on purtaties and point, 

And niver saw year out and year in 
The divil a taste of a joint? 

Thim toirants now buy all our bacon. 

And the linen, and butther, and that, 

All that grows in the counthry is taken 
From Antrim to Mullinavat, 

PoOT Pat 

Has to sell, at % profut, that’s fiat. 

4 ‘ 

Well, honies^tl ’E give ye a hint, 

And let ivery one do it who can ; 

When the bag of thirteens is all spint, 

Set up for a Parliament man. 

Thim’s the boys that gets lashinsof drinkin’, 
And they dine wanst a week wid the dueen, 
Where tl^ glasses are niver done clinkin’, 
Wid the Royalties jokin’ and spreein’, 
Juhileem’, 

And such doins as niver was seen. 


A Complaint and Simple* Remedt. — 
Among the Requests in our ecclesiastical 
coutemporary, The Guardian, recently ap- 
peared one asking for an effectual way of 
exterminating dry rot, and prevent'ng its 
re-appearance in a church,^^ Why doesn’t 
the reverend inquirer try somebody else’s 
Sermons ? Or have no Sermons at all ? 


HoTHiNd more delights our old friend than 
to get hold of a real good word, and use it 
with effect. “ I wish I knew what is going 
to win the Derby this year,” observed her 
Niece. “ Ah, my dear,” replied her Aunt, 
“I might be able to tell you if I were a 
Yaccinator.’^ 

Best Day in the Week eor MAKiNa a 
Proposal op Marriaoe. — In London, Mon- 
day is the most approprfate, as being dedi- 
cated to the “ Monday Pops.” ^ 
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Mr, Moriariy. “Look herb. Ada, how mtch lokgbb, foe oooDHESi.’ sake, aee 
TI coin’ to be Dressin* yourself ? ” 

Voice friyni the heights, “O^LY Ten Minutes, bear!” 

Mr. Moriarty. “WsLi, all I can sat is, if I'ris got to wait aFTi-g Ten 
Minutes, I 'll — I 'll be off ihis Blessed Moment !” 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTllACTED FEOM THE DIAHT OF TOST, 1I.P. 

0/ Commons, Monday, March 6.—“ The Speaiek took the Chair at three 
0 olook.” That is an eitr^t from the Jpumah of the Mouse, a fasoinating Uterary 
work, ahly edited by Mr. Palg^tb with the assistance of Mr. Milman, much in 
farom at MtmiES. ^st tune I saw Spe^ee rise from Chair was Banquet at 
Mansion Honw given by way of fareweU to M, YfADDiNGTON. Very remarkable scene 
it was. toes Speaker of Honse of Commons is personally unknown to 

j*® never goes on Midlothi^ Campaigns ; 

^biigs to no faction ; has no pditic^ following ; and Sionld have no . enemy. British 
pahho, regarding close attention the fascinating arena at WMtminster, have 

P^^nt President. When list ft 
to hon<wread out hv Toastmaster, name of 
with enthusiastic and prolc^ged applause. House of Ooinmoiis men 'present, of whom 


there ^ was large muster, evidently taken by 
surorise. They know the Speaxer, because they 
daily live with him. How outside public should 
have been seized with such keen appreciation of 
his worth was more than they were prepared for 

This may have been, probably was, to some 
extent a succes d^estimee Mr. Peel’s i4>6eoh wag 
genuine triumph ; very brief, the shortest of the 
series, hut incomparably the best ; lofty in tone 
perfect in delivery, saying just the right thing at 
the right moment in the right way. Its effect at 
Mansion House something Eke that which electri- 
fied House when Mr. Peel, standing on steps of 
Chair, faced it for first time as its Speaker 
revealing, even to those who had known bim long’ 
the full depths of his nature and the towering 
height of his capacity. 

Mon Dieu,, Tobeb,” said an eminent French- 
man, “ the world in both hemispheres has always 
envied you the possessiou of your House of 
Commons. Now we know you have a Speaker 
worthy of its best traditions.” 

Banquet a great success; certainly the most 
brilliant galaxy of guests drawn together in same 
place since Mr. Phelps, the American Minister, 
said farewell in memorable speech. Much struck 
with completeness of arrangements. Even the 
waiters imbued with consciousness of great 
occasion. 

“Hope you enjide your dinner. Sir?” said one 
to me, when dessert placed on table. 

“Excellent,” I said; “perhaps the whitebait 
done a little too much ; showed tendency to pre- 
sent itseH in fragments hut ’twas nothing.” 

“ Yessir,” said the Waiter, diligently brushing 
off imaginary crumbs. “I’m going now. Sir.” 

“Ah,” I said; “then I suppose you don’t 
wait to hear the speeches; fiow of reason, yon 
know, qidte a treat.” 

“ Yessir,” said he, still paging away at the 
spotless tahle-oloth. “ Can I get you any^ng 
more. Sir?” 

“No, thank you,” I said, quite touched at the 
man’s considerate attention, the more marked 
since, as far as I recognised him, I had not seen 
him before. “I’ve done excellentlv.” 

“ Yessir. I ’m going now.” Hardly seemed able 
to part. Not sure whether, in circumstances of 
international amity, I shouldn’t have shakmi 
hands^ with him. _ Made half advance in that 
direction. He quickly advanced his hand, but 
after glance at my extended palm, as rapidly 
witlmrew it. Perhaps he was right. Not usual 
to shake hands with Waiter, though really, on 
occasion ^like* this, one might disregard con- 
ventionalities. Waiter lingeringly withdrew, still 
keeping his eye on me, as fl expecting me to call 
him back. Nodded a friendly fareweU, and 
penavely peeled an orange, thinking how one 
touch of nature makes us £in. This good Waiter 

J^^^^ifite subdued by the graceful, generous 

^ , , . , 

_ two 

f ought aU the way from Cressy 

to Waterloo. 

Business done* — Q-ot into Committee on Navy 
Estimates. In the Lobby sort of rehearsal of new 
Battle of Boyne. ^ The other night Saunberson 
md something disrespectful of Irish Members, 


say that in the Lobby.” “ Say __ 
anrwhere,” responded the Colonel, ever ready to 
oblige. 

Next day wrote letter to Rebmonb, incidental^ 
mentioning that if he wanted to hear the wordTs 
over again, should meet him in Lob^ to-night 
after questions. Nothing , nearer Eebkonb’s 
heart’s desire. At five o’clock Colonel, accom- 
panied by another military gentleman, carm^, 
his cloak, a pair of pistols, a stiletto, a hott^cu 
eau de Cologne^^ a sponge, and a clothes-briwli, 
BtoHily strode into Lobby. Carefully counted 
paces tiU he was standing as nearly as possible 
on centre tile; folded arms, and wished that 
Night or Eebmoitd would come. Colonel WARcka-, 




“SCENES IN THE LOBBY.” 

Design foe Oue Own Histobioa.Ii Paintbe. 
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aecontrements and cloak ; stood a pace and a half 
T T entered Eebmoni), accompanied by 

i-it T crying cloak. Secreted in folds were 

shillelagh, ^ttle of w^skey, pair of spurs, a toothpick, and a 
iTesnly-minted ^wn-))i€oe. This last, at suitable moment, to be 
flung acrms Lobby ; (friend secretly told off to be on alert to pick it 
^ ^ ^ typical of throwing Eling’s Crown 

into the ^yne. 'Hie principals approaching, Eedmond, after maimer 
01 schoolboys, who edge up to each other, each hoping the other 
d(^nt want to hght, asked CJolonel to “say it again.” “Cer- 
tainly* but say what?” Here difficulty began, which spoiled 
w hole business* Ej^itoio) insisted upon being called a murderer, 
pAU^jsiisON punctilious on minor points, wouldn’t go quite so far 
m his desire to oblige. Angry altercation followed ; Members, to 


number of something like hundred, formed ring 
n^ht shoulder aggressively 
hoisted, stpoke over it at the 
Colonel. Colonel stood erect, 
with hands loosely hanging 
by his side, ready for emer- 
gencies. Crowd grew thicker 
and more excited. “Ex- 
pected every moment would 
be our next,” as Clancy 
breathlessly put it. But in 
the end storm blew itself 
out. !N’othiiig^ happened, 
and crowd disappointedly 
dispersed. 

Xllster will fight, 

But tO’-night, 

Thursday, — Opposition 
mustered to-day in high 
spirits: meeting at Carlton 
yesterday addressed by Map - 
KISS and Prince Aethuk; 

Ckandolph, looking in, took 
back seat in his customary 
retiring fashion. Meeting 
insisted on his coming to the 
firont ; made spirited speech ; 
scarcely a di^ eye in the 
Club when, looking shyly 
across at Prince Arthur, he 
aEuded to him as his “old 
iwlLtical Mend,” his “ bril- 
liant and este^ed Parlia- 
mentaiy Leader.” 

“ I think,” said the Mar- 
xism as meetii^ dispersed, 

“this will drive nail in 
oofdn of Home-Eule Bill, 
and make things pretty hot 
for Mr. Gr. As Hapt Dyke 
emgrammatically puts it, 

‘ ne Unionists, above all 
others, should he united.’ ” 

This, as I mentioned, 
happened yesterday. This 
aftemocm Opposition mus- 
in anticipation 


Eedmond, with j words, “ Lowther’s Arcade.” 



GREAT 


“There ’s only one thing we want to run onr majority ovar 100 ” 
said SauTRE OP Malwood, smiling beneficently from Treasury Bench 
“ Another meeting of the Party at the Carlton Club will do it.” 

“What did you mean by to-night’s performance?” I* a^ed 
Jemmie, later. 

“ Mean ? I meant business. I ’m a little tired of lurking in 
background seeing men come to front wbo haven’t half my ability 
political acumen, or Parliamentary knowledge. I intend to have a 
Party of my own. There has been a Fourth Party, and before that 
there was a Tea-room Party, and a Cave of Adullam. I shall eclinse 
them all.” ^ 

“ And under what name do you think history will know vour 
faction ? ’’ I asked, much interested. 

The ^ght Hon. took np a piece of paper, and on it wrote the 

Bustjiess done, — W olher’s 
Amendment on the ISTavy 
Estimates negatived. 

Friday, — ^Prince Arthur, 
and Statesman to whom 
Austen Chamberlain dis- 
tantly alludes as “My 
Eight Hon. friend,” sit 
separated by width of House. 
But, in assaults on Govern- 
ment, they are not divided. 
Idle stories about differ- 
ences of opinion arising 
between them quite unne- 
cessarily denied. 

“ I never look at them,” 
said Trevelyan, “ with- 
out recalling to mind a 
passage in what is, I 
think, my favourite among 
Dickens’s novels. You re- 
member the scene in Great 
JSxpectations^ where Joe 
Gargery visits P*]p, in his 
day of prosperity, in Lon- 
don ? * Ever best of frien4e»^ 
says Joe (CltfAMBBBLAiiir). 
‘Dear Joe,’ i^ys Pril^ 
Arthur. ‘You knw 
Pip,’ says Joe, ‘ you and 
me ware ever friends, and 
it were looked farerd to 
betwixt us as bein’ calc’- 
lated to lead to larks.’ ” 

TEe expectation not lack- 
ing of past fulfilment ; full 
of promise in days near at 
hand. 

Business done, — Sat from 
two to seven discussing 
whether we shall tit to- 
morrow in order to make 
progress with public busi- 
ness. Finally decided we 
Balpour and Mr. shaE. Meanwhile, morning 


EXPECTATIONS.” 

_ of c^tx attempts are being made to show that Mr. Balpour and Mr. shaE. Meanwhile, ] 

•essivA IMV A are at variance respecting the tactics which should he adopted bv the sitting* slinnpfi awa V 

^ Opposition, we may state that more thorough accord never Sed^th^ Sitting sUpped away 
suspension of^TwSve^’S^ present moment,”— TAe Times, March 8, 1893.] 

S order to ^e “ You know, Pip, as you and me were ever the best of friends ! ” COW Teji- 

fj-T- -ra xy. ^ ^ Jfacmir riv, Dear Jo PERANZA. — Signor Vt tat.Tj 


gress with Estimates. 

“ Not if we know it,” said Eight Hon. James Lowther, commonly 
called “ Jemmie.” 

, f previous to moving Eesolution, explained there was no 

intention of sitting late; Suspension Standing Order was matter of 
precauti^ demgned to prevent arbitral carrying over of Amend- 
ments vmen adequately discussed. Prince Arthur’s keen eye dis- 
^med that thisnught be so construed as to convey no advantage to 
Goyenunent. When twelve o’clock came Debate might be diverged 
on to mes of wr^gle round Question of Adjournment, and so House 
up and notto^ done. On this understanding he declared he would 
^resist Motion of Leader of House* Then Jemmie, rushing to the 
Mnt, m^e the runniiig. Did Mr. G. intend, in any case, to take 
Se^nd Eeadmg of Home-Enle Bill on Thursday next ? Mr. G. 
nodded assent. Yery well, then I ’U divide against you,” Jemmie 
roared the p^ed figure of his esteemed Leader, Not to he 
^ved by blandishment or argument from this position. Prinoe 
AxmvR, seeing mattera hopeless, haughtily strode forth, Grandolph 
teyaUy a^^Manjong him. But more than half his old colleagues 
^ed Mund mth Jemmie Lowther who got Opposition soSdly 
beaten by majmrty of 85, ^ 


ta 1 -I , 1 -. . . of the Italian -Wine - in - 

Engird Mission, mites to us to say that Sir Wilfrid Lawson 
might temper his favourite beverage of A^ua Pura with half 
agaUonflaskof Vtnum Purum Italianum, such as Chianti, and he 
would be none the wor^ for it We are inclined to agree with 
tne Signor vitali, as, in our opinion, there is small likelihood of 
any Italian ynne-drinker “getting any forrader.” Of course 
Signor vitali, wmg somewhat interested in the matter, and there- 
lore, most ^pef ul that his enterprise will result in orders for any j 
mmber oi flasks, and not end in an empty .yJofico, would not fail to 1 
pomt out that Italian wine is likely to have a prolonged existence 
in this country, as it is not lacking in Yitali-ty. 

TONE AND TINT.— (By a Wearer of tEe Green.) 

^UR Orangeman swears— he ’s a terrible fellow I— 
juey shan’t set the Green o’er his favourite Yellow, 

His shout’s “ No surrender ! ” And is he so Green 
As to think we ’ll turn Yellow because of his ^leen ? 

No, no I He may vow in his last ditch he’ll die, 

But— we ’re not to he scared by a Sm and a Cry ! 
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But the Majors did not seem to 
see it, so they sent in their papers 
too. _ 

Then the General from the War 
Office caUedupthe Company Officers. 

“Gentlemen,” said he, “we shall 
continue the snubbing, of which you 
have had so much experience. You 
will do all sorts of new work, and 
i^o to all sorts of fresh expense in the 
near future.^ Not that it '^l in- 
crease your dignity— not a bit of it. 
Sowever, yon may still call your- 
selves Captains and Lieutenant^not 
that I c5l you so myself. I mean 
off parade.” 

But the Company Officers did not 
teem to see it, so they sent in their 
papers and marched away. Then 
the General fromHhe 'War Office 
called up the rest of the Eegiment. 

“Now, Non-commissioned Officers 
and Men,” said he,“ you have no one 
"0 command you, and no one to pay 
for your marches ont, prizes, and the 
rest of it. But don’t let that bo- 
ther you. Tou may still call your- 
selves Soldiers—not that I call yon 
so myself. I mean off parade.” 

But the remainder of the Regiment 
did not seem to see it, so they sent 
in tlmT resignations, and vanished. 

Then the Officer from the War 
Office rode towards Pall Mall. 

“ It won’t interfere^ with me 
much,” said he, “ and give the De- 
partment less to do. And I can 
stiH call myseH General— thongh I 
scarcely deserve the title, either on 
or off parade I ” 

HOW IT STRIKES ‘ THE 
CONTEMPORARY.” 

[“"Why shoTild not women take the 
bA. degree? . . - XJnfortu7.ately the | 
older Universities have resented every 
attempt at breaking down their cherished 
excluaveness.*’— i’rwJtaw Article in ^^The 
Contemforary ^ei;icw ** for Mcirehi] 

Despotic Dons’ dominion 
StiU snhjngates us all, 

They scoff at our opinion, 

Our purposes miscall ; 

Will no dmiverer appear, 

Aud is it vainly, as we fear, 

We hold our meetings every year 
Within St. James's Hall ? 


THE PANGS OF MATRIMONY!!! 

Casual Acquaintance “Hear you * be to be 

Mr, mhes. “Much obliged, but IjDVism so tee 

ME A PRETTY PENNY, I TELL YER. MbS. RiBBES AS IS p^^ON’S FeES ; 

know; an* then there *s the I^rnishin, j a-pieob* an’ wot with one 

AN* then I ’AVE TO GIVE *ER AN* *ER SiSTER A BIT 0 I eEOKON 

THING AN’ ANOTHER— SHE *S A BAVY WoMAN, YER t *ER *0ME I ** 

SHE ’ll *A CORST me PRETTV NEAR TWO-AS^-jlLUrJEir A PO TTNJ) AFORE I _ 


SMALL BY DEGREES. j 

A Story of Defiance not Defence, 

There was once a Battalion of Yolunteerswith 
its fxdl complement of field, company, non- 
commissiopiea officers, and r^k and :me. And 
according to experts the Regiment was a most 
valuable addition to the national defence. One 
day a General, covered over with gold lace and 
w^ng a cocked hat, rode np to the Colonel and 

“ CokmeV’ said the General, “ we are thintog 
i af 'fldving’^bver yotir command to a 0.0. of a Depot 
Centre. It won’t interfere with you “luch and 


Rive you less to do. Tou may still o^ 
Colouel-not that I call you so myself. I mesa 

^e Colonel did not seem to see it, and so 
he sent in his papers and 
Then the General foom t^ War Office^oalled np 
the two remaining Field Officers. _ 

“Wors.” said\e, “it seems to us we cm help 
you a good deal- by appoiato^ a Major from a 
service hattahott as Adjutant. Then om 

rank beneath him, and he can Iwk afta 70^ ““ 
the two half battalions you each of you are sup- 
posed to command. Tou may still 
Majors— notthat I oallyou so myself, I mean off 
parade.” 


Our wrongs, if brought to kimwledg e, 
Would surely move your hearts, 
Degreeless from her College 
The Wrangler-ess departs ; 

And shall not too the maids, who can 
Give all the usages of hv. 

As weR as any hving man 
Be Bachelors of Arts ? 

Persuasive or abusive 
We fail our point to gam. 
Disgracefully exclusive 
These ancient seats remain : 

But yet a future we foresee 
When Women will the rulers be. 
And Men will beg a Pass-degree, 
WRl beg, and beg in vain ! 

* * * * 
P.8.— The pith of our piition 
Is seldom understood, 

It is not all ambition, 

Though this, no doubt, xs good ; 
But, speaking frankly, we declare 
The point for which we really care 
Is just to gain the right to wear 
That most becoming hood I 
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THE WITLER’S WISION OF WENGEANCE. 

(In a slightly Pickwickiait Sense.) 

Being Bream oj anangry BroOur Bung” after attending tU Meeting at St. Jamee’sEall, and trying to smtJuUTnselfvm a din into IH^ 
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[‘He” Lord Btjeton, “asked why this drastic, this dishonest this 
gerrmandeiing Bill should hare been brought in ? ! . . 

Nonconformist Conscience. Vhich 
tT wn L the Liberal Party. He firmly beKeve^S 

me BiU h^ bwn brought forward to suit the Nonconformist Conscience 
S srif-righ^iOTess, and the sham reroec^biUty 


L^r elder, gave vent to an extrai r Jinary BJund. 

wtoh, nei&er a groa^ nor a grant, nor a&asp, nor a howL 
Si a luM,!n<w a ahont, nor'a shriek, yet^med to partake 

degroe «f the charaoto of all these inariaoolate laryngeal 
*1 blend, and a stentorian ; it madaMm 
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RATHER SUSPICIOUS. 

Mistress {to HouseTceej^r, after ^^the Yowng Person^* Tuts left the room). “Really, 'Wilkins, I could not engage that Young 
Person. She is too Ugly by ear 1 ** 

Sousehee^per. “ Yeey sorry, Mum. But you said so partiqxtlarlt that I was to look out for a good Plain Cook, — 
‘ QUITE A Plain Cook,' you said, Mum, — ^that I thought you had some Particular Reason ” 


Mr, Whler’s “ wocal wagaries” (as Ms son called them) 
when he was roused, were something tremendous, earthqualqr, 
appalling ! 

Mr. SwiGSLOP Stiggins, a leading Shepherd of the IJoneonformist 
Reehabite Flock, unwarned by this nondescript sound, which he 
understood to betoken remorse or repentance, in fact, an awakening 
of the “ NoncoMonnist Conscience,” in a somewhat unlikely quarter, 
looked about Mm, rubbed Ms hands, wept, smiled, wept again, ana 
then mechanically utterly a guttural “Hear! Hear!” (as though 


or the jocular Lawson, or the robustious T. W. Russell, or the 
astute Caine) and then, walking across the room to a well-remem- 
bered pigeon-hole, took thence an official-looking scroll, sat down, 
formally unfolded it, cleared his throat, and bey an with pompous 
complacency to read aloud its title, preamble, clauses, and provi- 
sions, compulsory regulations, and peremptory prohibitions to the 
apparently semi-asphyxiated Mr. Witler. 

The elder Mr. Witler, who still continued to make various 
strange and uncouth attempts to appear indifferent, offered not a 
single word dumg these proceedings ; but when Stiggins stopped 
for breath, previous to a second reading, he dartedl upon him, and, 
snatching the scroll from his hand, first buffeted him briskly about 
the head therewith, and then threw it into the fire. Then, seizing 
the astonished gentleman firmly by the collar, he suddenly fell to 
kicking Mm most furiously, accompanying every application of Ms 
boots to Mr. Stiggins’s person ■with sundry violent and incoherent 
anathemas, such as— “Blatant Barabbas!” — “Bumptious busy- 
body ! ” — “ Unblushing bandit ! ” — “ Barefaced spoliator I ” 
— “ Hypocritical humbug I ” — “ Iniquitous inquisitor ! ” — 
“ Fanatical faddist ! ” — “ Self - righteous sneak T ” — “ Sham 
saint ! ” — “ Jerrymandering Jeremy Diddler ! ” — “ Pragmatical 
pump!” — “Little Bethehte Boanerges!” and “ Honconfonnist 
TartuffellV^ 

“Sammy,” said Mr. Witler, “put my cap on tijpht forme!” 
Sam dutifully adjusted the cap more firmly on Ms father’s head. 


and the old gentleman, resuming Ms kicking with greater agility 
than before, tumbled Mr. Stiggins through the bar, and through 
the passage, out at the front door, and so into the street, the kicking 
continuing the whole way, and increasing in vehemence rather than 
diminishing ever;y time the boot was lifted. 

It was a beautiful and exhilarating sight {to “ the Trade ”) to see 
the water-drinker -writhing in Mr. Witlbr’s grasp, and Ms whole 
frame quivering -with anguish^ as kick followed kick in rapid suc- 
cession ; it was a still more exciting spectacle {to JBungdom all rounds 
from boisterous Lord Burton to the humblest rural Boniface) to 
behold Mr. Witler, after a powerful struggle, immersmg Mr. 
Stiggins’s head in a horse-trou^ full of water, and holding it there 
until he was half suffocated. 

“ There ! ” said Mr. Witler, throwing all his energy into one 
most complicated Mck, as he at length permitted M&. Stiggins 
I to -withdraw Ms head from the trough, “ send any vun o’ them 
I -villainous Yetoists, from burly Sir Yttxtam Barabbas Msself 
down to the pettifoggingest Local Hoptioniser in Little Peddling- 
ton, Acre, or to St. James’s ’All, or the Alhambra, or elseveres 
in public meeting or privit pub, and I ’ll pound him to a argy- 
mentative jelly fust, and dro-wnd Mm in public-speritted opimon 
arterwards I ” 

“ Sammy ” (added Mr. Witler, puffing and perspiring freely), 
“help me in, and fill me a stiff glass o’ Speshal Scotch ; for I ’m out 
of breath, my boy I ” 

iNi # # # # 

Yerx Natural.— Mrs, R. pays great attention to the Parliamentary 
debates, and listens attentively while her Nephew reads the speeches 
as reported in The Times. Last Thursday he was in the midst of the 
discussion on the Welsh Liquor-Traffic Bill, and came to this: 

“ Mr. Lloyd-Ueorge, whose opening remarks were interrupted by a 
Count—” Whereupon his Aunt exclaimed, “How very rude! 
What was the Count’s name ? And how does a Count come to be in I 
the House of Commons ? ” 
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PILL-DOCTOR HERDAL {Defiantly*) I know lie can, thongli. I Ve seen 

( Translate from the Original Norwegian hy Mr, Tunch , ) Rilhuh, There is a tradition that he once— ^hnt not now — ^he ^ows : 

THTRB APT better. I think yon said Mrs. Hesdal was in the town ? I will go 

inxifci/ , 7 77. and look for her. I understand her so well. ^ ^ [,Goes out hy gate. 

On the right, a smart v^andah, attached to Dr. Herdal’s duelling- HUda {calls). Dr. Heedal I Come out this minu te. I want yon i 
house, and communicating with the Drawing-room and Dispen- — a\^nllv ! 

sary by glass-doors. On the left a tumble-down rockery, with jy^, Kerd, {puts his head out), Jnst when I am making snch 

a headless plaster Mercury, In froni^ a lawn, with a large -wonderful progress with the powder ! (Comes down and leans on a \ 

sUoered glass globe on a stand. Chairs and tables. All the . table,) Haye yon hit npon some way of giving it to Aline ? I i 

furniture is of galvanised iron, A sunset is seen going on tiionght if yon were to pnt it in her arrowroot ? 

among the trees, Hilda, No, thanks, I won’t have that now, I have jnst 1 

Dr, Herdal {comes out of Dispensary-door cautiously, and recollected that it is a mle of mine never to injure anybody I have ; 

whispers), Hilda, are yon in there ? once been formally introduced to. Strangers don’t count. No, poor I 

{Taps with fingers on Drawing-room door, Mrs. Heedal miwtn’t take that powder ! 

Hilda [comes out with a half-teasing smile). Well— and how is Dr. Herd, (disappointed). Then is nothing to come of making 
the Eainbow-powder getting on, Dr. Hbedal ? Rainbow powders, after all, Hilda ? 

Dr, Herd, Hilda {Jooks hard at him). People 

{with enthusi- afraid to take your own 

asm). It is get- ^ physic. Is that true? 

ting on simply Dr. Herd, Yes, I am. {After a 

splendidly. I A pause^with candour,) 1 jdnd it in- 

sent the new n variably disagrees with me. 

As^tant out to h ^ Hilda {with a half-dubious smile), 

take a little \|| I think I can understand that. But 

walk, so that he \\ swallowed your 

should not he in iL \ \ dhote, 

the way. There \ years ago. And 1 heard a harp 

is Arsenic in the f ^ ^ ' 

powder, Hilda, r Dr, Herd, {open-mouthed), 1 don't 

and Digitalis ^ think that could have been Me. I 

too, and Stryoh- don’t play any instrument. And 

nine, and the best Beetle-killer I \& that was quite a special thing, too. 


Rainbow powders, after aH, Hilda ? 

Hilda {Jooks hard at him). People 
say yon are afraid to take your own 
physic. Is that true ? 

Dr, Herd, Yes, I am. {After a 
pause^with candour,) 1 jdnd it in- 
variably disagrees with me. 

Hilda {with a half-dubious smile), 

I think I can understand that. But 
yon did once. Yon swallowed your 
own pills that day at the table dhote, 
toi^oars ago, ^ And 1 heard a harp 

^ Hi^d, (open-mouthed), I don’t 

think that could have been Me. I 
^'.w§W^ don’t play any instrument. And 

ttog, too. 

Hilda [with happy, wondering eyes). Lots of It ’s not every day i can do it. Those 

Beetle-killer ? And yon will give some of it were only bread pills, Hilda. 

to Act, to make her free and buoyant. I Hilda {urith flashing eyes). But 

think one really; has the right— -when people yon rolled them; you took them. 

happen to stand in the way ! And I want to see yon stand once 

Dr. Herd, Yes, yon may well say so, Hilda. more free and high and great, swal- 

Stm— (ifttAimw/y)— it does occur to me that lowinjf your own preparations, 

snch doings may perhaps he misunderstood— {^Passionately,) I will have yon do 

by the narrow-minded and conventional. it I (Imploringly,) Just once more, 

{They go on the lawn, and sit down, Dr. Heedal ! 

Hilda (with an outburst). Oh, that all seems L>r, Herd, If I did, Hilda, my 

to me so foolish— so irrelevant! As if the medical knowledge, slight as it is, 

wholething wasn’t intended as an Allegory! leads me to the conclusion that 1 

Dr, Herd, (relieved). Ah, so long as it is should in all probability hurst. 

merely aUegorical^oi course But what is Hilda (looks deeply into his eyes), 

it an allegory q/; Hilda ? So long as yon burst beauiifally! 

Hilda [reflects in vain). How can yon sit ®^t no doubt that Miss Blae- 

there and ask snch questions ? I suppose I am deaf 

a symb^ of some sort. ^ Dr, Herd, Yon must believe in 

Dr, Herd, (as a thought flashes upon him), me utterly and entirely. I will do 

A cymbal ? That would certainly account for anything— Hilda, to pro- 

yonr bra Then am 1 a cymhsll too, Hilda ? vide yon with agreeable entertain- 

Hilda, Why yes — ^what else? Yon repre- ment. I will swallow my' own 

sent the Artist-worker, or the Elder G-enera- powder! (To himself, as he goes 

tion, or the Pursuit of the Ideal, or a Bilious gravely up to Dispensary,) If only 

^nseience — or something or other. Pbw ’re ^ ^||Pj|l the drugs are sufficiently adnl- 

Dr, H^d, (shakes his head). Ami? But I {Goes in; as he does so, the New 

don’t quite see — ^ Well, well, cymbals are Assistant enters the garden in ’ 

meant to clash a little. _ And I see plainly now blue spectades, unseen by Hilda, 

that I ought to prescribe this powder for as i and follows him, leaving open the 

many as possible. Isn’t it terrible, Hilda, / 1| glass-^or, 

that so many poor souls never really die their £ lA Senna Blakdraf {comes wUdlu out 

own deaths— pass out of the world without cp — ^ Drawing-room), V5^ere is dear 

j eyen^ the formality of an inquest ? As^ the ~ Dr, Herdal ? Oh, Miss Wanoel, 

[ district Coroner, I feel strongly on the subject. ^ discharged me — but I can’tr— » 

Hilda, And, when the Coroner has ^shed Tv ^ simply can't live away from that j 

sitting on all the bodies, perhaps— hut I shan’t My— ?wy Pill-Doctor ! lovely ledger I 

tell yon ^mw. (Speaks asif to a child) There, run away and finish Hilda (Jubilantly), At this moment Dr. Heedal is in the Dis- 

makmg the Rain^w- powder, do 1 ^ psnsary, taking one of his own powders. 

T PTs the Dispensary), I will— I will! Oh, Senna (despairingly). But— but it is utterly impossible I Miss 

1 do feel snch a troll — snch a light-haired, light-headed old devil ! Wangel, yon have snch a firm hold of hiTn — don't let him do 

Dubub {enters gardm-gate), I have had my digmiRSAl — ^hnt I’m Ihatl 
not going without saying good-bye to Mrs. Heedal. Hilda, I have already done all I can. 

Hilda, Dr. Hei^al would disapprove— yon really must not, Mr. [RiXBXTB appears, talking confidentially with Mrs. Herdal, al 
Ealomel, And, besides, Mrs. Heedal is not at home. She is in gate. ' 

the town hnying me a reel of cotton. Dr, Hee da l is in. He is Smna, Oh, Mrs. Heedal, Rxtbttb I The Pill-Doctor is going to 

mkmg real R^how powders for regenerating everybody all round, take one of his own preparations. Save- him — ^qnick ! 

r , c TT t 7 . f . Rilhjib {with cold politeness), I am sorry to hear it— for his 

Muouo, MaMng’po’waeTSf Ha! ha I But yon will see he won’t sake. But it would be quite contrary to professional etiquette to 
take one hims elf. ^It is quite notorious to us younger men that he prevent him. 

^ ^ .r , jH«n?. And I never interfere with my husband’s proceed- 

Hium [with a little snort of contempt). Oh, I daresay — ^that ’s so ings. I know my duty. Miss Blakdeaf, if others don’t ! 
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Milda [exulttng with great intensity). At last! K'ow I see Mm 
in there, great and free again, mixing the powder in a spoon — 
with jam! . . . Now h.e raises the spoon. Higher— higher still! 
[A gulp is audible^ from within,) There, didn’t yon hear a harp 
in the air? {Quietly,) I can’t see the spoon any more. But ] 
there is one he is striving with, in blue spectacles 1 

The New Assistant's Voice [within). The Pill-Doctor Heedax 
has taken his own powder ! 

Hilda [as if petrified). That voice ! Wh&re have I heard it 
before ? No matter— he has got the powder down ! ( Wa'ces a 

shawl in the air^ and shrieks with wildjmilation,) It’s too awfully 
thrilling 1 My— my Pill-Doctor ! 

The N, A, (comes out on verandah), I am happy to inform you 
that — as, to avoid accidents, I took the simple precaution of 
all the Dispensary-jars with Camphorated Chalk— no serious results 
may he anticipated from Dr. Heedal’s rashness. (Removes spec- 
tacles,) Nora, don’t you know me ? 

Hilda (reflects), I really don’t remember having the pleasure 

And I ’m sure I heard a harp in the air ! 

Mrs, Herd, I fancy, Miss WANGrEL, it must have been merely 
a bee in your bonnet ! 

! The N, A, (tenderly). Still the same little singing-bird ! Oh, 
Nora, my long-lost lark ! 

Hilda (sulky), I ’m not a lark — ’m a Bird of Prey — and, when 
I get my claws into anything;; ! 

The N, A, Macaroons, for instance ? I remember your tastes of 
old. See, Nora ! (Produces a paper-bag from his coat-tail pocket,) 
They were fresh this morning I 

Hilda (wavering). If you insist on calling me Nora, I think you 
must be just a little mad yourself. 

The N, A, We are all a litHe mad— in Norway. But Torvaed 
Helher is sane enough still to recognise his own little squirrel 
again ! Surely, Nora, your education is complete at last— you have 
gained the experience you needed ? 

Hilda (nods slowly). Yes, Torvald, you’re right enough there, 

I have thought things out for myself, and have got clear about 
them. And I have quite made up my mind that Society and the 
Law are all wrong, and that I am right. 

Helmer (overjoyed). Then you have learnt the G-reat Lesson, and 
are fit to undertake the charge of your children’s education at last ! 
You’ve no notion how they’ve grown! Yes, Nora, our marriage 
wOl he a true marriage now. You will come back to the Doll’s- 
House, won’t you ? 

Hilda-Nora-Helmer- Wangel (hesitates), Will you let me forge 
cheques if I do, Torvaij) ? 

Helmer (ardently), AH day* And at night, Nora, we will 
falsify the accounts— together 1 

JET. N, H, W, (throws herself into his arms, and helps her- 
self to macaroons). That wiU be fearfully thrilling! My— wy 
Manager! 

Dr, Herd, (comes out^ very pale^ from Dispensary), Hilda, I did 
take the I ’m afraid I interrupt you ? 

Helmer, Not in the least. But this lady is my little lark, and she 
is going back to her cage by the next steamer. 

Dr, Herd, (bitterly). Am I never to have a gleam of happiness — P 
But stay— do I see my little Senha once more ? 

Riibub, Pardon me — my little Senna. She always believed so 
firmly in my piU ! 

Dr, Herd, Well— well. If it must be. HiiuijR, I will take you 
into partnership, and we will take out a patent for that pill, jointly. 
Aline, my poor dear Aline, let us try once more if we cannot bring 
a ray of brightness into our cheerless home ! 

Mrs, Herd, Oh, Hattstds, if only we could— why do you pro- 
pose that to me — now f 

Dr, Herd, (softly— to himself). Because I have tried being a 
troH— and found that nothing came of it, and it wasn’t worth 
sixpence I 

[Hilda-Nora goes off to the right with Helmer ; Senna to the 
left with Eubur ; Dr, Herbal and Mrs. BDbrdal sit on two 
of the galvanised iron-chairs^ and shake their heads dis- 
consolately as the Curtain falls. 

The End. 


POLITICS AND TRADE. 

(A Poser for ** Patriots,') 

f^Our Trade is our Politics.” Motto of the licensed Victualler, as 
publicly avowed at a recent “great Meeting.”] 

f DEAR Bung, that frank hut huckster-like avowal 
Is made continually, behind the bar. 

It though rather “laid on with a trowel” — 

A Trade with Public Spirit quite at jar. 

The “mercenary politician,” making 
A pocket-business of a patriot’s task. 

Recently put your Press in a peat taking; 

But sordid selfishness here dofis all mask I 
Which^w^^a patriot’s conscience plays most 

Which most the venal virus has betrayed, — 

The man who makes his Trade his Politics, 

Or he who makes his Politics his Trade ? 

OUE BOOKING-OFJPICE. 

Rurdbtt's Official Intelligence for 1893 is just out, a promising 
yonng thing in its twelfth year. It is a little early to talk of the 
holidays, but my Baronite, regarding this thin Yol. ot 1783 pages, 
says he cannot help thinking with what pleasure the City merchant, 
or his clerk, hastening to the seaside, will pack it up with his 
coUar-hox. Every year the monmnental work increases in value, 
by reason of aecumnlated information. To the tired City man, scaling 
some Alp, gliding in weH-found yacht over silver seas, or prone in 
bosky dm, there can he nothing more soothing or delightful than to 
take his “ Bubdett” out of his waistcoat-pocket, and read it through 
Brom first page to last. 

For The Tragedy of Ida Noble the Baron tenders his grateful 
thanks to W. Clark Russell. It starts well, and the excitement is 
artistically sustained. At the close of every chapter Oliver^ the 
reader, is perpetuaUy “asking for more.” A capital story of 
adventure, where aH, iucluding 9ie reader, are “quite at sea” until 
the very last chapter. On nearing the middle of the hook, the 
question win occur to everyone experienced in such matters, “Does 
the hero marry the herome ? ” Now this, being a lady’s secret, 
win not he revealed by The Baron db B.-W. 


Thie Plea of the Party Man. 

(On either side) 

“There’s no Obstruction!” — ^Why, then, 
aH this ruction ? 

“When we obstruct, who dares to call’t 
Obstruction?” 

To dam a deluge, stop a bolting horse, — 

That is obstruction, of a sort, of course ; 

Our sort, in fact ! But theirs on t’other 
side ? 

That’s quite another matter. They can’t 
hide 

The cloven foot of malice, the false f aitours ! 

Not obstruct them f As weH say not hang 
traitors I 



Obstruction. 


OMNIS CELLUL A A CEILDLA » 

(Professor Virehm—vide Daily Paper) 

Life ’s a cell, and aU things show it. 

I thought so once, and now I know it i 

Gray (up to date), 

A RADICAL RIDDLE. 

Whv are the Tories so eager to discuss Black-edged Envelopes, 
and Black-lead Pencils ?— Because they belong to a Stationary 
Party. 


FAR TOO PREVIOUS. 

In the Agony-Column of the Times we now see daily the 
foUowing Advertisement : — 

T O IRISH LOYALISTS AND PROTESTANTS. — Death befobe 
Slavery 1 

Surely a most blameless sentiment. But the hearings of it lie in 
the application. And what is that? It seems as applicahle to any 
existing situation as, say, “Lunch before Dinner,” or “Business 
before Pleasure,” or “ Age before Honesty,” or “ Fingers before 
forks.” ilfr. Punch ventures to suggest a modification, less striking, 
perhaps, in ah “Agony-Coluinn,” hut more in accord with 
patriotism and common-sense : — 

To Irish Loyalists and Protestants ! 

Be Loyal, and Protest — Constitutionally / 

The flamboyant, melodramatic, “ Death before Slavery I ” may he 
applicable— when “Slavery” becomes a conceivable, proximate 
probability, or “ Death ” a possible alternative. Then let us have 
I “ Death before Slavery,” by all means. At present, Runch would 
say, “ Common-sense before either ! ” 


Poor Political Economy ! 

(By m elated Parlia/mentary Want-to-Knower) 

Oh ! to waste half the time asking Questions is grand! 
“ Supply” is not in it, just now, with “ Demand ” 1 
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“ALL A-BLOWING!" 

Aik — The celebrated Duet in TTve Mihado,*^ 
Much-told Dater and Mater sing : — 
Pater, Tte flowers that bloom in the Spring, 
Tra la, 

To purchase henceforth I decline-. 

The hawkers those blossoms who bring — 
Ah! bahl— 

Will “ swop ’em for most anything,” 

Ha! hal 

But as soon as you ’ve bought ’em they pine. 

Both, And that’s what they mean when 
they say, or they sing, 

“ He ’s as green as a man who buys flowers in 
the Spring,” Tra la la la la la, &c. 

Mater, The flowers that bloom in the Spring, 
Tra la I 

Are a selL my dear hub, in our case. 

I bought this with a “suit” — ^there’s'.the 
sting. Pa— pa I 

Which he said was “ a wom-hout hold 
thing,” (0— la!) 

Just fancy his haTing the face I 
Ifow ’tis shrunken^ and shrivelled, 'and 
that ’s why I sing. 

Oh, bother the flowers that bloom in the 
Spring I Tra la la la la la, &c. 

Both {to Servant), So tell the next rascal 
who ventures to ring, [Sirring I 

We ’ll buy no more flowers that bloom in the 
{Danee^ and exeunt^ det&t'mined never again 
to he diddledhy the lu>wling “ A.-a-hlowing 
and a-growing I ” impostors, who^ at thu 
season, hawk heat-forced or illrooted pot- 
plants about the streets of the euhurhs. 


HOW IT WOULD LOOK IN ENGLISH, 

(An adaptation from the French,) 

Anyone, Let us accuse the Ministry of 
misappropriating twopence-halfpenny. 

The JBntire Press, Certainly, why not P 

The Opposition, The Ministr]^ are thieves. 

^ The Government, After this insult we re- 
sign en masse. 

One of the Public, It is said that Mr. 
Bbieflkss JiiNnoK has accused the First Lord 
of having stolen the Horse-Ouards clock. 

First Lord, Please, Lokd Chiep Justice, 
request Mr. Bkieeijsss Junioe to keep a 
Cl'S! tongue in his head. 

L, C, J, The Attorney-General is the 
pr^r person to offer a remonstrance. 

Sir Charles, Can’t undertake rows since I 
have restricted my private practice. 

Ex- Chancellor of the Exchequer, I accuse 
the Loed CHaircELLOE. 

Lord Chancellor, Why, and of what ? 

Those Concerned, Never mind that. What 
does it matter toho^s accused, so long as 
everybody forgets tts. 

Someone, Ajid now everything ’s com- 
pletely mixed, does anyone Imow what the 
row ’s about ? 

Everybody Else [after a] short silence). 
Don’t imow, and don’t care I 


. ^‘PUTTING OPP" 

Old Aquatic Samd, XoquUwr : — 

Loos here, bonny boys ! As we ’re launching our ship, 

And stringing our energies up for the tussle. 

Allow jrour old Stroke to suggest the straight tip ! 

This is not a mere matter of N^o-like muscle. 

You are all looking fit, we ’ve the pull in the weights — 

Not m'uch, to be sure, forty i>ounds, say, or thereabout. 
St^ that much should teU ’gainst the smartest of eights ; 

It should give us the race, which is all that we care about. 

be a close fight, bet your boots about'that, 
we get a dear course without serious obstruction. 


Of which I ’m not sanguine j the practice of Pat 
Has proved to possess universal seduction. 

Our last spin was muffed ; never mind whose the fault ; 

Let bygones be bygones I But now comes the crisis I 
ItS’s now win or lose. Every man worth his salt 
Will pull like a Titan from Cam or from Isis. 

But— pull clean together, and put on the pace 
When I call for a spurt, or we ’re in for a licking. 

And, Cox, don’t you steer us all over the place. 

In the fight that ’s before us, the course requires picking I 


^erb, sap, I Our last “ proved a “ mull,” I must say ; 
We must quioken the pace, if this bout we mean winning ! 




PUTTING OFF. 
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MIXED NOTIONS. 

No. VIII.— THE BOAT-RACE. 

Inquirer. Are any of yon chaps i^oing to the Boat-Race ? 
iirst Well’-Informed Man. No, 1 shan’t. Everybody Iniows 
vhich is going to vdn, so there ’s deuced little interest in the race ; 
and then yon can always read it on the tape at yonr Clnb. ^ Besides, 
I don’t care ranch about rowing. It ’s a silly sort of exercise ; any- 
lK>dy can do it. 

Second W. L M. Have yon ever tried? 

First W. I. M. {indignantly). Have I ever tried? Of course I 
jr% have. Why, yon were with 
Summer when we 
^ had^that watg-paxty from 

rowing then.* You let me 
^ blisters, and yon 
- — just sat in the stem and 

steged us like a blessed 

I didn’t remember that; 
l)Tit I do remember you 
catching about half-a-dozen crabs one after another. 

Second W. I. M. True enough I caught one, but that was because 
you would keep standing up in the boat, and moving your body 
backwards and forwards. I suppose you thought the coxswains do 
that in their racing-boats ? 

First W. L M. [boldly). They do. I’ve seen ’em doing it often. 
Second W. 1. M. Why, I thought you ’d never seen the crews atlall. 
First W. L M. Bosh I I never said anything of the kind. I ’m 
not going to see the race this year, but I ’ve often seen ’em practising 
down at rutney. Everybody knows the coxswains have to stand up. 
How do you suppose they could see to steer if they didn’t? So 
where are you now, with all your accurate information, eh ? 

Second W. 1. M. I ’m where I was before, and I know I’m right, 
because my brother-in-law had a cousin who was at school with one 
of the Coxes about ten years ago. ^ \A pause. 

Inquirer {looking up from his sporting paper). I say, I thought 
the crews rowed in racing-boats. 

First W. I. M. So they do. 

Inquirer. WeR, then, what does this mean? [Reads.) “Both 
y^terday ^d to-day Cambridge rowed with a bucket. They must 
improve this if they want to win.” 

First W. I. M. [smiling). My dear fellow, they’call their big 
practising-boat a bucket. 

Second W. I. M. No, they don’t—they call it a tub. 

First W. 1. M. Well, tub or bucket, it’s the same thing. (To 
Inquirer.) WTiat you read just now means that their practising- 
boat has gone rotten, and they ’ll have to mend her up a bit. 

Inquirer [dubiously). But they don’t row the race in a tub or a 
bucket, do they ? 

Second W. 1. M. No, they row in a Clinker- Clasper. 

Inquirer. What the deuce is that ? 

Second W. I. M. [plunging). Oh, it ’s a specially fast kind of 
racing-boat, bmlt by Clinker and Clasper. They ’re a firm of 
boat-builders— I thought everybody knew that. 

Inquirer. But then, what does this paper mean by saying that 
Oxford are rowing in a Rough ? 

Second W. I. M. Why it means that their boat isn’t so smooth as 
that of Cambridge. 

Inquirer {pazzled). But then it goes on to say that “She is as 
fine a specimen of a racing- craft as this eminent boat-builder has 
ever turned out.” How can she be that, if she isn’t as smooth as the 
Cambridge boat ? Besides, who ’s ‘ ‘ this eminent boat-builder ? ” 
Average Man. RonoH, 

Second W. I. M. Rot! 

Average Man. RouGtH, not Rot. Rough’s his name. 

Second W. I. M. Let me see the paper. (Me .reads ^ and 
addresses the Inquirer,) Why didn’t you say the word was printed 
with a capital R ? [To Average Man.) Perhaps you ’re right, after 
.all ; but I know some boats are rougher than others. ^ ^ \A pause. 

Inquirer. What ’s the difference between First Trinity and Third 
Trinity ? Three of the Cambridge men are from First Trinity, and 
two from Third Trinity, besides the Cox. 

* First W. I. M. What’s your difficulty? First is first, and 
Third ’s third, all the world over. Don’t you see, the First Trinity 
men come first in the crew, and then the Third Trinity men. 

Inquirer. But why don’t some of ’em call themselves Second 
.Trimty men ? 

First W. 1. M. Oh, that’s one of their siUy bits of College 
etiquette. These chaps at the Universities are never happy^unless 
jthey do things quite differently from all the rest of the world. 


Inquirer. This beastly paper says, “the Cambridge stroke rowed 
much longer to-day.” 

First ^ W. I. M. Well, what then ? i 

Inquirer. Oh! nothmg; only I thought ’they all rowed exactly 
the same distance when they ’re practising ; so I don’t quite see how 
one of ’em could have rowed longer than the rest. 

First W. L M. I daresay they made him row a good bit by him- 
self ; they often do that to give the stroke some extra practice. He 
wants it more than any of the rest. 

Second W. I. M. Why ? 

First W. 1. M. Oh, ah— well, because he ’s got to set the stroke 
to the others, or something of that sort. 

Inquirer. How far do they row in the race ? 

Second W. I. M. About six miles or so. 

Inquirer. By Jove, then, how on earth do they manage to get 
over all that distance with so few strokes. [Refers to paper.) It I 
says, “ Oxford rowed 37 all the way, while Cambridge contented : 
themselves with a well-puRed 35 .” ( With a happy inspiration.) If ; 
Cambridge can do it in 35 strokes, while Oxford take 37 , it looks ! 
jolly like Cambridge winning by two strokes, don’t it ? 

First W. I. M. All right ; I’R lay you the odds on Oxford. 

Second W. I. M. Good, 1 ’ll take ’em to five pounds. Oxford 
can’t win. 

First W. I. M. [confidently). Cambridge can’t win. Anyway, ’ 
I ’B. lay yon ten pounds to five. 

Inquirer. I should like to have a bet with somebody. 

Average Man. You’d better write to one of the Presidents of 
the University-Boat Clubs. They ’re always ready to oblige a keen 
fellow like yon with a bet. 

Inquirer. Of course. That ’s my best plan. I’E writelo-day. 

[Terminus. 

UPON TERMS. 

{A Forensic Drama of the Future.') 

[In a recent trial, Mr. Justice Hawkins corrected a learned Counsel who 
talked about Witnesses coming up to the scratch.”] 

The Judge [tak^ his seat). I think, Mr. Sjhallfee, that yon 
were examining a Witness when we adjourned yesterday. Are you 
ready to go on with the examination ? 

Mr. Smallfee {pleasantly). I am sorry to say that "Witness has not 
turned np yet, m; Lnd I 

The Judge {pained). Not what f 

Mr. Smallfee. I W your Lordship’s pardon. Of course what I 
meant was that the Witness has not. as yet, condescended to irradi- 
ate the precincts of this tribunal with the sunshine of Ms presence. 

The Judge. ThaVs better! Then we must go on to the next 
Witness. 

Jfr. Smallfee [with an evident attempt to keep up his spirits^ in 
spite of misfortune). The next Witness, also, I regret to say, has not 

turned I mean, has failed to appear. The Solicitor informs 

me that he solemnly promised to attend ; but I suppose the promise 
was all my eye. 

The Judge. Dear, dear! What extraordinary expressions you do 
use, Mr. Smallfee ! AR my eye I Perhaps you wRl kindly interpret 
the phrase, for the benefit of the Court, 

Mr. Smallfee [desperately). As your Lordship pleases ! But, as 
I feel rather down in the mouth now, and as the twelve sufferers 
in the Jury-box evidently think that tMs trial has lasted long 
enough already, and that we ought to stir our stumps, I would ^ 
suggest 

2' he Judge. Usher ! Step across to BookseRers’ Row, and buy me a 
Slang Dictionary ! I cannot— I reaRy cannot foRow the learned ‘ 
Counsel. 

The Foreman {interposing). We do not object to coRoquial expres- 
sions, my Lord. Y’ see, we’re a Common Jury, and we rather like 
them. AR we want to do is to get on with the case. And perhaps 
it may assist the Court if at this stage I remark that the Jury has 
quite made up its mind, and is ready to give its verdict. 

The Judge {astounded). But — hut — ^there has been no evidence 
’ for the defence ! 

The Foreman {calmly). No, my Lord. But no doubt the learned 
Connsel’s two Witnesses, had they been present, would have“ 
suppRed some ; and, anyhow, we are so pleased with Ms talkiug down 
to onr level, and not— as usual — over our heads, that we are aR 
agreed to find a verdict for his cRent, the Defendant.^ 

Mr. Smallfee {lowing). Thanks for your good opinion. Gentlemen. 

I thought, by the cut of your jibs, you were the right sort, 

[Winks^ in passing out. 

The Judge. And tMs is what the Law has come to ^ CaR on the 
next case ! 

1 New Proverb {for the use of the Fanama Cheque^takers).--^^ The 
game is not worth the Scandal.” 
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DISCRETION. 

“ And here *s an extra Sixpence eor toxt, 0ab3IAn— to get yotjeself some Tea^ 

TOD KNOW 1 ” 

Yes, Ma’am 1 Thank ter, Ma’am 1 I s’pose I may choose my own Grocer^ Ma’am ? ” 


WILL WATERPROOFS MONOLOGUL 

Adapted to a Direct- Vetoed Parish. 

0 PALE Head-Waiter at ** The Cock,” 
How ©hanged for you and me 
Is this sad time I *Tis five o’clock. 

Go, fetch a cup of tea ; 

Mvpint of port is changed to that— 
Weak Cowper’s washy liquor I 
Hid tea make Cellarer Simon fat. 

Or cheer Bray’s jolly Yicar ? 

Ho more Hhations to the Muse! 

Will cocoa make her kind ? 

Will water whisper words to use ? 

Will milk make up my mind, 

When writing melancholy rhymes, 

Of days not half forgotten, 

Before mese daft teetotal times 
When common-sense seems rotten ? 

Head-Waiter, those good pints of port 
Are stopped for you and me. 

By legislation of the sort 


And so yon meekly bow your head. 

And praotise painful Virtue. 

We fret, we fume, we scoff, we sneer, 
And evil fate upbraid ; 

Tour care is for the ginger-beer. 

The milk, the lemonade. 

To come and go, and come again 
With coffee that yon keep hot. 

And watched hy silent gentlemen, 

That trifle with the tea-pot. 

Live long, for water to the head 
W as never known to fly, 

Your flabby face will not ^ow red, ' 
Hor wiU. your washy eye. 

Live long as yon can bear these woes, 
Whilst bigots thus de^ sense^ 

Till watery Death’s last veto shows 
Life’s quite suspended licence. 

“ Aquarius ” when you shall cease 
Teetotal drinks to quaff, 

And end life’s not repairing lease, 

Might be your epitaph. [wreath. 
Ho carved cross- pipes, no pint-pot’s 
Shall show you past to Heaven ; 

Bat water-pipes, and, underneath, 

A milk-pat neatly graven. 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Extracted from the Diary of Toby, M,P. 

Souse of Commmis^ Monday Sights 
March 13.— Ho use disguising fact that when 
House discovered Frederick Milner stand- 
ing behind Front Opposition Bench, bran- 
dishing heavy boot in Ms hand as he addressed 
Asquith, it held its breath. Political passion 
runs pretty Mgh of late; Opposition stirred 
to deepest depths by persistence of Govern- 
ment in attempting to read Home-Hule Bill 
Second Time before Easter. There have 
been sittings after midnight ; sittings throngh 
Saturday; hot words bandied about; pre- 
paration for deadly duel in lobby. Ho one 
can say wMther men may be led when once 
they permit angry passions to rise. Chames 
Eussell, whose acquaintance with criminal 
classes is extensive, tells me it is by no means 
uncommon tMng for prisoner in dock to take 
off boot and hurl it at head of presiding 
Magistrate or Judge. 

‘‘Usually an old woman who does it,” he 
added. 

“But this is Sir Frederick Milner, 
Bart.,” I said. 

“Urn!” said Eussell, with odd signifi- 
cance in the observation. 

Turns out the apprehensiou groundless. 
Milner only wants to know why Police at 
Leeds and BraiHord should enjoy ultimate re- 
sources of civilisation in respect of“ Scatth’s 
silent boots,” whilst London Policemen not so 
privileged ? Milner tells me his earliest idea S 
was to get a pair of the bootf, ^nt ’em on, and 
surprise Speaker by approacmng with noise- 
less tread from behind Chair, lean over his 
shoulder, and suddenly say, ‘‘Bool” That, 
Milner thought, would be conclusive proof 
of the efdcaoy of the boots as making the 
tread inaudible. On other hand, Speaker 
mightn’t like it. So, by way of compromi^, 
brought down odd boot in tail-pocket of ^ 
coat, and shook it at Home StecREZARY 
he put question. ' ^ "" 

Asquith behayid very well under trymg * 
circumstances. Did not visibly blench; 
answered, in off-hand manner, that LmtdciL 
Police had had opportunity of snbstltuti% 
the silent boot for those in ordinary use, and 
had not availed tiieinselves of it. Some 'had 
ohj ected on domestic grounds. Female friends 
engaged in responsible posts in certain honse- 
r holds on their beat were accustomed to the 
sound of their footfall on the pavement, and 
• would not have things ready if they ap- 
proached like rose-leaves flitting over; shaven 
lawns. Others, assuming Mgher ground, 
resented silent boot as taking unfair advan- 
tage of the burglar or footpad. ‘ ‘ Give a ’ard- 
working cove a fair ohaust, that’s motter,” 
one honest fellow in bine said to Home Secre- 
tary when Eight Hon. Gentleman brought 
silent boot under Ms notice. Ho use attempt- 
ing to run counter to feeling of this kind. 
Conclusion in wMeh Dicky Temple heartily 
concurred. 

” Silent hoot,” he said, “ forced upon Me- I 
trow^tan Police might play in Mstory a part ’ 
analogous to that of the greased cartridges 
on which we slipped into the Indian Mutiny.” 

Milner saw it was evidently no use, so w- 
tuming hoot to coat-tail pocket, moodily 
regarded Treasury Bench. 

But there were consolations. Squire ©f 
Malwood, asked hy Prince Arthur what he 
now thought of prospects of reading Home- 
Eule Bill Second Time before Easter, admitted 
impossibility ; triumphant shout from Oppo- 
^ sition. Hot in vain had they sat through 
i morning sitting on Friday discnssmg we 
hour at wMoh they should adjourn on Satur- 
day. Hot without recompense had they 
taken care that when Satur&y came it should. 
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see accomplished the minimum of business. Tussling with Mr. G. bound gilt-edged volume under his arm ; bowed to audience ; 
ever anoe Session opened ; in first rounds he came off best ; drew opened volume ; ]^roceeding to offer few remarks when Squire 
first blood ; seemed likely to carry everything with him ; Opposition swooped down on him with Closure. 

pulled themselves together ; went at it hammer and tongs ; and This was cue for Easch. Chairman rose to put question. So did 
now it is Mr. G. who has retired to coraer ; the sponge is in Rasch. Closure must not be debated ; attempt to speak is un- 
requisition on the Treasury Bench; the air around it redolent of nardonable breach of order. The Major stood in the imminent 
the perfume of the indispensable vinegar ^ ^ deadly breach; House howled; Chairman cried, “Order! Order!” 

“ Guinness will go up a point or two on this,” said Eiiis Ashmead Rasch glared round, and, after moment^s hesitation, sat down ; up 
Bartlett, Ehight, who has taken Irish securities under his win^. 

“ ^Awn a Tkinf. at* irxxrn T'An -moaTi coi/l ’TO"TTt?x>'m T.ADtrcATcr ■wLaTc £*‘ ' \ 


“ Go down a pint or two, you mean,” said Wilfril Lawsoit, who is 
irreclaimable, 

Btuiness done , — Attack on Justice Mathew and Evicted Tenants’ 
Commission repulsed by 287 Votes against 250. 

^ JWsddy.— Squire of Malwoob a changed man. Ho longer the 
light-hearted, sometimes almost frivolous youth who through six 
years sat on Front Opposition Bench, and girded at the Unionist 
Government. A Minister himself now ; Mr. G.’s right-hand man ; 
First Lieutenant of the Ship of State; acting Captain when, 
as happens just now, Mr. G. temporarily turned in. Once this after- 
noon something of old spirit stirred within him when Howarb 
Yinceht (as he said) used the Stationary Vote as a peg on which to 
hang Protection heresies. But, for most part, he sits silent and self- 
communing, saying nothing, but, probably, like the parrot of old, 
thinking the more. In Conservative ranks feeling of profound 
I respect growing in his favour. Curious to hear them say, “ Ah ! if 
everyone on Treasury Bench bore himself like Harcotjrt, things 
would be different.” Even the blameless Bryce is held up to 
contumely in contrast with mild-mannered Master of Malwoob. As 
for Chiles Russell, after his speech last night, good Conservatives, 
following an Eastern custom, well enough in its place, spit when 
they mention his name. For them the model of ail Parliamentary 
virtue is the Squire of Malwoob. 

Don’t know how long this passion of appreciation will last ; in- 
teresting to observe while yet with us. A lull aU round in sympathy 
with soothing moments of Chahcillor of Exchequer. Even J. W. 
Lowther’s perturbed mind at rest. Knows now, to a fraction, how 







On the Stroke of Twelve ; or, Cinderella Balfour ! 


annually m use lu dmecting destinies of again as soon as Question was put ; howls more anguished than 
Bntish Empi^. Rumoi^ current that origin of tms inqi^y was a ever. Committee having agreed that Question he put, nothing to 
bttle undertaking ipromoted ^ Hon. Member m substitution of pro- do but put it, and here was Rasch bubbling over with speech, 
scribed word-guessing competitions. Sweep got up; £5 entry; every Chairman on his feet peremptorily signalling Major to sit down; 
man to guess at precise figure o r lea d-pencil census ; the one coming Members near bim tugged at his coat-tails ; those further off 
nearest to clean the pool. I^wthi^ tells me not word of truth in frantically wave deprecatory hands. Major stood to his guns; 
reTOrt. Inputbnghisqnestioiiaatonninber oflead-peneilsm UM, shouts of “Name! Name!” Chairman, desperately pegging 
aM m sncM^ to it m spite of jeers of bystanders and guilty away, succeeded in putting Question, being money-vote for Havy. 
refecenoe of Master, he was actuated simply by motives of public Major by this time hauled down in his seat. Up again, like Jack 
policy ; desired, in short, to nve up to standard of late lamented out of box. Chairman also on his feet, putting next vote ; hubbub 
Leader and do his duty to his Queeh and Country. _ . , tremendous; Major’s lips observed in motion; not an articulate 

Business done* Great lead-pencil question settled. Excited syllable rose above uproar. 

House Counted Out at 9 20. Meanwhile Chairman had dexterously put and run through 




Thursday Night* — House supplementary vote for Excess of Expenditure ; 

dying to know what Major friends near him had got the catapuLtic Major 

Frebebick Caene Rasch ^ ^ down again, in time to hear Chairman declare 

had to say on Havy Esti- ^ “ the Ayes have it ! ” M^or up again. “Order! 

mates. . Hot being Major of order!” shouted the Chairman. “Question 

Marines, initial difficulty is , ^ ^ is ” Hot quite clear amid uproar what ques- 

to imagine what he did in n/ / / something to do with Army. Auy- 

/}/ / / / how, there was Stahhope standing at table 

^ ^iscussing^Amy Vot^^ Major ^ain^nhk feet. 

Committees ; different (especially for a Major in 
""" ^ Militia) to struggle with Statesman who 

^ Secretary of State for War on his own 

f Major, defiantly glaring round Houss slowly dropped into 

his seat — “ dying with all his music in him,” as Justih McCarthy, 
knows the poets, said. But what was the tune he meditated ? 
What is the secret of this unspoken speech ? 

^Business t?one.— Money voted for Naval men. Halt cried on Army 

Friday* — Rasch broken out again; turns up as usual at critical 
W W moment. Committee of Supply adjourned at ten minutes to seven ; 

' \ sharp at seven morning sitting must he suspended. Report of 

“Back! Rasch intruder ! ” Supply under consideration; only tremulous ten minutes to get 

, . -- X M. v *j 1. ... through it. Rasch resolved, now or never, to finish the speech ne 

tms galiey. ^ xt had been the Army, or even the Militia, the commenced yesterday. House, after protest, settles down to listen. 

;^|j®Jjrwomd have seemed all right. But what had he to do with Seems Kay Shuttleworth been ^’saying things” about the 
, me Haw r ^at, however; is for the Major a minor point “ You warrior. “ He behaved towards me,” said the Major, “ in a manner 
when attacking this Government,” said EjEaiYOisr, that would he brusque on the part of Providence addressing a black 
' ™ elliptical speech. ^ beetle.” House undecided as to which simile more happily 

i. IT- halt-past ten, a dull night. Havy Estimates been hes^^owed. On the whole, agreed more polite to contemplate 
talked romid for nearly five hours. Squire of Malwoob meekly U. Kay Shuttleworth as Providence, than Major Rasch as the 
hoped that a Vote would uow^ he taken ; Diczy Temple presented othfr thing. . ^ 

him self at footlights with, bewitching smile on his lips and elegantly Business done* — Some Votes in Supply. 
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THE BUBBLE SHOP! OB, “ONLY Hl$ 

How many deserving persons Tjesides dramatic anttors are looking I Had the much-heckled and long-suffering Clwehrooke been gifte^ 
about for good situations, and are unable to jfibid them ! Mr. ’EjsfRT i by the Author with liyely ready- wit, he would have replied to his 
HiLXJTECOR was sufficiently fortunate to obtain a good dramatic ’ father and supporters, who invade his room, in the pleasantest 
situation of tried strength, which, placed in the centre of novel and 1 and Charliest-Wyndhamest manner, “Yes {ligUly and airily). 
most improbable (not to say impossible) surroundings, has, in the j What could I be doing in a toy-shop with a young lady ? Why 


hands of Mr. CnaELES Wxndhasi and his highly trained company 
of illusionists, achieved a remarkable success. 

Within the last few years there have been notorious cases 
associated with the names of Members of Parliament, but as the 
House is a Legislative Assembly and not an inq.ui8itorial tribunal ^ 
instituted for the public investigation of private morality, no charge . 



Model PiounES in the Chitebion Tot-Shop. 

could be brought in the House itself against any one of its Members 
until after a Court of Law had pronounced its verdict, and, even 
then, a Member of Parliament, convicted of a criminal offence, 
would not cease ipso facto to belong to the House until after a motion 
for his expulsion had been carried. As Fritz in La Grande Buchfsse 
expressed his wish to become a schoolmaster, in order that he might 
obtain some smattering of education, so an immoral M.P. (if any 
such there be) would be the very one to stand sponsor for a Bill for 
the Better Preservation of Paolic Morals, with a view to gaining 
that elementary knowledge of morality in which his education had 
been defective. But no one could have brought up some awkward 
case against him in the course of a debate in the House. In the par- 
liamentary proceedings of Little Peddlington this might be done, but 
not in the House of Commons, which, by a very polite but necessary 
fiction, is supposed to be a House of Uncommons, far above the 
weaknesses of the ordinary human nature of mere Constituents. 

Mr. Stoach (capitally played by Mr. J. Yalentine— but everybody 
plays capitally in this piece) finds Lord ClivelrooJte (Mr. Charles 
Wtndham— admirable also) between midnight and one in the morn- 
ing alone with charming Jessie Keher (Miss Mart Moore,— delight- 
ful ! ) in oiA Matthew Keher]s toy-shop, Keher himself (another very 
clever impersonation by Mr. W. H. Day) having gone out on the sly 
to get drunk on money supplied him by the aforesaid unscrupulous 
Stoaehy M.F. So what would have to he said in the House should 
amount to this; — 

Stoach. What ! the Leader of the House bring in this Puril^ Bill 1 1 
Why I saw him myself with my own eyes in a toy^shop, all among 
the toys, *‘alone at one in the morning with an attractive young person 
of the female persuasion. 

“Look at that nowi ” says an Irish M.P., following the example 
of Shaun the Post in The Colleen Bawn, when .the .scoundrelly 
lawyer brings a charge against the hero of the drama, “AnLwhat 
might you be doin’ about there at that same time?” 


{still more lightly and airily) of course I was * toying with her I ’ 
Whereupon his old father would have been immensely tickled, and 
the deputation, in fits of laughter, would have rushed back to the 
lobby to report “ the last good thing said by that clever chap Clive- 
hroohe! So like him I” 

This Act would have ended with the triumph of ready-wit over 

disappointed ma- 
lignity. Jessie 
Keher would 
have run in and 
embraced her 
hero, the Bill 
would have been 
carried (Cheers 
heard without). 
and all would 
have ended hap- 
pily and plea- 
santly without 
any necessity 
having arisen for 
another Act, 
either of Parlia- 
ment or of the 
piece. 

“ Yes,” says 
this dramatist, 
“I admit the soft 
impeachment. I 
plead guilty, 
with extenuating 
circumstances. 
The play the 
thing ; and if the 
facts don’t snit 
my play, so much 
the worse for the 
facts. Successhas 
been achieved, 
and what more 
can any living 
author wantr 
Credit and cash. 
Voild tout! 
‘ Credit’ for my 
own original 

invention in hitting npon the ParHamentary accessories to my 
pictnre ; and ‘ cash,’ which wiU be paid as long as the public take 
an interest in the play, and just so long shall I take my interest oui 
of the public money.” 

To sum np in the words of the old-fashioned tag, “ If our friends 
in front are pleased, then Manager and Author are satisfied.” But, 
if objectiott be still taken to tbe unreality of the Parliamentary 
setting of the pictnre, then “ please remember,” apologises ’Ehex 
HItjthor, “ that * it ’« only my play! ” 


A Liberator Lay. 

Three little roguey-boys said to Conscience—** Pooh ! ” 

Croydon made one its Mayor, and then there were two. 

Two little roguey-boys thought that Fraud was fun ; 

A Judge thought otherwise, and then there was one. 

One little roguey-boy took the Chiltem Hun- 
dreds upon ms road to Spain, and then there was none I 

Walkosto Round his Subject.— In Tat Pat’s interesting review 
of The Life of Lord Aberdeen, a Book of the Week in the Sun^ 
there is a delightful chord which shows that “the harp that once 
thro’ Tara’s halls” still upon occasion twangs. “It is pleasant,” 
says Tat Pat, writing of Mr. Gladstone, ‘‘to be able to project 
onrselves backward to the time, when the statesman we know as 
full of years and the idol of millions, was the bashfffi, self-dis- 
trustful youth.” How, if next week our young friend, wh<^ 
sympathy with bashful, self-distrustful youth is instinctive, will 
manage to withdraw himself forward, he may be said to have 
thoroughly reconnoitered his subject, an excellent thing in a 
reviewer. 


VOL CIV, 
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' [ iS lit Strephonisumressing himself), 

well, ^tas the foitune of war! 

As it’s holiday season, let ’s si^, 
Should Shepheros at Eastertide jar ? 
Suave Sherstone would scout such 
a thing. 

I wish you and CJortros- luck— 

The posy he plucked you looks 
fme ; [struck, 

Though I must say my fancy it 
It was not wholly new— in design. 
However, dear Cklob, you’re 
sweet; ^tis fair weather; 

So, CoRTnon, let^s sing her 
praises— together— 

sing : — 

Her charms— since she possessed the 
Tote— [dote. 

Are things on which the swains all 
Fearing to flout or slight. 

She dances, having now her way. 

No bygone Easter holiday 
E'er saw so flue a sight 1 

Our village Belle with anyone 
Dares now to make comparison. 

Fair nymph, this Easter fun done, 
With proudest County Toast, though 
fair, 

You may compete or charms compare 
With the haughtiest ‘‘Pride of 
London ! ’’ 

AsTOUKDiirG Ebpobt.— T here is no 
foundation whatever for the report ef 
the resignation of Lord Herscbceul. 
It probably arose from some incautious 
and slangy person speaking of him in 
his office of Lord Chutcellor as 
having “ got the sack.” Obviously 
the Wool-sack was intended. 

ASSISTED EDUCATION. A Genuine Philanthropist. 

Chriskibd. “ I SAT, JACK, HOW ever do you dephste the Equator?” 0 Passmore Edwards, you, beyond 

Jack {who Aos leen to the Gircve), “Isn't it a Menagerie Lion that goes round the World ?” contention, 

\Jaek has Uamt about “ the Imaginary Idne^** and got the answer a little mixed. Are worthy BuncWs “ Honourable 

; ; ‘ Mention.” 

Strephon {aside). Of course ; but, provid- Whenever there be any boons a-brewing 
THE VILLAGE BEAUTY AHD ing she ’s won. You ’re very sure. Sir, to be up and doii^ ! 

m-rr-n -n ttt a t am a nr a Se ’U descend to the paltriest dodge. There ’s scarce a project schemed with kindly 

THE RIVAL SWAINS. Corydon [effusively). You ’re the Pride of sense. 

An Easter Eclogue, Village, and fashioned to rule But profits by your large munificence.’ 



THE VILLAGE BEAUTY AND 
THE RIVAL SWAINS. 

An Easter Eclogue, 


Chloe, , . Miss Hod&b. 

Corydon . . H. H. F-wl-r. 

Strephon « . J. G. G-SCH-N, 

Corydon [smirking), I have found out a gift 
for my fair, 

Such as sugary Shenstone ne’er found ! 

Strephon [aside, sniffing). His bowpot’s 
made up, I declare, 

Half of flowers he’s filched from my 
ground I 

ChUe [piroxietting). Oh la ! What a lovely 
Dokay \ 

That for me ! Oh, you ’re awfully kyind 1 


Strephon [aside). Of course ; but, provid- Whenever there be any boons a-brewing 
ing she ’s won. You ’re very sure. Sir, to be up and doii^ ! 

He ’ll descend to the paltriest dodge. There ’s scarce a project schemed with kindly 

Corydon [effusively). You ’re the Pride of sense, 

the Village, and fashioned to rule But profits by your large munificence.’ 

In the Cottage, the Council, the Church, Bunch won’t forget to pray when passing 


and the School I 

Chloe [coyly). You’re a flattering of me, 
young man I 

Corydon [ardently). If I am, maay I for- 
feit your— Vote ! 

Chloe, Well, of course, I will do what I can, 
As the Parish— princess, to promote 


bedwards, 

For you— and for more bricks like Passmorb 
Edwards! 

On tlie Second Reading of the Home- 
Kule Bill. 

[By a Bebellious Bad.) 


The— what is iWou want me to do ? [Drains, Btjtchered— to make an Easter Holiday, 
Yes, the Pwr— and the Ditches— and Orangemen who yearn to have their say! 

• , They've sot poUtics>ldeim«w<rem«M. . 

Ine Allotments — i trust tney Uoegauisl Nn-v. tbAv’rA sour as unrine 


The Allotments— 1 trust they ’Ube gains I 
But the Squire and the Parson? Oh! 
CoRTDON mine, 


Orange^ Nay, they’re sour 
lemons I 


JLALOiU XVrA JVIA CbVTXULAJLJ JOL J AJULVa « JIl 

Corydon [ogling). Ah! I’ve loved you this When they hear what you’ve done, wonH 


many a day 1 

Strephon [sighing]. And for years you ’ve 
been first in my mind I 
Chloe [aside). My! Isn’t it nice to he 
courted this ? 


they kick up a cMue f The Beal SpiaraTTAL (ob shall we 

SAY^ SpiBimoTrs ?) Needs of London. — 
Corydon [brusquely). Oh! the Squire and the Strict Supervision of Gin PalaceSj and a 


Parson be — blowed ! 

All too long they ’ve been cocks o’ the walk, 


I believe I could feuy ’em both up’witb a Str^hon (eagerly). Q,mte right! 

' buzzum has glowed 

Your twin tyrants to baffle and baulk I 

Cory don [gloating). Love, you dance just as You’ve dissembled 


rigid enforcement of the Adxilteration Acts. 
[Licensing Authorities^ Excise Officers, and 


How this Bolicemen, please take Notice !) 


Pjerdita danced ! . . . 

You must be a Princess in disguise. 
Strephon [aside). And not long since he swore 
that she pranced 

Like a clown who contends for a prize. 
Chhe ibridUng), Me a Prinoess? Oh la! 
that’s your fun. 

You know that my feyther was Hodge I 


your— hate for them well. 

Master Strephon ! It never leaked out 
Till we made Patient Qrizzel a heUe ! 
Now you’d like to cut in, I ’ve no doubt, 


A Tip in Time. | 

Country Yestrydom’s called, by its new- 
fangled rival, 

(The smart “Parish Council”) “decrepit 
survival.” 


La sakes! do not quarrel ! P. 0., ^he not hard on the old form thou 


You’re both very kyind. 


twittest ! 


But— I fancy dear Corydon ’s most to my Thon yet hast to prove thy “Burvival” tihe 
\Beams on him, and accepts the Bouquet, “ fittest.” 
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Third L. And played the piano so leaut^vUu! 

AT THE CONFECTIONER’S. Second Hypatian Z. And didn’t yon think Teee was very good ? 

(A Skeich on Saturday J/Umom.) -that part 'where he found put atout his daughter, and stood 

towering over her with a knife m his hand, and 

Confedioncr\Shop in afashtonable WetUBnd thorough.- Third X. That enormous cigar stuck in his mouth— he was simply 

fare* Close to the window is a counter^ with the usual urns and too hilling! [And so on* 

appurtenances^ laden with an assortment of richly decorated CamUle Leon {hy voicevess motion of her kps, and expressive 

^try, and presided over hy an alert and short-tempered pantomime, for the guidance of her fiance, who 

Manageress. The little tables are close together, and crowded has gone to the counter to select dainties for her refection), Bo, not 
with Customers? ihe majority of whom are ladies, A couple of those— m the next dish—with chocolate outside ... no the long ones 
over-worked Waitresses are endeavouring, with hut indifferent stupid yon are ! Yes, if those are preserved cherries on 

success, to satisfy everybody at once, the iced sugar. Tery well, the pink one, then— that will do. 

rtes from Customers, Yes, two teas and one roll and butter— no, Mr, Forridge {returning with a loaded plate), I hope I ’ve got 


sucee^, to satisfy everybody at once. 

Ones from Customers, Yes, two teas and one roll and butter— no. 


I mean, one roll and butter and two teas I Have I orderedV'^ what yon wanted ? 

Why, the last time yon said it was coming directly!^ Isn’t that Mks C, L, Just what I lJk&—how clever of you I {She helps 
cho^late ready yet f We shall never catch our train I I say, herself, after dainty deliberation!) duite delicious ! Aren’t you 
Waitress, I erder^ coffee and cakes a quarter of an hour ago, and going to have any yourself f 

all we ’ve vot Tet is twc emntr cirns atkI n. Krtwl Af RntwiT ? Hfr. "Pnrr. {fmnnnpA in. p.T.nlnri.nn hijt Ijuft^haaid nofikp.t aurrfim,. 


all we ’ve got yet is two empty cups and a bowl of sugar ! Do make 
haste with that tea ! 

I didn’t say a cup of 
tea— I said a pdt of 

tea, as plain as ! 

(&c,, &o,) 

Duet of Wed- 
tresses. Yes, Sir, 
attend to you in one 
moment. Are you 
the cup of tea, Ma- 
dam ? Oh, I ’llbiing 
you a fork for your 
pastry directly. 

There ’ll he some 
milk coming in a 
minute. Sir. Bread 
and butter ? Ifo, 

Sir, yon can have a 
roll and butter, or 
cakes, if yon prefer 
them. Excuse me, 

Madam, when I ’ve 
done attending to 
this kdy. No, Sir ; 
it was the other 
young lady who took 
your order -not me. 

Would yon mind 
letting me have the 
i*iiik-jug, if you’ve 
finished with it, 

Madam? We’re 
rather short of them. 

I ’ll see if I can get ' 
you a teaspoon, Sr. 

(&c., &o,) 

The Manageress ^ 

{aU in one breath, ^ 
without any stops), < 

I NowthenMissSiMP- 
soisr don’t you see 
'^mse cups standing 

here ready to be ^ 

*ia ^ lommihere ! > 


Mr, Forr, {engaged in exploring his left-hmd pocket surrep- 
titiously, with a 
troubled expression). 
Oh, thanks — pre- 
sently, perhaps. {To 
himself,) I must 
have more than that 
somewhere 1 
Miss C, L, [gaily), 
I advise you to mc^e 
haste— or there’ll be 
nonejef t. They ’re 
too seductive for 
words. [She chooses 
another, 

Mr, Forr, {fo 
himself). It is one- 
and-sixpence. Fool 
I was to go and for- 
get my sovereign- 
purse ! However— 
{hopefully), two cups 
of tea at lourpence 
— eightpence ; say 
three cakes at two- 
pence— oue*and-two- 
pence— oh^ I shall 
manage it easily, 
and leave a margin! 
{Aloud,) I think I 
won’t have anything 
to eat— not hungry, 
don’t you know. 

Miss L, No 
more am II {She 
takes a third cake,) 
This has got cream 
inside— aren’t you 
tmpted ? 

Mr, Forr, {to him- 
self) Only four- 
pence to tiie g(^ 

. now — mustn’t risk 

it! {Aloud,) Couldn’t 

:hat somewhere /’* indeed — spoil my 


wuMiw XJJl £ A* 

ot, i.»™. 




front! I quite with lauahine* T ^ ^ re ^ much. Awfully nice tea this is. 

Second!, I liked the Proconsul— dear me what tc/M hk tirthr ?> cups, though I 

^i^^ine-hutit doesn’t matter! I thought he looked ch^fuU™d 1 ’d give my life for her. 
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bill! {Aloud.) lt*s — er—jast as well they don’t. My sisters have ■pnTiT?'pnn at* tiut? "RAAT* t? apt? 

sworn off afternoon tea altogether; some medical Johnny told them JtUhJJiiitl Ai IHJii 15UAi*.itAbl!i. 

it— er— had a tendency to make the nose red I Well, as I ’ve offen said afore, and shall most probberly lire to 

Miss C. Z, {to herself). Feed’s sisters! Very likely! {Aloud^ say it again, there ain’t no aeonnting for taste, speshally among the 
coldly.) If you think there is any danger of that in my case, of hnpper classes. Take last IVensday as a xampel. Here’s a lot of 
course I won’t risk another cup. about twenty of the most heminent Swells in our most heminent 

• Mr. Forr. Oh— er — well, you never know, don’t you know. I— er Huniwersitys, where they goes, as we all on us knows, to learn how 
—woxddnt. {To himself.) Narrow shave that, by Jove! to tork Greek, which they finds so wunderful useful when they 

Miss C. L. I think we ’d better take a cab back, don’t you ? growes up. Well, they h^ the hole year to choose from, save and 
Mr. Forr. {korriHed). M— much jollier walking. Streets as dry xcept Sundays, and I ’m jiggered, as I herd a real Gent say, if they 

as a bone ! don’t go and select a day as goes and begins with a hawful heastery 

Mm C. Z. But I want to get home and arrange the table for wind, and a contemptible shower of rain, just enuff to make thowsands 
dinner to-night. Mother always likes me to do the fiowers. of our moat loveliest Ladys at wtmee risoive not to wenter out ewen to 

Mr. Forr, Lots of time for that. Ton c— can’t judge of the effect i see such a site as two boats full of hansum young gennehnen, all 
till it’s dark, can you? And iti -i drest in fiannel, a pulling of them 


till it’s dark, can you? And it - 
will be light for hours to come. 

Miss C. Z. Yes, that’s true. 
Then suppose we go and see the 
BuENE-JoiTESES, now we’rc so 
near ? They don’t close till six. 

Mr. Forr. (to himself). It 
wottZif have been jolly; but, half- 
a-crown, when I can’t even run 
to a catalogm! No! (Aloud.) 
It— it’s getting so dark— can’t 
do ’em justice by artificial light, 
do you think? And— well, to tell 
you the honest truth, Camillb, 
after the Old Masters, you know 
— I— 1 don’t feel— and I have seen 
them, you know ! 

Miss C. Z. (pouting). I thought 
you might have cared to see 
them again— with Me — but it 
doesn’t in the least matter . , . 
Feed, I don’t care about this cake 

f ou got me— it’s dull. I think 
shall leave it, and try one of 
these white - and - green ones 
instead. ^ [6Ae does. 

Mr, Forr. (to himself— with a 
leaded brow). Broke ! I And for 
an extra twopence 1 As likely as 
not, she hasn’t even got her purse 
with her. And she ’ll think I ’m 
so beastly mean ! Why on earth 
didn’t I let her go to the Aerated 
Bread-shop, as she wanted? It 
would have been all right then ! 

Miss C. Z. I ’m afraid you ’re 
rather bored, Feed — ^yeu don’t 
setm to be enjoying yourself 
quite; ifoyou? 

Mr. Forr. {in agony). Oh, I 
am— I’m all right, Cahille, 
only I — I ’m always like this alter 
the Old Masters, you know. 

Miss C. Z, So sorry I made 
you bring me— don’t you think 
we had better pay, and go home ? 


ilife 





BROTHERLY LECTURE. 


two boats a matter of four miles 1 
And yet I ’m told as there ’s a 
M learnt Gent as publishes a little 
m book as tells you what the whether 

Y he ewery day in the year, and 

r he ’s werry offen rite. 

However, it all turned out rite 
mjk at larst, and we had a nice sunny 
day, tho’ why they kep us all a 
||9 ; waiting till arf-past fore o’dock 

W ! I ’m sure 1 don’t kno, when there 
W ' was thowsends of us waiting afore 
f two. Another little misstery is, 

1 why they want noless than hay teen 
^ ' strong - looking gents to pull too 

little Botes along, sixteen on ’em a 
, pulling with their sknlls, and two 
¥ on ’em a pulling with teo little 
f / ropes apeaee, I have never bin 

// ^ ^ make out. 

I was told as it was a lovely 
^ A race, tho it seemed werry much as 
usual to me. One of the botes got 
a little in front of the other, and 
; so got in fust, and that was all. 
^ ^ But, sumhow, I don’t quite think 

; as that is all as so many thow- 
sands goes out for. For instance, 
^ now, in the butiful ship as I was 
^ perfeshnally engaged in, we laid 

out a lovely lunshun with evry 
/ luckshury of ^the season, and au 
« . , kinds of wine, at about 2 o’clock, 

and then, as we picked up our 
“ swell passengers at the warious 

peers, our Managing Gent says to 
them, says he, ‘‘If yon plkse, 
Gents, lunch is laid out in the 
I cabin, and will be continaaliy laid { 
out all day, so yon can act aecor- I 
din.” And so they did ! and that | 
cabin was je^t about comfertably 
oocepied all day long, except for 
about ten minutes jest as the 


we had better pay, and go home ? “What! anothsr Scrape I What ak Ass votr must be, Botes was a cummm by. Ah! 

Mr. Forr. {to himsdf). Now alwavs getting into Scrapes with Women ! Whv j>o tou ? that ’s my highdeal of spend- 
forit! {He pulls himself together.) I never get into Sorapes with Women! Never got into a ing an appy day, and a pitty 
W— waitress, w— what have I to Scrape with a Woman in my Life I ” it is as it ony comes wunoe a 


W— waitress, w— what have I to Scrape with a Woman in my L 

pay. please ? i- — — 

Waitress, Two teas, eightpence ; one, two— 5«r cakes you ’ve had, 
I think, Sir ? One-and-eightpence altogether. 


I” it IS as It ony comes wunoe a 

; — ^ ^ — year I 
Brown, who was along with ine,^ tried werry hard to gammon me 
to bleeve as none of the pullers in the fust boat got nothink for 


Mr, Forr. {with a gasp). Oh I {He fetches up two coins abjectly winninfj, aad that none of the pullers in the larst boat ^id nothi^ 
froxn his pocket). I —I’m sorry to say that 1 — ^I’ve o— only one for losing! But I wasn’t qnite such a born fool as to beleeve that 
shiliing and {with a start of intense relief) half -a- sovereign, so {with rubbish. I had jest the same good larf as^ual in seeing how h»a 


recover^ dignity) I’m afraid I must ask you to give me change, the three big steam-boats, as started jest after iheraemg-^ate, tried j 
{To Miss C. L.) I — I was only joking about the Burne-Joneses, | their werry hardest to catch ’em up, but coudnt^do it i 

darling. I’d like to see them awfully — ' ' * ' ^ i. . 


darling. I’d like to see them awfully— yiiik you. A#d we can past the winning post! And the beat of the fun was, as tney p^tea 
walk home through the Park, or take a cab ^terwards, just as you two of ’em Oxford and Cambridge, to make ^ poor greenhorns 
feel about it. Do say you ’ll come I beleeve as they was the reel racing-boats, and the other was a going 

[Miss Leon graciously consents, and Mr. Forridge follows her fust jest to show ’em the way. ^r, how heasy it is to gallon s^ | 
out of the shop with restored equanimity, as Scene closes in. poor fellers! Like all trew waiters, hating any think at all like 


Fashioitabib Inteixigencb.— The Dowager Lady Crumbie dined truly say, that, neether in the eatable line, or the drinkable Ime, 
out one night last week, when the dinner was so cold that her Lady- was there any waste in that there bootiful Steamer that there appy 
ship caught a severe chill, and next day the Cook caught it uncom- day. ■ Kobert. ; 

monly hot. " ^ 

From Me. J. L. T**ib.— I t is not true that Die Walkure, about j 
Advice Gratis.— M. "Worth, of Paris, says of the costumes of to Im produced at the Grand Opera, in Paris, is either an adapta*, j 
The No-Connection “ Bradley & Co,” “Tou must take them for tioh, or a translation, of Walker — London. It’s Wagner, not 
what they axe Worth.’' Waiker, 
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THE WAY TO GET ON. 

Fair Amatmr Falmist (w7ia has hissed the BlarMy Stom\ ** I *M sorey to sat, dear Lady Crcbsds, that tod will have a 

Serioxts Illhess at Forty ! ” 


A DELICATE QUESTION. 

(In the pages of the Author Mr. Bbsant ^gests, that ‘*the Society of 
Luthors should undertake the examination of jounxalists.*’] 

0 ZEALOHS Mr. Besaht, wie have heard with oonsternatioR 
Of this, the latest project of your eyer-htisy' hand ; 

Each journalist, apparently, must pass examination, 

LiCfit any deal with matted which he does not xindeistand. 

Yon^re horrified to notice at performances dramatic 
A row of so-called critics, knowing nothing of the play ; 

Ton mean to make essential an acqnaintance with the Attic, 

In all allowed to comment on the drama of to-day. 

With ample stock of history md other knowle<^e, cleaily, 

The man who writes on politics must show hima ftlf supplied, 

The taste of all reviewers will he criticised severely. 

The Sporting Sage mnst qualify in papers on Ruj^s Guide, 

Ho doubt your plan is laudable, hut then we find it printed 
That novelists to man^e all the scheme will he allowed, 

And since they love reviewers not, it may, perhaps, he hinted, 
That every man alive of ns is certain to he ploughed ! 

Moreover, on refiecfion, quite excusably one fancies 
That, if so great advantage in the system you discern. 

Its use should he extended to the weavers of romances. 

And you and other novelists should suffer in your turn I 

And so, if we may venture on a practical suggestion, 

Assuming that your postxilate’s indubitably tme,^ 

And all should be examined — there must yet remain the question 
Custodes quts cmtodiet f — For who *11 examine you f ’ 


HOLIDAY TASKS FOR THE RECESS. 

The Fr-m~r, To rest and sample (under the personal supervision 
of Mirs. G.) Home Rule. 

The Mai^is of S-l-ah-ry. To forget the speeches he had prepared 
for Loyal Ulster. 

Sir WAl^m K-rc-rt, To practise Local Option in the Hew Forest. 

Lord Rs-b-ry, To make up his mind about Uganda. 

Lord R^nd-lph Ch-rchAl, To follow where he once led. 

Mr, Arih-r £Af-r, To lead where he once followed. 

Tl^ Duke of D~v~nsh-re, To acquire a taste for “ another place.** 

Sir A-g-sUs Dr-Un’^s, To grapple with the Opera difficulty. 

jifr. M-nry Iro^ng, To run along with Bechet, 

Miss Bll-n T^rry, To continue the same movement. 

Mr, J, L, TAe, To prepare to take Walker — London to “Castle, 
Windsor.” 

Legal Ouert Answered Satispactorilt. — in an Article on the 
Lecture on Cross-examination by Mr, Frank Lockwood, Q, C., a 
D, T, Leader reminded its readers of the scene in The Village 
Lawyer, where Defendant is instructed by his Counsel to answer 
ev^y question by simpljr saying, in an imbecile manner, “ Ba-a-a ! ** 
Subsequently, on aforesaid Counsel askingforhisfee, his client replied, 
“ Ba-a-a I ** “ What,**^ asks the I>, T,, “ would Mr. Frank Lock- 
T^D, Q.C., M.P., do with such a witness in cross-examination *f ** 
Why, *tis evident that such a case would not arise, as professional 
etiquette would prevent one Barrister from taking a fee from a 
brother Barrister, that is as long as the latter stuck to the Ba^a^a J 

Yerx Appropriate. — At ^ Drury Lane, on Easter Monday, 
will appear The Bohemian Girl, followed by the rivals in Rustic 
Chivalry, Yery flattering to the dear old Bohemian Girl, 


IV ^ on seT^ oo^ons heard gen- Tbbachesotjs ■Wbaihbk.— L ord SixisBrax has had a bad cold. 

Shefh« ^ a feSS^iho'S S ter to 

whether it is a modem expression for what was many years ago, as — 

after-dUerifoase- rap Coraos Srarap. - General rejoicings! iOl join 
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TO MOLLY — ^AN APRIL FOOL. 

By a Bachelor4n~L(m {with Eimself . ) 


You never, Mollt, plucked tke chances 
Last Leap Tear brou^fht of wedded rapture 
(Since Flattery wins, where Beauty’s glances 
Have failed to perpetrate a capture) ? 

I You never wrote to crave my fortune 
That February ! Bashful, may be, 

Or over-fearful to importune 
A parti so renowned, you gaby ! 

Imprudent damsel, to let slip 
& much iwsoMciflnce and money! 

I bear no malice now, and dip 
This goosequill not in gaU, but 
honey, 

I supplicate thee to be mine. 

Bewitching Fair, thy lode-star 
mocking: 

To sweetest vengeance I incline. 

(Grreat Scott ! the sacrifice is 
shocking I) 

With you to share a gem unic[ue, 

My best possession, foolish Molly. 

This is the penalty I seek, [FoUy I 
Dear fool of Spring, dear spring of 

Yet, ere I §ive myself away. 

And abdicate on foolscap flimsy, 

Let me implore you, mark the day— 
Time-honoured feast of prank and 
whimsy. 

Of my pet self, I offer half — 

To gain it myriads have endea- 
voured. 

So take it, take my photograph 
Inclosed^ and most adroitly severed. 



THE TELEPHONIC LOVE-SONG. 

[“ Loyemaking by telephone has now become 
quite common.” — Daily Baper^ 

Love, are you there ? Most patiently I We 
waited 

To hear the answering tinkle on my bell ; 
Have then the central offices belated 
Hot switched me on as yet to thy hotel ? 

Or is— oh, bitter thought I— a rival hated 
Addressing thee by telephone as well ? 
Love, are you there r' Distracted I repine ; 
Oh, hear thy humble f our -nought -seven - 
ninel 

Hever three-five-nine-six have 1 addressed, 
The number registered for Mrs. Jones, 

Hor for six-eight-two-one the button pressed 
To woo Miss Beown in telephonic tones ; 

So grant, I pray, my moderate request, 

Hor keep me waiting thus with aching 
bones, 

My anxious ear pressed to the tube with care. 
While vainly I re-echo, ** Are you there ? ” 

The suitor in the happier days of old, 

When he would woo his lady-love divine, 
Beneath her window his affection told 
In skilful verse and neatly-balanced line ; 
And even if he sometimes caught a cold, 

His was a less prosaic way than mine ; 
Then they ’d embrace— no doubt it was not 
proper, 

But I can only kiss a plate of copper I 

Oh come, my love, and speak to me again, 
Say that you live for my unworthy sake, 
And kindly make each syllable quite plain, 
To guard against all subsegtuent mistake ; 
And soon may fortune re-unite us twain, 

. Communication never more to break ! 

Take up your tube in answer to my prayer ; 
Once more I speak my greeting — you 
there f 


GEE HO, GOSCHEN! 

Jokim {singing his AgricuUooraUlooraUst l%y), 
“ 0 Flaxen-headed Ploughman, 

A whistling o’er the lee, 

01^ do not you know how^ man, 

I’ve ever lov^d thee ! 


EASTER RECULATIONS FOR VOLUNTEERS. 

1. Yolunteers shall be expected to be up 
by the dawn in the morning, be the weather 
rain or shine, fog, or otherwise. They will 
be marched for scores of miles all day long, 
and, on their arrival at their destination, 
shall consider themselves lucky if they find 
the most primitive accommodation. 

2. Although they may be accompanied by 
their officers, the Yolunteer rank and file 
will clearly understand that they are ma- 
noeuvring purely for the pleasure, if not 
improvement, of a- few warriors connected 
with the Household troops. 

3. They shall undertake the necessary 
duties at their own expense, and every detail 
supplied by the War Office shall form the 
matter of an angry altercation. 

4. The convenience of Yolunteers shall be 
ignored, so that the comforts of the Eegular 
officers attached to the Citizen Force, may be 
secured at their expense. 

6. Yolunteer officers will be prepared to 
accept snubs and condescension with their 
customary humility, and will not presume to 
raise their voices in the presence of their supe- 
rior (in quality if not in rank) commandersl 

6. Yolunteers of aU ranks will work like 
niggers for nothing, save the barren honour of 
being told (subsequently in the public prints) 
that they have merely done their duty. 

7. And, to conclude, Yolunteers will be 
expected to say that they have thoroughly 
enjoyed their holiday, however difficult it 
may be to feel it. 


AN ELIGIBLE PARTI. 

I KNOW a man who manhood’s name pro- 
fanes, — ^ 

M<»t Mayfair mothers own him rather 
wild; 

But, since^ he has more sover^gns than brains. 
Each tries to catch and tame him for her 
child. 

He knows enough Arithmetic to keep 
A Betting-book, and lose his little bets, 
And though Ms sense of honour is not deep, 
He always pays Ms “honourahle” dtbts. 

Some scores of trowsers own Mm as their 
Lord, 

And endless ties and one unchanging sneer: 
He owes his tailor what would lodge and 
hoard 

And wash a hrace of curates for a year. 

His mt is not so pointed as his hoots, 

Bright with the polish wMch Ms manners 
lack, 

Her yet so chaste as those astounding suits 
Which deck his shrunken limbs and padded 
hack. 

His stays are Mways, he is often, “tight,” 
His collar, like his birth, is sans reproche ; 
He seldom does a thing because it ’s right, 
But, on the other hand, is never gauche. 

The Mnsic Hall hath charms to soothe his 
breast, 

But tries in vain to tinge his pallid cheek ; 
And yet the print he knows and loves the 
best. 

Is that wMch duly blushes ouoe a week. 

He never dances since the law shut nn 
His native haunt, where he could really 
go it, 

And romp the pas^de-quatre^ and shout 
and sup— 

(Of course the Mayfair mothers did not 
know it). 

He never dances— hut he goes about, 

And you will always meet Mm “every- 
where,” 

And sometimes after supper he ’ll sit out 
A dance or two, provided she is fair. 

Some day he’ll stoop to raise her to his 
throne, 

Look tame and tired of wild oats— for a 
time ; [sown, 

And, when They reap the whirlwind he has 
We’ll talk of Ms misfortune and her 
crime. 

THOSE ,SILEHT BOOTS. 

BwrglaT^s Ballad. Aiit — “ Those Evening BeUsP 

Those Silent Boots ! Those Silent Boots I 
When out upon our gay galoots, 

’Twill give us coves the bloomin’ jumps, 

If we carn’t ’ear the Copper’s clumps ! 

’Ave Bobby’s Bluchers passed away ? 

That there will bust the Burglar’s lay I 
Wot, sUXent “ Slops ’’—like evening swells ? 
It’s wns than them electric bells I 

Ho, no I I ’opes, till J am gone, 

The Bobby’s Boots will still clump on. 

Their warnin’ sound our bizness soots, 

But bust the thought o’ Bilmt Boots I 

Some Evill-minded Peesons. — At the 
Royal Academy of Music the competiti<m. for 
the Evill Prize took place last Friday, which, 
to unsuccessful competitors was a day of Eyill 
omen. This is (me of the rare instances 
where “ Out of Evill oometh good.” 
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“AET, HOW SHE IS 

LEAEHED*^^ 

ScKNB— Xojkfon. Time— ’ant/ 
day of the Week hetween 
Show Sunday and Academy 
Smday, JPresent—’ttoo Art 
Oritiics d la Mode, 

F^ei A, 0* {after a pame). 
Yes, met a crowd of people 
last Simday. Bad memory 
myself, but banged if I can 
remember wby I went out on 
Sunday. 

Second A, C, {after eon^ 
sideration). And I too. I bate 
going out on a Sunday as a | 
rule, but I went last week. | 
Howeyer, might have been ! 
worse fun. Met Peacock i 
girls. Eatber good form. 

First A, 0. Yes, Jolly. 
Going to meet 'em next Sun- 
day,— Mulberry Eoad. 

Second A, C, [lighting a 

S ite), I'm going to the 
try Koad too. 

A, C, {ako lighting a 
cigarette). But wby? 

Second A, C, (after smoking 
two minutes in silence). 
Haven't tbe faintest idea! 
Stay! Ab! {Producing tiny 
1 memorandum hook,) Here it 
is, April 2nd— Mulberry £oad 
— Academy Pictures. 

First A, C, {with resuming 
intelligence). Of course I Why, 
that's what we went about. 
To see tbe pictures I 
Second A. C, {toith further 
intelligence). Yes. Going next 
Sunday to Mulber^ Road to 
see tbe pictures again. Rather 
fun, seeing pictures I 
Ftrsi C. {after a long pause). 
Yes, rather. ^ 

[Scene closes in upon their com- 
mencing to discuss some 
other jruhject. 



Q.UITE A CHIC CARGO! 

A CEOTJP of “World's Wo- 
men " belonging to all races, 
has set out from Southampton 
in tbe steamship Paris, en 
route to ;.tbe World's Fair, 
There are English damsels, 
Scotch lassies^ Tyrolese, Hun- 
garian, Parisian, Chinese, and 
Japanese ladies. Instead of 
bemg called “World's Wo- 
men,” they ought, of course, 
to go as ‘^World’s Fair-ies.” 
“ Arrangements have been 




FORTUNE'S FOOL. 


“Well, if that don’t beat hevektthink. ’Aven’t set up ’ere in 
Business a Month, and they ’be coin’ to Rbdeain the ’Ole Place!” 


but suppose they prefer to 
stay ? America is a fiee coun- 
try; Chicago is one of the 
freest parts of it. So, after 
their rdative powers of fasci- 
nating the American male 
have been tested, their power 
of becoming his relatives may 
have to be counted with. Let 
us hope they will he accommo- 
dated with separate buildings 
attheEiposition; ora“ Lady’s 
Battle ” may ensue, uudmr 
Q^ueensberry Rules. Euro- 
pean versus Asiatic, or— say 
— Fraulein versm Mademoi- 
selle. This would he a great 
hit. 


TWEEDLEDUM AND 
TWEEDLEDEE. 

The most cursory eye it must 
surely strike. 

That YOTE and YETO look 
much alike. 

Yet rival ranters are straining 
throat, 

To YOTE the YETO — or 
YETO the YOTE! 

On a slight transposition thus 
hinges the quarrel 

'Twixt the fierce fanatics of 
Pump and Barrel. 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OP TOBY, M.P. 

Mouse of Commons^ Monday, March 20. — “That's the best 
speech Harcourt has made this Session,” said George Cttbzon, as 
we walked into Lobby to support Government against onslaught of 
Sage of Ohebn Anne's Gate, who disapproves its Uganda jwlicy. 

“Whi^ speech?” I ask^, eagerly, always anxious to learn. 
tiEO^E CuRZON just hack from far East ; has sat astride the Wall 
w China, and taken five- o'clock tea with the Oxjeen of Corea. 
Ult^]m, with his twenty-years' tramp, not in it with him. “Which 
®P®^h?’'^ repeated. . “The speech he didn't make just now in 
reply to Chamb er lain,” said Curzon, in that sententious tone, and 
with that grave maimer he has learned among the Apaches of the 
Ural Mountains. 

Wmte fidniing oyw, this ; but is quite true. A great temptation 
for the SftUD^; would have been irresistible at one time. Joseph had 
m^e a brilliant speech, scintillating with diamond dagger-iwints. 
YieLdix^p to the habit of heredity, he had been more than usually 
disagreeable tow^ds his Brethren. “The original Joseph,” as the 
oqtJXBB rem^ked, in a little aside, whilst the speech went on amid 
uproarious ^ght of the Gentlemen of England, “ had one soft place 
m to resentfm heart. But our Joe finds no Benjamin among us— 
unless, md^d, it be Trevelyan, and, I believe, if, aftor filling up 
to sack, ne had put in any extraneous substonce, it would not 
have been a cup of silver,” 

Time was when the ^xjii^ would have jumped at this opportunity. 
Benches eroded with jubilant gentlemen in dinner dress: excite- 
‘A counter-cheers filled House. Few things 

delight It m^ than encounter between these two brilliant swordl- 
mem Only^.past deven; Twelve-o’dock Rule suspended ; plenty 

^ iJLOur's sDo rtWno bSdT. 

When POiUiBBDMe^ a .dieer wnt^ mp 


Their turn now. Job was “going to catch it.” But Sqttire knew 
bettor than that. OppcMrtxmity tempting ; almost irresistible. But 
business &st, pleasure after. WiQi touching air of resignatioii, 
SquiRE said they had listened to a very good speech, and now he 
hoped the Yote would he agreed to ; at which point he meekly sat 
down. Shock so sudden md unexpected that no one hut Holan 
moved, and he, fin^ng^ himself on, his legs, had no words ready, 
^^ilst he was gaspmg in search of them, Closure moved ; Chairman, 
who IS getting well into the saddle, nut Question with lic-htaime'-Hke 


Whilst he was gaspmg in search of them, Closure moved ; Chairman, 
who IS getting well into the saddle, put question with lightaing-like 
before Committee quite knew where it was, it was dividing 
on the Uganda Yote. 

Bimness done, — ^Supplementary Estimates concluded ; Report of 
Supply agreedjto ; way cleared for Appropriation Bill. 

Tuesday Henry Fowler explained Parish Council BiR 

m speech of equal force and lucidity. “ Hands all round,” as 
Tennyson said, in applause of speech and approval of Bill. Jesse 
^llings rather hmted that anything good in measure was conveyed 
from Ritchib’s Bill, and everyone knows that Ritchie was mere 
lay-figure behind which Jesse contiolled policy of Local Govern- 
ment Board under last Administration. Even this criticism meant 
as compliment. No harsher note disturbed chorus of approval. 

^ JoKiM, in efiusion of moment, led into making interesting oonfes- 
A® it stronger, general impression is 

that he is not particularly arched to Agricultural Labourer. Bobby 
Spencer, when he made his historic declaration — “ Mr. Speaker, 
Sir, I am not an Agricultural Labourer” — understood to have 
JoKne in his mmd; endeavouring to ingratiate himself with the 
statesman who, at the time, was Chancellor of Excheotjer. 
JoKiM, oertainlv, ttough long and honourable career, never lost 
opportunity of hustling Hodge. Deductions drawn from this atti- 
tude entirely erroneous. Only been dissembling his love. Made 
clean hre^t of it to-day. Clasping his hands with genuine emotion, 
tear plainly tickling ttough his voice, he exclaimed, “ It has been 






“CATCHING VOTES.” 

{Suggested hy the Fieture “ Catahing Flics. 
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the dream of my life to educate 
the Agricultural Labourer ia 
Parish affairs ! 

** Well, I must say, I aever would 
have thought it»” said Obahdolph, 
regarding with new interest his 
Right Hob. fnend. 

Budnest done * — ^Parish Counciis 
BHi brought in. 

TOfiradby.— Pretty to watch Mr. 

G. in conversation with Prince Ar- 
thur cm question of Vote of Cen- 
sure, When Cakbroh, “doing a bit / 
of bounce,” as Bbodeick said, asked 
Pbemibe whether, supposing Oppo- I 
sition resolved to move YoU of // 
Censure, a day wouldn’t be found • | 
for them. Ministerialists cheered and I 
Opposition responded. House never | 
more like jmblic school than when a | 
fight is being got np, How spirit ' 
rose to bubbling point ; cheering and i 

oonnter-cheering incessant. Only 
Mr. G. sat silent, apparently so 
deeply interested in Orders that he 
had not noticed what was forward. 

But he ^w it all, saw a foot or two 
farther into futurity than the jubi- 
lant throng behind him. Cameeoh 
had nnwittingly dealt trump card 
to Oppositiou avowedly bent on ob- 
structing Home-Rule Bill. Had a 
pretty good go to-day. Two hours 
for Questions ; two honrs more to he 
used up on Motion for Adjournment. 
That would serve to throw Registra- 
tion Bill over sitting and spoil Mr. 

CL 


Mr* G. mtto mci), “ How happy could I be with either ! 

Were only Uganda away I ** 


Camveoit ohligingly opened. Drew 
up Motion of Yote of Censure, and 
Mr, G. must needs, out of his dimi- 
nishing hoard of days, find one for 
debating it; Opposition mean to 
make it two, or even three. 

“ I wish,” said 1^. G., in those 
chest-notes that indicate profounder 
indignation, “my people would 
}pave me to manage the business of 
House.” I 

Btmnese aone* — Tour hours 
wasted. Yote of Censure invited. 

Friday Midnight . — Wonder to 
find Sage oe Queer Arre’s Gate 
still at post of duty. Business 
rather heavy work; think it would 
be weE that so precious a life should 
be cared for. Say this to him. 

“You’re very kind, Toby,” he 
answered, just a little wearily, 

“ but I never think of myself when 
the interests of my Queer and 
Country are at stake. Fact is, I 
have^ charge of a Bill drafted in 
the interests of our ff How- citizen 
the Sweep. He has thrown him- 
self into my arms (of course I use 
the phrase in a Parliamentary 
sense) and I am resolved to do my 
best for him. I am told that the 
business which called the Judges 
into private consultation the other 
day was a proposal to place my 
bust, crowned with laurel, on a 
prominent pedestal in the Royal 
Courts of Justice. WeE, I have 


WeE, I have 


persistency waiting an 
opposition truculently 


answer. ^nisteriaEsts cheering like Reading of my BEl. Want’ Mr. G. to take it up. Have told him 
ly responding ; aU waiting for him. } people reaUy don’t care for Home-Rule BEl, whereas, if he gave his 





POPPING THE QXTESTIONS; 

oU Burlesque of « Obstruetiony^* as revived at St* St^hen's Theatre Moyal. 
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SPORTING ANSWERS. i THE CRT OF THE CUE-IST. 

ANGLING. I ( Champmij by a Discouraged Co/npetito 

Fleacatchbk.— Yes, the trout iu the river j break, break, , ^ t t 

Itching (this is the only correct spelling)' , On the smooth green board, 0 Joh^ I 
are red, and, before they are boiled, raw. ' I would civil words could utter 

The best method of catching them is to tickle , thoughts, as the game goes on I 

them. When you have hooked an Itching | Orwell for the tliree-figure runs 
tirout, you first scratch him, and then cook I You have made sinee we opened play I 
him. { OJill for my nine thousand start, 

Novice.— W e only knew one man who could | Which you ’re lessening day by day I 

make a decent rod, and he 

died twenty years ago. 

Remember the old adage 
sodearto Tzaak, Quiparcit 
virg<B spoliat puerum. For 
; instructions as to use of 
implement, and translation 
I of Latin, apply to any 
I head -master. Failure in 
the latter will inevitably 


i THE CRY OF THE CUE-IST. AFTER THE YOLUMTEER REVIEW. 

a mmuraged Competitor.) ScEira--rfn Oj%e. Bbows anrf Jones di*- 
Beeae, break, break, covered talking over the incidents of the 

\ On the smooth green board, 0 JoHir I recent holiday. 

• And I would civil litter Brovin. Yes; I was up at sis on «ie 

My thoughts, as the game goes on I Monday. 

I Orwell for the tliree-figure runs Jones. Well, you were in luck ; for I had 

I You have made sinee we opened play I to be ready by four. The battalion had to 
I OJill for my nine thousand start, be drawn np at the station by 4*45. 

I Which yon ’re lessening day by day I , Brown. To he sure. You went down before 

we did. 

’ Jones. Yes. I wish we 

had got some coffee before 
star^g. 

Brown. But you had 
your breakfast on your 
arrival, didn’t you ? 

Jones. Yes, to he sure; 
but as we were a hit late, 
it was rather a scramble. 

Brown. Well, of eource 
one has toget on to parade as 
soon as possible. We cut it 
rather fine too. But that ’s 
the case with all of us. 

Jones. To he sure; and 
if you lose time at one 
end, you must make up for 
it at the other— that stands 
to reason. And how did 
you get on ? 

Brown. First rate. We 
were on the march from 
nine to five. 

Jones. So were we ; and 
didn’t have time scarcely 
to get to our havresaeks. 

Brown. Justourfortune. 
Always on the move. I 
wore out my leathers in 
fine style. ^ j 

Jones. So did L And | 
then we had to go hack to 
the train before we conld 
get any dinner. | 

Brown. My fate too. I 
And, when I got home, the ! 
slavey had forgotten to lay 
supper I I 

Jorws. So had • mine. ; 
But still it was a glorious ^ 
holiday— now, wasn’t it ? 

Brown. I should say it 
was 1 A glorious holiday ! 

[ They retwm to their ledgers. 



lead to application of the 
former. Then pause for 
reflection, but don't sit 
down. 

Spook. — ^What on earth 
is the use of applying to 
us about a phantom ? We 
never keep one on the 
premises. Try personal 
interview with W. T. 

Stead, who has a fine 
selection, Julia being 
specially effective. Why 
do you ask if we generally 
spin? Not having been 
born a top, we prefer walk- 
ing. 

Contemplative.— (1) It ’s 
absolutely useless offering 
us these paltry induce- 
ments to betray the secrets 
of our skill. We are— we 
hope we may say it without 
undue pride — an All- 
Round Angler, and we are 
not iroing to he squared by 
a bait of that kind. (2) 

We have never pretended 
we were a safinon. If 
Andeew Lanu says we 
have, we challenge him to 
repeat it to our face before 
witnesses. (3) Whitebait 
are no longer kept in the 
Round Pond at Kensington. 

We knew as many as .four .7 ■"'71-- 

there ten years ago. ’ ' ' **' _ 

“TAKE CAEE OF THE PENCE, AND THE POHNDS,” &c. Ab"sco^dbb7kk.''-7i 

turtle the fact is instaxitly Mwriel. “Mamma, vraA.T hate tof got the Cabeiaoe out bob so late? 
communicated to the Lord Where are you going ? ” 

Mayor and Aldermen of Mrs. Goldie. Now, Muriel, you know how your Father keeps worrying 
the City of London. They about Extravagance, and oe course I must set an Example. So I ’m going 
proceed to the spot in the to the Public Library to see the Evening Paper ! ” 


QrUFFR QiUFRlRS. 
Abscondeelism. — I 


Maria Wood, and the one ; 

who secures the interestin^aurian is allowed 
to eat all the green fat. With you we hope 
devoutly that the time is far mstant when 
the desecrating hand of a Socialistic Govern- 
ment will be allowed to lay a finger on these 
ancient civic customs. No. The Fishmongers’ 
Company do not sell fish. Their motto is, 
JEdo, non vendo. 

Acton Est. — The CornhiU Magazine for 


ux Society. At present the 

KEJPS woebtins “ ex(»i.tionaHy 

K. So I’M GOING prosperous, and I have no 
reason to suppose that the 

Directors ana Manager are 

And the marveUous shots go on serupulo-^y honest. StiU, it is as well 

To your score, which.is Lunting stiU ! to be prepared for aH eventaalifaes, wd, m a 
But 0 for a touch of that wondroui hand, 

And a dice of that startling skill ! required hy the authonties before they ^ 

® m^e up their mmds to prosecute anybody, 

Br^k, break, break ! ^ , I should like to kuow if 1 could apply for a 

rAere’a a shotl Great Scott! O. see! warrant against the officials of my Society 
What tender grace I And if once ahead at once, so as to have everything ready in 
You will never “ come hack’' to me 1 case any of them should developjrauduleut 

■ ' tendencies a few years hence ? Would there 

“Epsom Spring Meeting.” — In former he any objection to this? Perhaps some legal 


tnis moutn nas an interesting article on times tnis nsea to oe a lasnionaDie renaez- reauer wouia repiy. baso, is id a laeL Lnan 
“Actors and Actresses in Westminster vous for invalids who went there to drink Messrs. Balbert and Hurlpour have stated 
Ahbev,” not seen there much when alive, the beneficial waters of the Epsom Spring, a model Colony^ on entirely new and philan- 

r A A I. 1 . . 3 tI -XT xi •_ _ .a. -L j. -Arx-L.T* XT TJ— 


generally supposed, but found her resting- 

place at Acton. Odd, that when she had A Lesson in 
ceased to act, she should he sent to Aot-on ! lend one. 


the prospectus of the scheme being headed 

‘Book-keeping.” — Never “By kiud pennistion of the Public Pr®^- 
outor ” ?— Prophylactic. 


VOL CIV, 
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one poor dtop-girl ^d:— ‘After the fatigue and worry of th^eek, I am so thoroughly worn out, that my only thoueht is to rest on a 
but It goes too qmdkly, and the other days drag on so slowly ! ”*- Qu<M hy Sir John Minkin the reeeht DebJe M^ly SKiy /“ 


Sunday ; 


Eight o’clock strikes ! 

Tke short day ’s sped^— 

My Day of Beet ! That oeating in my head 
Hammers on still, like coffin-taps. He likes, 
Qor lynx-eyed chief, to see ns brisk and trim 
On Monday mornings; and thongh brains 
may swim, 


„ - g ^ 'JC — J 

And breasts Sint siokeninglywitlinamdess My footsteps fieldwards, just one day in 
pain, seyen ^ 

He CMnot feel the faintness and the strain, The thought of hedgwows -was like opening 
And what are they to him? ^yen, 


This morning’s stin peeped in 
Inyitingly, as thongh to winj 


And the stray snnray’s gleam, 
Threading the dingy blindl 
Seemed pixt of a sweet dream, 
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For in our sleep the Fates are sometimes 
kind. 

Come out I ” it said, but not with weary 
tread, 

And feet of lead, [way, 

The long, mud-cumbered, cold, accustomed 
For the great Shop is shuttered close to-day, 
And you awhile are free ! ” 

Free f With a chain of iron upon my heart. 
That drags me down, and makes the salt 
tears start I 

Oh, that inexorable weariness 
That through the enfeebled flesh lays crushing 
stress 

On the young spirit ! Young ? There is 
no youth 

For such as I. It dies, in very truth, 

At the flrst touch of the taskmaster’s hand. 

A doctrine hard for you to understand, 

Q-ay sisters of the primrose path. 

Whose only chain is as a flowery band. 

The toil that outstays nature hath 
A p^sying power, a chilling force 
Which freezes youth at its fresh source. 

Only the Comus wand 
Of an unhallowed Pleasure offers such 
Freedom, and with pollution in its touch. 

The languid lift 

Of head from pillow tells us the good gfft 
Of Sabbath rest is more than hali in vain* 
Tired I Tired ! In flesh, bone, brain, 
Heart, fancy, pulse, and nerve I 
Such is our doom who stand and serve 
The unregarding public, thoughtless they 
Of slaves whose souls they slay ! 

Oh, that long standing— standing— standing 
yet I 

With the flesh sick, the inmost soul a-fret, 
Pale, pulseless patiences, our very sex. 

That should be a protection, one more load 
To lade, and chafe, and vex. 

Ho tired ox urged to tramping by the goad 
Feels a more mutely-maddening weariness 
Than we white, black-garbed spectral girls 
who stand 

Stonily smiling on while ladies grand, 

Easily seated, idly turn and toss 
The samples ; and our Watcher, ’neath the 
gloss 

Of courtly smugness glaring menace, stalks 
About us, creaking cruelty as he walks. 

Stand I Stand ! Still stand I 
^ Clenched teeth and clutching hand, 

Swift blanching cheek, and twitching muscle, 
tell [well, 

To those who know, what we know all too 
Ignored by Fashion, coldly mocked by 
Trade. 

Are we not for the sacrifice arrayed 
In dainty vesture ? Pretty, too, they say 
Male babblers, whom our sufferings and poor 

Might shock, could they but guess 
Trim figure and smart dress 
Cover and hide, from all but doctor-ken, 
Disease and threatening death. Oh ! men, 
men, men! \jitandl 

You bow, smile, flatter— aught but under- 
Long hours lay lethal hand 
Upon our very vitals. Seats might save 
From an untimely grave, 

Hundreds of harried. My anguished girls ; < 

You see— their snow-girt throats and neatly- 
ordered curls I 

Out to the green fields ? Hay, ; 

This all too fleeting day : 

To rest is dedicate. But not the rest 
Of brightened spirit, and of lightened breast. 
The dull, dead, half -inanimate leaden crouch 
Of sheer exhaustion on this shabby couch 
Is aU my week’s repose. 

Read ? But the tired eyes dose, 


EASTER MANCEUVRES. 
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BACCHUS OH A BICYCLE I 
(A “Satett” too 11) 

Tim imident repealed itself to mjmdty from \ 
Ynd to E<mM&rsmith and lack ! / 


The book from nerveless fingers droj® ; 

Almost the slow heart stops. 

But the clock halts not on its restless round. 
Weariness shudders at the whirring sound, 

As the sharp strike declares 

Swift to its closing wears 
One more of those brief interludes from toil 
Which leave us still the labour- despot’s spoil. 
Slaves of long hours and unrelaxing strain, 
ITnstrengthened and nnsolaced, soon again 
To tread the round, and lift the lengthening i 
chain; 

till hysteria lays its hideons clutch 
On our girl-hearts, or epilepsy’s touch 
Thrills through tired nerves and palsied 
brain. 

Again — again- again I 
Sow long f Tul Death, upon its kindly 
quest, 

Gives a true Day of Rest I 

Rotai. Rewards to Good Platers.— “As 
a setmel to the performance of Becket at 
Windsor, Mr. Irving” — as we were informed 
by the Daily News — “was presented by the 
Q-oeen with a stud.” What will he do with 
the stud ? Will he take to the turf, go racing, 
and keep the stud at some Hewmarket 
training-stables ? Perhaps “ the stud ” con- 
sisted of fifty “ ponies ” — but this is a purse- 
iu’-all matter, into which we are not at 
liberty to inquire. Miss Ellen Terry re- 
ceived a brooch from Her Majesty, on 
which are the letters** Y.RJ.” Our ’Aery 
says these initials signify “Fe Are ’ Jghly 
pleased.” Or, taking the two presents to- 
gether, as speaking, V .R.T. might mean, says 
'Arbt, *‘ Ve M-Ived safely 

LIOH AHD LAMB. 

[“ I think that when we consider an Opposition, 
in which Lord Salisbury and Mr. Chamberlain 
pacifically sit down— or lie down, together, we 
need not, ourselyes, feel very sensitive on the 
subject of homogeneity.*’— Jfr. Gladstone at the 
F, 0, Liberal Meeting^ 

Solly had a little Lamb, 

From Brummagem you know ! 

And wheresoever Solly went 
That Lamb was bound to go. 

The Lion and the Lamb in fact! 

And what could be more joUy ? 

Yet some do whisper that— sometimes — 
The Lamb seems leading Solly, 

“What Ho, Apothecary!” — Last week 
the Earl of Bessborodgh was announced as 
having arrived at Besshorough, Pilltown, 
Ireland. What an appropriate spot for 
erecting an Irish Apothecaries’ Hall ! What 
is Lord Bessborottgh’s family name? Is 
it The O’ Cockle ? 


THE AUTHOR. 

It lay on the hook-staR for sale. 

But no one to purchase seemed willing, 

The ticket was “ Humorous Tale, 
Two-and-sixpence— reduced to a shilling.” 

But the humour was lost upon me, 

And the jest feR uncommonly fiat. 

Could the jokes I had written then he 
So fallen in value as that ? 

^ The First Duty op an Opposition (.4a 
it now seems to be understood), — “To He in 
cool Obstruction, and talk rot.” — [Shah- 
spear e —slightly adapted,) 

Modern Translation by otjr Youngest 
Sporting Etonian.— “ /orm^ pauperis ^^ \ 
—A a., “in rather poor form.” 
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AT AN AFTERNOON ENTERTAINMENT. 

SciKE— Pnnc«’» Fie&tdilly, Among the Audience^ are— 

A London Aunt, and her Eldest Dan^nter, with a Congn from 
the Cocmtry, who is just a little diffictJtU to amxtse ; a SerioiM- 
minded Lady from Brixton^ with a more frivolous Friend ; 
a pair of Fiances; and an XJi^phisticated Father, town an 
Up-to-date little Danghter. An exhibition of ** Fare Sleight- 
of-Hand^^ lias Just been given on the\Stage, 

The Serious Lady, deyer ? Yes, my dear, it is clever enough, if 
that’s ail; hnt I neyer 
quite reconcile my consci- 
ence to encouraging a f ellow- 
areatnre to majEe a liying by 
deliberate deception ! 

Her Friend. Oh, I don’t 
see any harm in conjuring, 
myself. 

The 8. L. I can’t forget 
that Pharaoh had his Sor- 
cerers and Magicians, and 
how they acted I 
Her Friend. Ah, I neyer 
saw them. 

The London Aunt {to her 
Mece). Enjoying it, Sopht ? 

Such a treat for you, to see 
really good conjuring I 
Sophy, Yes, Aunt, thank 
you. But our new Curate 
did that trick with two 
rabbits at the last Penny 
Readings we had !_ 

[A calico screen is fought 
forward, on which the 
Entertainer throws vari- 
ous shadows with his 
hands. \ 

The 8. L, Is that a little 
house at the corner? Oh, 
he doesn’t do that with his 
hands —then I see no merit 
in it. Who’s that? (A 
smaU male shadow, cast by 
the performer s right hand, 
crosses the screen, and knocks 
timidly at the door, which 
is opened by the left hand, 
in the character of a little 
Lady. The couple embrace 
effusively, and rttire inside.) 

Ah, that ’s the husband 
Cuming home I 

[Another male shadow en- 
ters. andknoeh<ifuriomly, 
while the little Lady 
reconnoitres cautiously 
from the window above. 

Her Friend. I expect that 
must be the husband. 

The 8. L. What? — and 
the wife behaying like that 
in his absence ! If I thought 

that was the {The first 

male shadow comes out, and 
fights the secondyWhoretr eats, 
worsted.) I neyer saw any*- 
thing so scandalous. How 

you can call yourself con- . ^ 

sistent, and sit there and ^ " 

at such things ! 

eam. “ He blinks and amilfis in feeble confusioii.” 



ing—and, after all, perhaps they ’xe only riyal lovers, or he ’s her 
father, or something. 

The 8. L. And she inviting one to come into Ihe house iu that 
bold way — a nice example for young persons ! Look there, he ’s 
come hack with a flageolet, and she’s actually poured a jug of 
'v^ater on his head out of the window 1 “ Only a pair of hands,” did 
you say? So it may be— but we all know who it is that Finds 
Mme mischief stiU For idle hands to do”— and there we have an 
: illustration of it, my dear! 

[She shakes herself down in her sealskins with virtuous 
\ " d$seepwoval. 

The Unsophisticated Father {who has been roaring with laughter). 


Capital I It’s amazingly clever, ’jg on m y word! Can’t imagine i 
how they do these things— can you, YiwiE ? [To Up-to-Late Child. \ 
Miss Vivien. Oh, well, I’ve seen so much conjuring at parties, ; 
you know, Father, that I don’t notice it particularly,— but it ’s nice 
to see you so amused ! . t » 

The U. F. I’m young, you see, Viwii}; but I hope you’re not 
bored ? 

Miss Y. I’m not only I thought there ’d be some 

Serpentine dancing, and more of the Music Hall about it. 

The U. F. Music Hall! Why, what do you know about Music 
Halls, eh? 

Miss V. {with calm, superiority). Several of their songs — 
if you call that anything. 

The U. F. I should be inclined to call it a good deal too 
much ! 

Hiss V. {compassionately). Would you? Poor dear Father ! 
But you never were very modem, were you ? 

[A Blind folded Lady on the Stage has been reading and 
adding up figures on a black board, and now offers to tell 
the day of the week of any personas birth in the audience. 

Her Colleague, Will some 
gentleman kindly oblige me 
with the date of his birth ? 

The Fiamcie, How, Jack, 
tell yours. I want you to. 

Jack {in an unnaturally 
gruff voice). Fourteenth of 
February, eighteen - sixty- 
nine! 

y The Blindfolded Lady 
{with the air of the Delphic 
'/ Pythia). Yes— fell upon 
a Monday. [Applause, 
Her Coll, Is that correct. 
Sir? 

^ Jack. Don’t know. 

[He reddens, cmd tries to 
A look unconscious. 

Her Coll. How I will ask 
the Lady if she can mention 
some event of importance 
that took place on the same 
date. 

The Bl. L, Let me think. 
Yes. {Solemnly.) On the 
same date, in the year seven- i 
teen - hundred - and - thirty - 
seven, goloshes were first 
invented ! [Loud applause. 

Miss V. {as the pair retire). 
Well, thank goodness, we ’ve 
seen the last of that beastly 
black-board. I didn’t come 
here to add up sums. What 
is it next? Oh, a “Farm- 
yard Imitator.” I expect 
that will be rather rot, 
Father, don’t you ? 

[Enter a Gentleman in even- 
ing dress, who gives real- 
istic imitations of various 
live-stock. 

The Country Cousin. 
That ’s exactly the way our 
little Berkshire pig grunts, 
and “Sweetlips” calls her 
calf just like that— and, oh, 
Katie, I wonder if he could 
have heard our Dorkings 
clucking at home— I think 
he must have— he does it so 
exactly the same ! 

I in feeble confusion.’' Katie. Then you do think 

, clever, Sopht? 

Sophy, Oh, weU — ^for an imitation, you know I 
[ A “ Sensational Cage Mysteiy^^is introduced; a pretty child 
u shut up in a cage, which is opened a moment after, and 
found to contain a "Negro, who capers out, grinning. 

The London Aunt. Sopht, do you see that? — ^there’s a black 
man there now, instead ! ^ 

Sophy {without enthusiasm). Yes, Aunt, I see, thank you. 

Katie. Don’t you like it^ Sopht ? 

I don’t see why it need have been a Nigger ! 

The 8, L. {after a “ Humorous Musical Sketch^’* by a clever and 
cmrmxng young Lady). Like that, my dear? — a Young Woman 
giving a description of how she actually went on the Stage, and 
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imitating men in that way I It was as much as I conld do to at 
still in my seat I 

Her Friend. I must say I thought it was Tery amusing. 

The S. X. Amusing ? I daresay. But, to my mind, young girls 
have no htmnees to be amusing, and take off other people. I Ve no 
opinion of such ways myself. I don’t knew what my dear Mother 
would have done ii I *d ever been amusing—she would have broken 
her heart, I do believe ! 

The Friend {to herself). She wouldn’t have split her sides, that’s 
very certain ! 

{A Lady Physiognomist appears in cap and gown, and invites 
a smject to step upon the stage^ and have his or her cha- 
racter revealed. 

Jack (to his Fiancee). Ho, I say—but look here, Flossie, really 
I ’d rather not — ^with all these people looking ! 

Flossie. Then I shall think you’ve something to conceal^ Jacob:— 
you wouldn’t like me to feel that already^ would you ? 

[Jack, resignedly^ mounts the platform^ and occupies a chair ^ in 
which he blinks and smiles in feeble confusion, while the 
Professor studies his features dispassionately. 

The Lady Fhys. The first thing to notice is the disposition of the 
ears. How here we have a Genueman whose ears stick out in a 
ve^ remarkable manner. \I)elight of Audience. 

Flossie (to herself). They awfully I I never noticed it before. 

But it really rather suits mm ; at least meditates. 

The L. Ph. This denotes an original and inquiring mind ; this 
gentleman takes nothing on trust — likes to see everything for 
himself ; he observes a good deal more than he ever says anything 
a^ut. His nose is wide at the tip, showing a trustful and confiding 
disposition ; it has a bump in ^e centre, denoting a moderate amount 
of oombativeness. The nc^trils indicate a keen sense of humour. 
{Here Jack giggles bashfuUy.) There is a twist in the upper lip, 
which indicates— well, I won’t say that he would actually tell an 
untruth’— hut if he had the opportunity for doing^ so, he has the 
capacity for taking advantage of it. I think that is all I have to 
say about this Gentleman. 

Flossie {to Jack,^ after he has returned to her side). Jack, if you 
can’t leave off having an original and inquiring mind, you must at 
least promise me one thing — ^it ’s very little to ask I 
Jack. You know I’d do any blessed thing in the world for you 
Flossie,— what is it ? 

Flossie. Only to wear an elastic round your eps at night. Jack I 
The Unsophisticated Father {at the conclusion of the exhibition, 
as the Missing La^ disappears with a hang, in full view of the 
Audience). There, VxvviE ; she ’s vanished clean away. What do 
you say to that, eh ? 

Vivien (composedly). Well, I think we may as well vanish too 
Father. It ’sail over I 

The S. L. (going out). I don’t wish to judge others— isx from it— 
hut, speaking for myself^ Eliza, I cannot feel this has been a profit- 
able method of employmg precious momeuts which can never be 
recalled. 

Her Friend. Oh, it’s quite early. Tou’U have plenty of time to 
get a cup of tea, and do some shopping before it’s dark. 

The S. L. {severely). That was not precisely what I meant, Eliza! 

{But it is precisely what she does. 

ADVERTISEMEHT’S ADYERSARIES. 

[** A Society has been fonued to deliver us from hideous advertisements.” 

The Saturday Revieio.'\ 

0 KEWLT-roRMEn Society, we note with admiration 
The truly novel purpose which you seem to have at heart, 

Aud with no Httle eagerness await its consummation. 

When popular advertisements will shine as works of art. 

Then picturesque localities no longer will he crowded 
With puffs of panaceas for our universal ills. 

Ho longer will the atmosphere be permanently clouded 
By sky-signs built to promulgate a patent soap or pills. 

Ho more in train or omnibus will every inch of boarding 
Be covered with advertisements of variegated hue ; 

Ho more in every thoroughfare will each obtrusive hoarding 
Blaze, hideously chromatic, with its yellow, red, and blue. 

One thing, perhaps, you’ll tell us,— youwiH pardon the suggestion — 
We doubt not your ability your purposes to win, 

But yet our curiosity would fain propound Ike question, — 

How, excellent Society, and when, will you begin? 

“The Flowers that Bloom m the SPRiere” may now be seen 
in all their glory at the Crystal Palace Show, The excellent arrange- 
ments there made for their exhibition larove that they have been 
designed and carried out by a clever “ Head ’’-Gardener, 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Seeing that A Wild Wooing (published by F. T. White & Co.) 
is by Florence Wablen, authoress of The House on the Marsh, 
the Baron anticipated a real treat. But he was somewhat dis- 
appointed. The novel is in one volume, which is an attraction, and 
that volume is of a portable size, which is another note in^ its 
favour; also it is not illustrated, which is an undisguised blessing. 




At Easter Time the Baron de B.-'W. mits his friend 

The Peer of Brigkten. ^a|e the 

reader feel quite sure that the authoress is not “ getting at him” 
all the time, and just trying to see what quantity of old melo- | 
dramatic stuff he will patiently stand. 

Henceforth Florence Warden will do well to get away from i 
the rusty bars, bolts, chains, trap-doors, and cellars, from mined 
castles, as grim as that of Udolpho, “ of which,” as Sir Walter said 
in his preface to Waverley, “ the Eastern wing had long been un- 
inhabited, and the keys either lost, or consigned to the care of some 
aged hntler or honsekeeper. whose trembling steps, dbc., &e,” 
Accidentally, taming from “ White ” to “ Black,” the Baron took up 
the first volume of the excellent re-issue of the Waverley Novels, by 
Messrs. Adam and Charles Black, called The Dryburgh Edition, 
and comnienced reading the introductory chapter of Waverley,^M6k. 
at that time, gave the death-thrust to the melodramatic horrors of 
romantic tales, whether evolved from the inner consciousness of Eng- 
lish writers, or openly acknowledged as “taken from the German.” 

In view of the sensational romance of the present day, towards 
which, when really good, tiie Baron owns to having a decided leaning 
— ^it is interesting to note how brave^ Sir Walter defied the existing 
fashion in novels of his own time, spumed the sentiment^ 


ancient chivalry, laughed at the heroine “with a profusion of 
auburn hair and a harp,” and, like the M^ician of the Horth that 
he was, boldly gave to the world his historic novels, in which, where 
History doesn’t suit the requirements of fiction, it is so much the 
worse for History. Are there very many of the present genera- 
tion who have not read Sir Walter Scott’s novels ? If tiiere be 
any— and there must be, or where would be the demand to occa- 
sion this new and admirably devised supply— let them at once put 
aside modem sensationalism, and commence Walter Scott as a 
study. The Baron knows personally one man of mature years, 
who has read neither Waverley nor several others of the series, 
and him he envies, for, as the student in question has already set | 
himself to the task, he has the greatest literary pleasure of his life 
yet to come. Type, size of book, excellent as a library edition; i 
and the illustrations, so far as they have gone, are good, and not 
too distracting. And so, after this unequivoci expression of his * 
sentiments, he signs himself, The Bold Baron de B.-W. 
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BACE; to SCHOOL; 

Obj Doctor Blimber-Gladstonk and his “ Lit-tle Friends.” 

(JDomieyisk Fragrrimts, wUh a mruxck of'^TU Mikado:^) 
****** 

"W HENETER a y oHiig gentleman was taken in hand by Dr. Bhjoee- 
Glad^ne, he might consider himself sure of a pretty tight squeeze. 
X he Doctor only luidertook the charge of a limited number of young 
gentlemen at a time, but he had always ready a supply of ‘‘cram ” 
tor a hund^, on the low^t estimate; and it was at onoe the 
husine^ and delight of his life to gorge “ his young friends,” few or 
m^y, to their utm(^t capacity, and sometimes beyond it. 

In fact. Dr. Gladstone’s establishment was a great Hot-house, in 
which there was a forcmg apparatus incessantly at work. All the 
toys blew before their time— or so said the Doctor’s rivals and foes. 
Mental ^een Peas were produced in February, and intellectuai 
Scarlet-Kunnere in March. Mathematical Great Gooseberries were 
eo^on at untimely Jasons, other than the appropriate Silly one. 

^ Ihis WM all very pleasant and ingenious, but the system of forc- 
ing was attended with its usual disadvantage. There was sometimes 
not the nght taste about the premature productions, and they didn’t 
always keep well. ^ 

The Dieter’s was a mighty fine House, fronting the river. Hot 
I ^ays a joyful style of House within ; sometimes quite the contrary, 
me s^ts were in rows, to figures in a sum. The sitters also were 
oftenmrows-witha di^t (phonetic) difference. The House was 
weE juo’nded mth Hot Water, on the “constant-supply” system. 
But somehow this j^med rather to conduce to discomfort than to 
re^ cleanliness,— like the too frequent and tumultuous “turning- 
^ over-zealous housewife. A “Spring Clean,” at St. 
Stephen s S^ool, was a thing to remember, and shudder at. It was 
not a quiet Ho^ at the best of times. It seemed ever haunted by 
^e Bgishee of Hoise, and ^turbed bjthe cacophonous ghosts of 
dead il^hoes. At “^e peaoeMest periods it was pervaded by a 
toeful S^k 0^^ the “Party Spirit,” and alwa^ by the dull 


toeful S^k 0^^ the “Party Spirit,” and alwa^ by the dull 
booings of unwilling young gentiemen at their lessons, like the 
raucous munnuimgs of m as^blage of melancholy rooks, or of 


fates and crows cawing and screaming in the intervals of their 
clamorous scufflings. 

****** 
Holidays? Oh dear yes! If there was one thing Doctor Glad- 
ctone’s “yo^g friends” did care for, it was Holidays! The 
Doctor himself seemed as though he could— and were it possible — 
would do without them. But the Doctor’s “lit-tle friends,” how- 
ever docile, could never he brought to see that. They did not 
usually commence their Spring “ term ” until February. And they 
were npe, even rampant, for a long “Eecess” at Easter. When 
tbe Doctor, usmg his well-beloved formula, said, “Gentlemen, we 

wiE resume opr studies upon ” they hung upon his words, and, 

u the conclmdon of his formula showed any disposition to out the 
Holidays short, they howled loudly in chorus, like hungry wolves 
disappointed of their quarry, 

* * * , * * * * 
a ? ^ Doctor Gladstone’s little friends returning- to 

Scnool after the Easter Yacation, The Doctor, looking complacently 
^jpansive, cheerily anticipative, welcomed them on the doorstep, 
Th^ did not wdcome him. Oh, dear no ! Look at them : the five 
semor pupils in frent, headed, of course, by that overgrown and some- 
what migamly Irish hoy. Master Patrick Green, cock of the School, 
and prime f avounte of Doctor Gladstone ! Can you not fancy them 
singing— after a famoim original— the following qnintett ? 

The Five, Five little boys for school are we, 

Back from a very short ho-li-dee ; 

All as reluctant as well can be, — 

Tur ^ ry Trn.:, Mve little boys foT Scbool ! 

Mas^ ween. Holiday ’s over, there ’s no more fun ! [ Groans, 

mdge, ()nly just started ! Wish I was done ! \ Snivels, 

FLast^ Bung, As for nie, wish I ’d never begun / [ Howls, 

Am for School! ^ 

.A.U\shTw,h%ng), Five little b(^s who, all unwary, 

Entered old Gladstone’s big seminary, 

mr ry / >r » ^ Genius tutelary 

The Five {suddenly demure, on catching sight of the Doctor)^ 

Five little boys “ back to School ! . ! ” 
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SONGS OF SOCJETY. II.-A LETTER OF ADVICE. 

From Miss Belinda Bullion at Monte Oarlo, to Miss Angelina Veavdor, in Mayfair, {Being a Pendant to a celebrated Poem by Praed.) 


They tell me you Ve “ landed ” a lover 
(Don’t pout at the slang, dear, ’tis cAtc), 
Before your first Season is over, 

Before I have left you a week, 

I learned the good news through my mother. 
Who w he ? I wish I could guess. 

If it’s dear Lord Firz-FEUMPiNGTON’s brother, 
My own Angelina, say “ Yes.” 

Tres chere, we know Fortune and Fashion 
Are sensible girlhood’s sole guides, 

Smart maidenhood ridicules passion, 

And sentiment calmly derides. 

I gave you “ Bel Ami ” as token 
That we were not victims of “ glow ; ” 

You gave me your vow— is it broken ? 

My own Angelina, say “ ]S[o ! ” 

We vowed, dear, no matter at what age, 

By Sentiment not to be hooked, 

Or cheated by Love in a Cottage, 

Or Shepherds enchantingly crook’d. 

Too well, dear, we know modem men’s 
tone, 

Of ‘ ‘ briar ” the pipes which they blow. 

Say, have you gone soft d h Shenstone ? 

My own Angelina, say “ l^’o I ” 

Remember the cynic romances 
We read in that Devonshire glen ! 

We are not the slaves of girl-fancies, 

We’ve learned far too much about 
Men! 

’Tis nice, with your head on his shoulder, 

To whirl through the waltz with 
Frank Lowe, 

But should poor Adonis grow bolder, 

My own i^GELiNA, say “ Ro I ” 

You know without wealth and a carriage 
Life ’s just a prolonged fit of spleen, 

So don’t let me mourn o’er your marriage 
With any poor Brown, Jones, or Gtreen. 

You swore mere romance should not thrill 
you, 

Ror gold-less good looks make you glow ; 

And you will not go back on it— will you ? 

My own Angelina, say “ JTo ! ” 

We ’re parted, but sympathy’s fetter 
Unites us, I’m sure of it, still. 



I read your last laughable letter. 

And see you are steering with skill. 

True Love is all fiddlededee, love. 

Full coffers count only, below. 

If he ’s not what your husband should be, 
Love, 

My own Angelina, say “ "Eo I ” 

If he’s over polite in his wooing, 

If his heart is too plainly a-throb, 

If he scarce seems aware what he ’s doing, 

If he speaks with a blush or a sob; 

If he is not “ dead nuts ” on his dinner. 

If his voice or his spirits run low ; 


If he seems getting paler or thinner, 

My own Angelina, say “ Eo I ” 

If he gives too much time to his Tennis, 
Ke^ectful of dear L. S. D., * 

If he chatters of Whistler and Tenice, 
If he cares about Five o’clock Tea ; 

If he ’s not sometimes rude or capricious 
(All swells who have money are so), 
Such signs are extremely suspicions ; 

My own Angelina, say “ Ho I 

If he shows a contempt for “the City,” 
And drops little jeers about Jews. 

If he talks of “ the People ” with pity, 
Or rails at the Sweaters as “ screws,” 
These things prove a “popular leaning,” 
And popular leanings are low ; 

Soft heart, and slack purse, are their 
meaning — 

My own Angelina, say “ Ho I ” 

If he prates about Prowrty’s duties 
In diction at all G-ladstonese, 

If he ’s down on Society Beauties, 

If he has not a stare that can freeze ; 
If he does not abuse Foreign Powers, 
And vote all philosophy slow, 

If he’s one of the time’s “bigBow-wow- 
ers,” 

My own Angelina, say “ Ho I ” 

He must walk like a Cit in his glory, 

Of Money the true modem test, 

He must be— yes, of course, dear— a 
Tory, 

{Kb partis that party are best) 

If he knows not the old Carlton’s portal. 
Then— unless you’ve a Duke for a beau— 

I beg you— for girls axe but mortal — 

My own Angelina, say “ Ho t ” 

Don’t bother about Ms extractim 
Although there ’s a charm in good birth, 
But Wealth yields life’s sole satisfaction, 

So find out, dear girl, what he ’s worth ! 
He may be but an oil-striking Yankee, 
Eccentric in manners and dress, 

But, if he has tin worth a “ thankee,” 

My own Angelina, say “ Yes 1 ” 


MISTER JACKYS VADE MECUM FOR THE EASTER HOLIDAYS. 

Question. What is the cMef object you wish to attain during the 
Yacition? 

Answer, To have the best time possible under the most favourable 
conditions. 

Q, Is the comfort of your relations and friends to he taken into 
serious account in attaining this desirable end ? 

A. Certainly not ,* the details to wMoh you refer are unworthy of 
a moment’s consideration. 

Q. Have you any objection to upsetting all the household arrange* 
ments on your arrival ? 

A, Unquestionably no. If a morning performance commences at 
an hour early enough to require luncheon to be discussed at 12*30, 
why the dijeuner d la fourchette (as the French would say) must be 
partaken within half-an-honr of noon. In like manner, if an evening 
representation begins at seven, the dinner-hour must be put back to 
hEuf-past five. 

Q. If these alterations cause any disturbance of your father’s 
habits, how would you deal with the matter? 

A. I would not deal with the matter at all. I would leave all 
purely necessary explanations to my mother. 

Q. During the tune of your vacation will yon approve of any 
dinner-parties ? 

A. I have a rooted objection to snob entertainments when the 
guests are of my parents’ selection. However, I have no objection to 
a few fellows, say, like Smith Major, or Brown Minor, dropping 
in to supper on a Sunday. 

Q. Assuming that the day you mention is your parents’ favourite 
time for peace and quiet, does such an invasion suggest any reflection ? 

A. Ho. If my parents have become slow during my enforced 
absence from home in the search of knowledge, it is time they should 


have the benefit accrning from contact with my revivifying 
characteristics. 

Q. Supposing your father expostulates with you, and advances 
the fact mat you nave received greater advantages than he himself 
enjoyed— for instance, ^at yon have been to Eton— what should you 
rtply ? 

A, Practically nothing. However, in the cause of justice and 
truth, it might be advisable to answer Ms statement of fact that 
“he had never been to Eton” with the reply, “Anyone could see 
that.” 

Q. If he complains that you do not rise until eleven, smoke 
cigarettes in the dining-room before lunch, smash the grand piano 
in the drawing-room, lame Ms favourite coh in the Row, and upset 
all Ms documents in the study, what answer would you make ? 

A. That you were not responsible for the training wMoh he had 
taken under Ms personal control. He must he satisfied with the 
broad result of your hringing-up. 

Q. If he declares his intention of addressing the Superintendent 
of your scholastic career on the matter, what would you do ? 

A. Explain ihat your present position in the school, to which you 
supposed you would have to reluctantly return, was lacking in the 
element of popularity, and that any further move in the direction 
of increased reduction in that element might possibly lead to your 
expulsion. Deprecate personal objection to expulsion, hut suggest 
that such a course might, by preventing your getting employment 
in the Church, Army, or Bar, lead to your being on your parents’ 
hands for life. 

Q. When the time has all hut arrived for your return to school, 
what should yon do ? 

A. Promptly catch the whooping-cough, the influenza, ox 
measles. Yon wiR then afford a sufficient reason for extending 
the length of your vacation indefinitely. 




PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[Apeil 8, 1893. 



A TERRIBLE TURK. 


Lime Spinks. “Ah! oncb I was as Ikkocbkt as a Little Child! What I am jfOF, toitr 

Sex has made mb ! ” 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTJRACTEB FBOM! THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 

Same of Commons, Monday SlyM, March 2L~Tlie Lowther 
Ar^e not iretting on so well as thonght when projected. The 
Ma^r Bnilder been diligently at work, bat result disappointing. 
On Fnday he got ternbly snubbed by Speaker. Comes up to-d^ 
to make i^rsonal explanation. That a bait at which House usually 
mmps ; always ready to be amused, or interested with scandal about 
^ueen Elizabeth and otherpersons. These things usually promised 
by expiration. To-day no Batter of excitement moyed 

crowdea House. Jbmiby, appipaching table with most judicial air, 
receiyed with mocking laughter, and ironical cheers. Some difficulty 
making what he was at. Evidently something to do 
Mawoob; but Squire so inextricably mixed up 
with Supplementary Estimates, couldn’t make out which was which. 
jAMES pounded along in most ponderous stole; Squire con- 
tom^uously replied ; no r© else inclined to join in conyersation, and 
faster Builder gloomily resumed Ms seat. 

“ TW liMn? to ^ aa old friend oast down ; 

KonM warn t bndt in a day, nor the Cave of Adullam excavated in 
I ■ Ton must have patience, and the 

! ^wther^oade w^ still fionnsh. Let me see, whom yon have got ? 
There s Baeil^, Hahbdet, and ToMMr Bowles. Lowe, forming 
his Cave, hadn’t so many to start with.’’ 

Tes,” said the Master Builder, “that’s all very well: hnt 
^w, yon can treekon upon aese fellows as heiny, so to 
^^ades m the Arcade. They are aE on them own 
^bng for their ©to hand ; won’t take the lead from me ; mnst go 
fo^g for themsdves. Hanbuet thinks he can boss a allow better 
®^st«Pwons. Tommt Bowles would 
^ himself, free from the oompanion- 
not wholly lost 

fL t ^1® partors and masters, lack of which is 

the enrse of modern Yonth. I beEeve Tommt re^ieots im, and 


-- -- JNOBLE SELF-SACRIFICE. 

“ The Duke of DEyoNSHiRE has 
N ^ arranged to return from Monte Carlo 
on Saturday,” so said the 
y “in order to address a political meethag 
at Glasgow on April 14th.” His Grace 
^ ^ having torn himself away from delight- 
ed ful Monte Carlo, will then attempt to 
tum^ the tables on the Ijiberales Ola^ 
sionienses. But fancy renouncing snnny 
Monnt Charles — “ 0 Charley Mount is 
a pleasant place,” as sang Miles na 
Coppaleen, who was, by Hie way, miles 
away from Monte Carlo— with its azure 
sky, its deep blue sea, its verdant green- 
cloth table land, its delightful prome- 
nades d pied, and its frisky gambols d la 
roulette, where the sunset and sunrise 
are rouge, and noir is only “ on the 
cards.” Fancy renouncing these gay 
southern delights to live a laborious 
day in dry, hard, northern Glasgow! 
“0 swallow, swallow, flying flying 
South,” how would you like to be 
checked in your holiday-maJdng airy 
career in order to be brought hack to 
the cold and crnel North ? Such a self- 
sacrifice as tMs is indeed memorable. 

LOVE BY THE SEA. WHO) E.E. BY E. 

“ We do not speak as we pass by I ” 
But tears down trickle from our eye I 

Alas I Our love remains untold 

For each has got a thundering cold ! 


BOOKS THAT OUGHT TO APPEAR. 

1 Banish the Street Organs / By the 
Author of I Forbid the Banns ! 

A Boy's Present (Birthday Book.) 
By the Author of A Girl's Fast 
No. 1 of The Domestic Lyre, as a 
Companion to The Family Storyteller ^ 

- _ _ ^ Tet they Look so Ineocent I— In the 

. What I am now, tour Languageof Flowersjwhatspeciesshonld 
always express untruths ?— Li-lies. 


only for the evil communications to wMch he is subject on the 
^oade^’ * work loyally with me in establishing the 

There was unwonted moisture in the Master Builder’s eye as 
he turned ropd, r«garded the Member for King’s Lynn what 
time he softly whistled to himself the old Jacobite air, Tommt/ 
make Boom for your Uncle 'I ^ 

Business done* Yote of Censure moved by Prince Arthur: 
Government majority runs up on division to 47; Ministerialists 
fr^hfrom meeti^ atForeign Office, agree that, on whole, have spent 
^ spasmodicallv dull. Prince Arthur could 

not litt it out of the rut, nor Graedolph either. Onlv Mr. G. 


onThursdav uuAHAttjru, jxuu jciouse musi neeas sit 

Tuesday.— M t, G. Iwked in in time to say a few words in reply to 
rrmce Arthur s mq^ies as to business arrangements. Later he 
wime b^k, and delivered excellent speech; brief, and direct to 
Mouse been talking aD morning round Vote on Account. 
^CFARLANE douc Eule-of-thres sum, to show how twelve hundred 
Clays are lost every week by necessity imposed upon Members of 
coming down two hours in advance to take their seats. iSome dispo- 

^ argue question whether th^e 
ooMd be twelve himdred days in any week, even in Leap-Year. 

^ li^CFARLAEE, and the sceptics, gazing i 

re^ctfuUj at Ms flowing beard, withdrew from controversy. 

House divided on Motion hr- T.^aTr f.n 


j* ‘j j ttxwjxuaow ajtuiu uoiiLroversy. 

JIOMO divided onMotion by Leoh to reduce Foreim Offloe Vote, 
MiEisteml ■:^Jonty run up at a jump to 225. Time by West- 

v®^^’ ® ^2 k minutes, sitting ■wiU he sus- 
pended, Vote nmst he through Committee to-day; Tommt Bcwles 
made a speech for a quarter of an hour) on his feet; 

hand; would eertainly oblige to extent 
?,? also laa » few remarks to 

offer, larobable Imgth of Channel TnnneL Mr. G. iiiteTrny .B, 





EASTER AT THE ZOO. 
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, , , jj j . ja. uranu. \-fxu iKLau., iiiu.cc;u. ; Baau 

“Mr. ne said, addressi^ — Peince Arthur, talking over these 

Coalman, I claim to have tne ^ things to-night, when he should have 

qn^onnowpat. ^ been listening to Tommt Bowles, who 

Binging cheers went up Mini^ ^ iCf f " v \ v m having at the morning sitting had his 

Tommy resumed his ^at ; X jr y fty k^Jb speech on Yote on Account closured, 

arnefully glanoed at notes. The^ble^ j delivered another at evening sitting 

\ V v-/C\ U tr Qs^L^/WSBrn. ^he question of the Depreciation of 

TOOof that Mr. G. had \ X. V ^ ,^A Silver as it affects domestic architec- 

foe. MeaawMeCn^remved^vhat s rio^ffsHon. “ BrSught your supper 

more,.^ed ouivifflou you?” I asked, Eghtly toueL^ 

majonty of wer a .jinTf- li ''W of ff*® exerescences that felt like 

^ an imperialpmtofginger-heer (White 

Wight’s ^t.^a longer 1880). “You seemhurstingwithbroiled 

E^hoEdaythan hehasallottefto ^oa®®- All no use. No more all-night 

hWf andM. Older he gets, the sitting <Aw side of Easter.” 

younger he seems. His work to-day v 4 ^ff tn^tV 

Aonld make the eight-hours’ man \\Mg CiiNE. Fact is, I mp^ off to the 

blSL At bay in fiowning Street iW and these protuberances you 

since twelye o’clock with two hostile ‘<y / ”? 

deputations. Came from Ulster and grams. AU labeUed. you see,” he said 

ttie City, resolyed to beard Home-Eule ' — ^ out cylinders from several 

TlirtTt AIotia Via TOPf ihpm • . , - ^ c* i. pockcts. ‘ Here are a f GW remarks on 

Portrait of a Hember of Parliament exammmg the Signatures Registration: that’s my Local- Veto 
(Hie down, the other come on ; ncMnter- ^ petition against the Loeal-Teto Bill, to see if they are genuine Sf“.X. a" j ’t-e-I L on entfrelv new 
vd ; picked men ^m Ulster. „<,t. (riifo^rtof the Proceedings in the Commons, Maroh28, H 

Selected Captamsfrom the City, surged -vrluch suagests that they are obtained in Pablio Houses.) view ot the nome-Hule quesnon. ll 

around table at which he sat Hardly ^ J" [ ] ^ ' yon like to come over to my honw at 

left him time to reply. Haying politely oondneted Ulster to door, Clapham— close by. yon know, busses every ten minutes— you shall 
enter the City Fathers, fresh and eagerforfray. Told him over again have a night’s thorough enjoyment. Leave yon in the rwm by your- 
itt varied phiuse how he was bringing country to verge of ruiu; Bst- self with tha phonograph. Pop in one of these cylinuCTs; set the 
ened with perfect courtesy, as if they ’d been discussing someone else phonograph whizzmg; and youll hear me on Local Yeto. Take 
—say, his next-door neighbour, SauiREofMALWOOi) and Junior Lord out cylinder, put in another, and you’ll know more about Home 
of Downing Street. Up again when last in list of City speakers had Rule iu five minutes than you ever dreamt. Can only let you have 
ecmoluded. Almost persuaded John Lubbock to he a Home-Ruler ; them for to-night. To-morrow they go down to Yorkshire, and thro* 
then down to House, dealing with mass of correspondence littering Easttr Recess I shall he delivering, at various places, six speeches 
his table in room behind Speaker's chair; alert on sound of 




“ A Grand Old Man, indeed ! ** said I 
Prince Arthur, talking over these I 
things to-night, when he should have I 
been listening to Tommy Bowles, who i 
having at the morning sitting had his 
speech on Yote on Account closured, 
delivered another at evening sitting 
on the question of the Depreciation of 
Silver as it affects domestic architec- 
ture in China and Peru. 

Business done . — ^Yote on Account 
through Committee. 

^ Thursday, — Caine going about 
House this afternoon, his slim figure 
bulging out at the pockets in myste- 
rious fashion, “ Brought your supper 
with you ? ** I asked, fightly touching 
one of the excrescences that felt like 
an imperial piut of ginger-heer (White 
1880 ). “You seem bursting with broiled 
hones. All no use. Ho more all-night 
sittings this side of Easter.” 

“Ho, my hog, you’re wrong,” said 
Caine. “ Pact is, I ’m going off to the | 
country, and these protuberances you I 
observe about my person are phono- i 
grams. All labelled, you see,” be said, 
taking out cylinders from several 










THE HEW “EOUBTH PARTY.’ 
T. G. B-wl-s. Right Hon. J-m-s L-wth-r. G. C. B-rtl-v 


R. W. H-nb-ry. 


r AERATE sxz£mao^/f; cons ms i^son and declaims brief formula home and go to bed.” In truth, a little depressed. Here’s a nice 
m deep noil voice ^at len^ touch of el^uence to its imadomed, prospect for the holidays ! Bad enough to have Members working 
^morsdess demanm All thi^ too, follov^g on a day like y ester- off at public meetings speeches that had been closured in Commons. 

Steeet; drew But if every man is, dming the reoess, to multiply himself by; 
i w^hty ; follow^, after ^sty di^er, by a speech phonography, the last state of this country will be worse than the first. , 

i ^ ^ question, which Granimvlph Business ^fone.-Adjoumed for Easter Holidays. Just escaped; 

1 1:^% tamed, entranmng” sitting over Good Fridly. Back next Thursdg^y. - J 



PERILOUS POSITION OF A GALLANT OFFICER OF VOLUNTEERS, 

On a receTit March^ who (ever thoughtful for the comfort of his hired Chotrger) chooses the cooling waters of the Fori in ^preference to the Bridge, 

‘'Hbkb 1 Hi I Hbm*, Somebody 1 Hold ok I I mbak Halt I He won’t comb oirr, and he wants to Lie 

Down, and I believe he’s going to Reae!” 


POLITICAL MEETINGS. 


A CEOWDED, gas-lit, stuffy hall, 

A prosy soeaker, such a duffer, 

A mob that loves to stamp aud bawl, 
Noise, suffocation— how I suffer ! 

What is he sayinp: ? “ Mr. G-. 

Attacks the British Constitution, 
It therefore— er—er— falls to me 
To move the first— ei^resolution: 


Enough I 0 frantic fools who rave 
And call it “Temperance ” 1 This body 
Would drive me to an early grave ; 

I ’ll hurry home and get some toddy. 


ADVICE TO A YOUNG PARTY SCRIBE. 


“That— ei^the Shrimjiington-on-Sea 
United Primrose Habitations 
Pronounce (‘JTaar, hear !^) these Bills 
to be 

Iniquitous (cheers) innovations,” 

I ’ll bear this Keat and noise no more ; 

My constitution would be weaker. 

I hurry out, and find, next door. 

Another meeting and its speaker; 

Another crowded, stuffy hall, 

A frantic shouter, greater duffer, 

A mob more prone to stamp and bawl. 
Noise, suffocation still I suffer. 

What is he saying ? ‘ ‘ Mr. Or . , 

Despite drink’s cursed coalition. 

Dooms publicans (groans), as should be, 
On e^h, as elsewhere, to perdition I 

“ I move, the Shrirnpington-on-Sea 
United Bands of Hope, with pleasure. 
Pronounce the Teto Bill to be 
A great (cheers), good (shouts), just 
(roars) measure.” 


Ton may, an it please you, be dull, 

(For Britons deem dtdness “respectable ”); 
Stale flowers of speech you may cull, 

With meanings now scarcely detectable ; 
You may walldw in saturnine spite, 

Ton may flounder in flatulent flummery ; 
Be sombre as poet Young’s “ Night, 


And dry as a News^per “ Summary” ; 
s rude as a yowling Yahoo, 


As raiteful as Squeers was to Smike, 

(You may often trace Squeers in a “ leader.”) 
Impute all the "^eness you can. 

Poison truth with snake-venom of fable, 

Be fair— as is woman to man. 

And kindly— as Cain was to Abel. - 
Suggest what is false in a sneer. 

Suppress what is true by confusing; 

Be sour, stale, and flat as small-beer. 

But donH be amusing I 

Party zealots will pardon your spite. 

If against their opponents it sputters, 

The way a (word) foeman to fight, 

Is to misrepresent all he utters. 

That does not need wisdom or wit. 


As mde as a yowling Yahoo, 

As chiU as a volume of Chetty ; 
But oh, Sir, whatever you do. 

You must not he witiy I 


(Ye poor party-scribes, what a blessing I) 
No clean knightly sword, but a spit 
Is the weapon for mangling and messing ; 
Wield that, like a cndgel-axmed rough 
Blent with ruthless bravo,— such are nume- 
Lie, slander, spout pitiful stuff, [rous ! — 

But— beware of the humorous 1 


Plod on through the sand-wastes of Fact, 
Long level of gritty aridity ; 

With pompons conceit make a pact, 

Be ^ndsman to bald insipidity ; 

Be slab as a black Irish bog, 

Slow, somnolent, stupid, and stodgy ; 
Plunge into sophistical fog, 

And the realms of the aumpishly dodgy. 
With tramp elephantine and slow. 

Tread on through word-swamps, dank and 
But no, most decidedly W, [darkling ; 

Yon mxLst not he sparkling I 


For if you should fall into fun, 

You might lapse into manly good-nature, 
And then— well, your course would be run 1 
No,— study np spleen’s nomenclature; 
Leam all the mad logic of hate. 

And then, though your style be like skiily, 
Tour sense frothy Styx in full spate. 


And your maxims portentously silly ; 
ou will find party scope for your pen, 


Be just as unjust as you like, 

A conscienceless, ’cute special-pleader ; 


You will find party scope for your pen, 
Coin meanness and malice to money ; 
But sour dulness must keep to his den. 
And never he funny, 
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TSE rox AOT) TKE GUHTEA-PIGS. 

[A Finaneial FabU,) 

There are dozens of Companies now existing 
with the Duke of Pupfbaxl, Sir Bonus Baee- 
ACSBS, Bart», Major Guinea Pig, M.P., and 
the like, figiiring upon the Board of Directors. 
A short, hut drastic Act, making all such figure- 
heads directly responsible, would go far to prevent 
similar occurrences, and to abolish a delusive, if 
not a fraudulent system.” — Serheri T. 

Letter to the Tiwtfs.] 

SmJBT Mr. Fox, wliose hrain no conscience 
troubles. 

Floated a Company— for blowing bubbles ! 

** Bubbles?” the duller creatures cried in 
chorus, 

“ Are you not coining nursery nonsense 
o*er us ? 

What is the tise of bubbles— save to boys ? ” 
“Husb!” cried ’cute Reynard. “Do not 
make a noise 1 

Bubbles — if bright— axe cunning’s best 
decoys. 

Bubbles are only wind plus soap and water ; 
But well-stirred suds, and well-blown 
datulence, 

In this fool world, have influence immense, 
And draw unthinking dupes from every 
quarter. 

Eloquence is but Wind, yet flowery trope 

Is Humbug’s favourite lure ; 

And what is Diplomatic SkOl but soap ? 

Trust me ! Success is sure ! 

Bubbles are bright,, bewitch the mob, 
float far, 

And cost the blower little. 

The watery sphere looks like a world, a star, 
And when it bursts, being exceeding brittle, 
Where it explodes (as at the rainbows foot) 
There ’s hidden treasure— for the clever brute 
Who knows that gulls are the great wealth- 
bestowers, 

Bubblesmean solid bullion— for the blowers! ” 


The shrewder animals applauded. Lupus 
Cried, “ We are with you, so you do not dupe 
us!” 

TJrsus and Taurus also, Bull and Bear, 

Were eager in the game to take a share. 

Said Yulpus to the assembled quadrupeds, 

“ Company Boards, like ships, need figure- 


Wooden but ornamental I Eh ? You twig ? 
Sweet are the uses of— the Guinea Pig I 
Dull, but respectable and decorative. 

That tribe, to whom credulity is native. 

They ’ll sit around our Board in solemn row, 
And never, never * want to know, you know,’ 
Beyond convenient limits. Their proud 
presence 

Will All our flock with faith ; their acqui- 
escence, 

So readily secured by liberal fees. 

Will make the mob accept our schemes with 
ease. 

Behold them I They will give us little trouble 
By wanting— well, to analyse the Bubble ; 

So they get something for themselves more 
solid, 

. They ’ll sit serene and stolid 
In titled sloth and coronetted slumber. 

I can secure them, friends, in any number ; 
For Guinea Pigs are numerous and proliflc 
And as decoys their influence is miriflc. 

So whilst we work our Bubble-blowing rigs, 
Hurrah, for Guinea Pigs I 
They ’ll take our fees, assent to oar sugges 
tions, 

And ask no awkward questions.” 

Mobal. 

The rank ’s the guinea’s stamp, says Scotland’s 
Rob, 

But if you want to bubble, juggle, job, 
You’ll find, with Yulpus, the Promoter big, 
Rank is the stamp of the true Guinea Pig I 



It lanes over to the 


THE NEW CHIWNEY. 

Mike, “ Faith, Tin, te haven’t got ut Stheaight at all ! 

Roight I ” _ 

Tim, “Oh, te’re weong. It’s Plumb ex-hact1 It’s myself that Plumbed ut 

MOSHT CAEEFUL. InDADB, IF UT HAS A FAULT, IT LANES OVER AN IkOH OE TEW TO THE 

Left, when ye look at ut from Behoind 1 1 ” 


THE POOE MAN AND HIS BEEE. 

[Mr. Chambeelain, at Birmingham, said, “We 
know that the GovemineEt propose to deprive the 
working classes of their beer.” Shams I ” and a 
Voice, “ They don't ] 

“.Rob the poor Workman of his glass of 
beer 11!?’ , 

And can that clap-trap, then, still raise a 
cheer ? 

The British Workman has a thir^ throat, 
The British Workman also has a Yote, 

One will protect the other— if it cares to. 

But he ’d close, by vote, tbe shops such 
snares to 

His tipple-tempted and intemperate throttle 
He robs hvmse^ of access to the bottle, — 

If robbery it ’s called— ’tis not another, 

(Who is a swell, with cellars) his poor brother 
Deprives of tnat long-hackneyed, much- 
mouthed “ glass.” ^ 

The British Workman is not quite an ass, 
And where he wants to whet (with beer) bis 
throat, 

Where are you like to get your two-thirds 
Yote? . . [Yeto, 

Whether there’s wisdom in this vaunted 
Is quite another question sense must see to. 
And general justice judge. But those who 
cheer 

The stale old fudge about the Poor Man s 
Beer, 


Should learn it is a dodge of vested pelf, 

And, rich or poor, a man can’t roh hiins^. 

It is the poor who suffer from temptation, 

And. driii’s detestable adulteration. 

That crying ill which no one dares to tackle I 
Whilst Witlers howl, and Water-zealots 
cackle. ^ 

The poor are x>oisoned, not hy honest dri^. 
But lethal stuff that might scour out a sink. 
The Poor Man’s Beer, quotha I Who ’R keep 
it pure f 

Hot rich monopolists, nor prigs demure, 

Those shriek for freedom, these for pro- 
hibition. [condition!” 

“Yend the drugged stuff safis scrutiny or 
Cries Yested Interest. “Close, by law or 
Yote, 

The Witler’s tavern and the Workmans 
throat ! ” 

Shouts the fanatic. Which, then, fad or 
pelf, 

Cares really, solely, for the Poor Man’s self ? 
Hay ; the Monopolist fights for his money, 
The Monomaniac for his craze. How funny 
To hear one shout for freedom, t’other cheer 
The poisoner’s cant about the Poor Man’s 
Beer ! 

Why is it evident that Mr. Abthuh Bal- 
four didn’t know much of Ireland until last 
Monday week, April 3 ? Because ’twas then 
he went to Lame. 
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OTJR BOOKING-OPFIGE Passim Pasha, tie accredited representative nmm 

Book-Worms. QUESTIONS AND ANSWERS FOR A 

Those who like “Just a tale by twi- CRIMINAL GOLLECF 

giat, l^twj^n the years 1871 and 1876, “the light. When the lights are low And the . tiULLtUt. 

Egyptian Unestion” turned upon the extra- gfittering shadows Softly come and go ” will Vseai the Prison University, Elmira. 

j the financial do well to expend the comparatively small Question. What is a crime ? 

thereuTOn. sum of one shiUing, wMch, in certain ready- Answer. A discovered breach of the law. 

^Bders of the Jtecolleeiumfof an Egyptian money quarters, is reduced to tenpence, or Q. And a virtue? 

^ow better, j ^en ninepence, on Ch^im Tales, written by .4. Its antithesis— the same thing nnsus- 

The jEOTtaan an^feon of that epoch E. 17esbit, of wHch “The Ebony Frame” pected. ^ 

w^ whether the English Governess of the (which should have been called “ The Speak- Q. What should be the chief occunatioti 

KMive’s^ughter should get her misWs ing Likeness, “ The Mystery of the & acriminal? ^ cniet occupation of 

.t f ^ » Defaiohed,” “ l^e-size, m Marble," and ‘‘A A. A. aerions study of the law wh i 

best rooms in any pai^ or v successful eva- 

hotel ^e might chance to be . . *'. \ A \ , \ J ^ ^ 1 'l O T« i 4 ? xi. 

located in ; and whether she y-. x i \ \ I 'Al ' v V \ ^ C V ‘ J 

should have her meals served // . rich and a law for the poor ? 

^ the time and in the fashion .. r K but a 

she had been accustomed to , , ^2 |, iCM' ' w mere than 

in the family mansion at I A I i ^ WBih : ".4? a I W A - ^ ** ^5*i®fless Coun- 

Clapton or ^ Camberwell. , WMl % -i? Ijl ^professional sus- 

Many stirring passages in ||'.i >“} ; I '“r | -^'i!!!l/ if ’7 x 

toe book deal with these and / ‘ ' 4 *f iiluliio 'i 'j /'^'- v'/i'i : i’ ' y \l 11*1 / Q* What is now generally 


S te matters. None de- 
my Baronite more 
toan one in which a driver 
named Hassah figures. 
Hassah, ordered for eight 
o’clock, sometimes came at 
nine. Occasionally at six. 
“ He asked for ‘ backseesh,’ 
which,” Mias Chekhells 
wntes. “I did not conmder 
myself bound to give, as he 
never did anything for me.” 
On two occasions, her heart 
wamnn^, she coyly pressed 
a florin into his hand, with 
dire results. “ He was,” she 
records, “ much worse after 
it” (the florin, which he 
seems to have taken neat), 
“and would, when driving, 
stoop down, and look through 
the front window of toe 
brougham, shouting * Baek- 
seesh I * ” However, Miss 
Chenhilis got even with 
Hassam. She followed her 
■osual^ course when things 
went ill. ^ She complained to 
W pupil, toe Princess, 
Next morning, when the 
3ui5uspecting HAssAir drove 
into toe court-yard, “he was 
told by toe Eunuchs to des- 
^nd from the box, was con- 
ducted to an inner receptacle, 
and,” Miss Chekhelis 
gnmly adds, “then and 
toere bastinadoed.” Inci- 
dentally, in connection with 
toe English Governess’s 
struggle for supremacy in 
toe City of the Pnarac^, we I 
get pictures of life in toe 


, ■ 


'il’i jiV^ 

tL't '■ 4 ■' 'I ^ ■' ' 


t ; 


it rj 







— ^ ic^ 1 





,ll u. 


— view to its successful eva- 
sion. 

^ Q. Is there a law for toe 
rich and a law for the poor ? 

A. Certainly not ; but a 
well-feed Q,.C. is mere toan 
a match for a briefless Coun- 
sel whose professional sus- 
tenance is “soup.” 

Q. What is now generally 
considered to be the highest 
line of crime ? 

^ A, The malpractice that 
IS frequently inseparable 
from holding of important 
positions on the Boards of 
bogus public Companies. 

Q. what is necessary to 
secure a livelihood out of 
burglary? 

A. A clear head, a know- 
ledge of chemistry and kin- 
dred subjects, and a fair 
amount of capital. 

Q. ’Why is ready money 
necessary ? 

A Because toe calling of 
a burglar nowadays is at- 
tended by various compul- 
sory expenses, A success- 
ful burglar sbould be able 
to purchase^ skeleton - keys 
and “jemmies” of the most 
exquisite and delicate qual- 
ity. Moreover, he shomd be 
able to entertain largely, 
and to keep a yacht. 

Q. Is swindling ever 
known to be legal ? 

A. Scarcely ; still it can 
often be practised with im- 
punity on toe Stock Exchange 
and the Turf, 

Q. Is petty larceny lawful ? 
A. Only when practised on 
the belongings of your wife, 
and even in this case it is 
well to keep her in ignorance 
of the provisions of the 
Married Woman’s Property 
Act. 

Q. What are the advan- 
tages of a sojourn in the 
newly organised Ebnira 


toere bastinadoed.’’ Inei- THE PENALTY OF FAMF well to keep her in ignorance 

dentally, in connection wito i -77 • ^ r/\IVit. of provisions of the 

English Goyemess’s -Soy sWZ wee). Married Woman’s Property 

supremacy in Fightin— with— the Sev’hth— Roval Fu-silipps— 

Phaiuc^, we The famous Fu-siliees — What are the advan- 

get pictures of life in toe The pightin’ Fu-siliees *” &o.. &c tages of a sojourn in the 

Harem, and rfimpses of toe IrrUdble War-Office Clerk. “Coh-fouitd tbp «?T 7 vii.vr»mT in- . ^®wly organised Ebnira 

kvito magnificence of toe 1 m sick of ’em 1 Blest if I don^t pack Fusiliers ! establishment ? 

Khedieval Court, wito its Islands!" to the Channel a. Au inmate is taught a 

rench ^broidery on — so. trade, or even a profession. 

5 niastem ro^s. It was with toe object of Mass for toe Beat? ” at*® fha i x i And now, in con- 

^wnbing these scen^, viewed from a rare mentioned beiSr toe ^v^ne^h^ considering that a breach of the 

the story was written, all otherwise ^poselesf tales^tonnbfpnS® ^ necessary to secure admission to the 

SS2;StoS?4lKta“"“‘ 

dav^ peering weirdness, is calculated to *’ ^ ===== 

gtog^angnly at the hapless Eunuchs, Tm ?®T.School Board for toe Henley-in-Arden 

who, gmng toem mo^g rounds, visit her ™ Baron de Book-Worms, ^jstnet, a Mr. H. Bacchus has been elected, 

regpdless of toe twine with which, ^ay Bacchus (and the classic “ fat venison”) 

^ 'virgin dumbers, Mem. for the Next Fpssmir never be abs^t from this Board ! Probably, 

^uhaA sedt^udy fastened toe lockless Wnristoe i Bacchus is a strong supporter of 

dotg. Alfayrtha: a ddightM book, says ^aife (fAofe ?-Beoa^he’7ro mnl’lh^^ Moywiew^ if iwt.hims^flf 
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LETTERS TO ABSTRACTIONS. 

TCn YVTTT rpA viiT TfTtv i froDi the dimness of some of my earliest theatrical experiences, 

JNO. present moment,, I foHowed Mm on his career, simn- 

SiR,— Hitherto, I seem to have been submitting to you examples | latin? joint merriment, bearing one of many banners, carrying a pike 
that cannot properly he described as failures. TMs was not my pur- or a halberd in an army similarly armed, conspiring in a mantle, 
X)03e. I wished rather to describe one or two characters whose ruin, draining a brimming goblet, but never— at least witmn my reoollec- 
to a greater or smaller degree, you have compassed by your induenee. tion— taking a part of an^ individuality, or one that gave Mm a chance 
Bnt some sprite seemed to take possession of mjr ; my efiorts were of singing or speaking a single line by himself. He had been one of the 
unsuccessful, and I was led away from original purpose. Per- ruck when I had first seen him, and now, after at least twenty years, 
haps that is one of the penalties of addressing you. We shall see ! the ruck still claimed him for its own. I remember I had woven a 
In any case let me proceed with my task as best I may. sort of romance about Mm. There, I h^ thought mjs^lf, is a man 

It happened to me onee—the date is immaterial— that after a con- who, no doubt, began Ms stage career with Mgh aspirations, and noble 
siderable absence, I returned to London. You know, perhaps, how ambitions. It cannot have ^n Ms aim to figure for ever merely as 
it fares with those who, for any length of time, become exiles from one of a crowd. And I had pictured Mm gradually losingj hope, and 
their native land. All the institutions, the small no less than the wearing bis heart out in the bitterness of deferred ambition as he 
grea>t, that go to make up our varied social life at home, become walked gloomily through life, with the stamp of failure on Ms brow, 
glorified as it were, and loom larger through the mist of absence. The picture was a pathetic one, you must admit, worthy to take its 
They become part and parcel of a travellers patriotism, even if in place on the line with the well-known fancy sketch of the Clown 
his home-life he took no part in them. I was due to return at the who, after maMng the masses split their sides, goes home to a 
end of May, in time for the Derby-day. I ^ private life of penury and despak. 


^ that had puzzled me that day at Epsom. In a fiarii I remembered 
1 iiim and ail the scenes in wMch he had played a humble part. Far 

J? £ jC J.T 1 


end of May, in time for the Derby-day. I 
am not a racing-man. I had never seen the 
Derby run, cMefly, I fancy, because I had 
never had any desire to see it. But I re- 
member that amongst my brother-exiles, I 
was being eternally congratulated on the 
good luck that took me home in time for 
this great national event. “What, yon 
are going to he back by the end of May,’’ 
one of them would say; “why you’ll he 
able to go to the Derby ? ” So that in time, 
I came to accept tMs possibility as a speci- 
ally enviable feature of my home-coming. 
From that, to making up my mind to go to 
the Derby was but a step, I took it, and 
on the great day I made one of the mighty 
crowd on Epsom Downs. I don’t remember 
much about the race. I met many friends 
who asked me, as is common in such cases, 
if I was back already ; a question to wMch 
it seems difficult to find a suitable reply, if 
one’s bodily presence is not to be accepted 
as a sufficient evidence of the fact. Many 
others volunteered to put me on to various 
absolute certainties, and one man chilled 
my newly-born racing-patriotism by ob- 
serving, that be would as soon have thought 
of seeing Feed Archer at a meeting of the 
British Association. 

I don’t mean to describe the scene on the 
Downs. One crowd is much like another ; 
and, when you have said someti^g of the 
proverbial good-nature of a British crowd, 
you have done all that can be justly required 
of you, after seeing a hunted wretch all 
but torn in pieces by a mob of blackguards 
worse than himself. However, J think I 
enjoyed myself well enough. Others en- 
joyed themselves more, and amongst these 
was a party of roystering, jovial fellows, 
who ate a hearty luncheon, and drank much 
champagne, on the top of a Mred drag. 


' '' 





Well, tiiat <&.y I had seen a piece of my 
friend’s private life at Epsom. Nothing 
could have been farther removed from 
misery. A light-hearted gaiety reigned in 
his face and ruled Ms every gestoe. His 
companions seemed to bow to Mm, as to 
their leading humorist and mirth-maker. I 
was stimulated by the collap^ of my elabo- 
rate illusion to inake inquiries about him. 
I found that he had been bom almost on 
the sta|re, and had taken mrt in stage-life 
from Ms earliest years. He never had any 
ambition : so long as he could be on the 
stage, and take in its life, Ms desires 
were satisfied. He lived an absolutely con- 
tented life, smoked infamous tobacco out 
of clay-pipes, and was in^ Mgh repute 
amongst Jus intimates as a singer of jovial 
songs, and a teller of brisk theatrical-anec- 
dotes. There was not a spark of envy in Ms 
nature. He honoured the great actors, and 
was always ready to do all he could to 
smooth the path of any nervous youngster 
with excellent advice and cheerful help. 
He is still acting. Anybody who wishes 
can see Mm on any night, helping to ^11 
forth the chorus of a song of Mexican 
warriors in the great spectaexdar drama of 
Montezuma, There is no more perfectly- 
satisfied being in existence. On that I am 
prepared to stake my life. Let tMs tale 
then be a warning to those who are over- 
hasty to construct romances of pathetic 
contrast on an insufficient foundation. Oim 
hugs such stories to one’s heart, ^d it is 
something of a wrench to have to give them 
up in the light of a fuller knowledge- 
And here I am, having all hut reached 
the limits of my appointed space, without 
apparently having gone one step nearer to 
the fulfilment of the task on wMch I set 


One of them particularly attracted my attention. Somewhere, I knew, lout. I can only ask you to take the will for the deed in the mean- 
I had seen that curious, clean-shaved, bull-frog face before. It was | time. And after all, if tMs unambitious actor had only been what 
nerfectlv familiar to me, but, for the life of me, I couldn’t recall the [ I imagined Mm to be, I could not have produced an apter example. 


an impression of the unexpected in the spectacle I had witnessed. | 
lu the evening I went to the “ Frivolity,” to see the latest rays THE TOIVEEiSAL VENT. 

of the lamp of burlesque. That scene, at any rate, was fam^ar. ,p TTaruttu Vanitv Vetiositu VirvXenee mi Venom.'] 

There, in & their spotless panoply of expresaonless face, and irre- Vamtfy,Vm^y, yertH^, yzrM^, am yenom.) 

proaciable shirt-front, sat the golden lads of the Metropolis m If you ’ve heen bnmmg the midnight taper, 

their rows, images of bored stupidity, stifay cased in black and ^d of new pohmes deem yourself shapar ; 

white. There too, were to be seen me snowy shoulders and the If at the wond you re a green-gosling gaper, ^ 

sparkling jewels of the ladies both of the smart and of the Mgher Or of old Junius^ j uvenile aj)er ; 

half world, with here and there an extensive dowager to add gumptions Scotch Duke, or mate Insh Draper, 

weight and decorum to the throng. The curtain drew up on one Crammed with conceit, which must publicly caper ; 

of the usual scenes of rejoicing. Shapely ladies, in tights, chorused old woman, or mvolous ja^r ; 

their delight at the approaching nuptials of a great lord’s daughter. or termagant, Tadpole or Taper, 

Then the contented peasantry of the surrounding district stepped To blow off your steam, or vour g^, or your vapour, 

forward to swell the joyful strains, and to be regaled with drax^ts There’s one fool-loved fashion tis write to the paper 

of sparkling emptiness from the inexhaustible beaker wielded by ^ — — — — 

^the landlord of the neighbouring inn. And there, under the broad ^ “ I l3i in a sMte of suswiise,’^d a Clergyman. I am sorry to 
;hat of one of these rejoicing peasants, I recognised the bull-frog face hear it,” replied Ms fnend. * Why are younuspended r 
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PROPER PRIDE. 

^ that thb Oohhtbss op Mohair that jitst wmr by? I thought you told mb she was a pribnd op tours 1 ” 

‘ Oh, wr meet oooasiohally, and all that,— but I ’tb really been obliged to drop Lady Mohair, I 'm sorry to 
SAY I ^ JBe, “Dear ME,— really 1 What por!” 

She^ “Oh, well, — she always deliberately turns her Bach on me when I try to Speak to her, and looks another 
WAY WHEN I Bow, or else coolly stares mb in the Pace and takes no notice whatever, — so now I make a point op 
CuTTim HER Dead / ” * , 


A PHiGEIM^S PEOGRESS, 

(Mra^pnenis qf a JHscomUt delvoered wnder iht simUxtudA of a Dreamy 
l>wt of symholic and jpv/rely secfudar oigndjicance,) 

* * * ♦ , ♦ ♦ 

the end of this Valley of Obstrnotion was anoflieT, called 
the y^alley of the Shadow of Disanion ; and the f^giixn must needs 
go through it, hecanae the way to the Plain of Progress and the 
Ptoade of Passage lay throngh the midst of it. 

Now Ihis VaBey is a very perilous place,— a place where none care 
to awell, and which few attain to pass throngh. And here the Pilgrim 
worse put to it than in his previous encounter with the ApSyon 
of Obstruction. 

Isawtien in my dream timt Tflien ae Klgrim was got to ae 
oorders of the Shadow of Disunion, there met him certain men, 
afmetoe his f^ow-travellers, making haste to go back ; to whom 
the ragnm spake as follows: — 

I^Ugrim* Whither are you going ? 

Backi^ain!, And we would have you do so too, if either 
peace, or honour is prized by you. 

JBUgrim. Why, what *s the matter ? 

J^en. Matt^ r We were gomg that way as you are going, and 
WM^as far as we durst; and indeed we were almost past coming 

Pilgrim, But what have you met with ? 

Men. Why, we w^e almost in the Valley of the Shadow of Dis- 
umon, where abide Disnmtion, Dishonour, and Disaster, but that, 
by go^ hap, keeping a Bright look-out, we looked before us, and 
saw ^e danger ere we came to it. 

Pilgrim. But what have you seen ? 

Seen ? Why &e taUey itself, vHoh is as dark as pitch : 

Ae hohgoUins, bogies, md dragons of the pS ; we 
^heardmthatT^alley a omunnal howhng and ydling, as of a 
^ffpe und^ unutterable misery, who there sat bound in affliction 


and chains ; md over that Valley hang the discouraging clouds of 
Confusion; Discord, also, doth always spread its wings over it. In 
a word, it lb every whit dreadful, being utterly without Law and 
Order. 

Pilmm. Nevertheless I perceive not yet, by what you have said, 
hut that this is my way to the desired haven. 


Men. Be it thy way— we w^ not choose it for ours I 
So they partedj and the Pilgrim went on his way, hut still w 
his sword drawn in his hand, for fear lest he should be assaulted. 


Uoe, a p^ce where n^e care I saw then in my dream, as far as this Valley reached, there was 
hrongh. Andhere the Pilgrim on the right hand a very deep ditch, that, to wit, dismdly known to 
s encounter with the ApoUyon some ^ the Last Ditch, whereinto the blind have oftentimes urged 
. X 1 . T blind, even threateniag therein to plunge and perish, rather t.hun 

L toe rlignm was got to the acknowledge certain things which subsequently they nevertheless 
toere met him <^rtam men, proceeded pretty peaceably to accept. Again, behold, on the left 
g naste to go back ; to whom hand, there was a very dangerous quag or bog, into which if even a 

or grand, man falls, he finds no bottom for his foot to stand on. 

. , X -j! -xi. pathway was here also exceedingly narrow, and therefore the 

nave you do so too, if either Pilgrim w^ the more put to it ; for when he sought, iu the dark, to 

shun the ditch on the one hand, he was ready to tip over into the bog 
j the other ; also, when he ^ught to escape the bog, without great 
It way as you are gomg, ^d carefulness, he would be ready to fall into the ditch. Thus he 
we were almost past coming went on, and I heard him sigh bitterly, for, besides the dangers 
xt, p mentioned above, the pathway was here so dark that of ttimes, Tmen 

..e 4.1. ai. j jt Tk- Mted up his foot to go forward, he knew not where or upon what 
Y alley of the Shadow of Dis- he should set it next. 

ttonx, and Bisa^r, but that, “Now,” thought the Pilgrim, “what shall I do?” And ever and 
-out, we looked before us, and anon the fiame and^ smoke would come out in such abundance, 

^th ^ i^arks and hideous noises (things that oared not for the 
\e 1. • j f sword) that he was forced to put up his blade, and betake 

11, IS as ^rk as pitch ; himself to another weapon called Tactics. Thus he went on a good 
3 S, and drains ^,the pit; we while, yet still the fiomes would be reaching towards bim • also, he 
^ V as ^ a hoard doleful voices, and rushings to and Lro, iSo that sometimes he 

0 toere sat bound m affliction thought he should be tom in pieces, or trodden down lika mire in the 
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streets. This frightful sight was seen, and these direful noises were 
heard by Mm for a long while together; and coining to a place 
where he thought he heard a great company of herce opponents (as 
it were a numerous and influential Deputation, or a prodigious 
Procession) coming forward to meet him, he stopped, and began to 
muse what he had best to do. Sometimes he had naif a thought to 
go back ; then again he thought he might be half-way through the 
Valley. He remembered, also, how ne had already vanquished 
many a danger, and that the peril of going back might be much 
more th^ to go forward. So he resolved to go on ; yet the bogies, 
hobgoblins, and dragons of the pit seemed to come nearer and 
nearer, besetting hiin with boding warnings, angry expostulations, 
and menacing .outcries from botn^ sides ot his strait and perilous 
pathway, as well from the bog that was on the one hand, as from the 
ditch that was on the other. 

And here, as it seemed, my Dream did lapse and intermit, and I 
lost sight, for a while, of the Pilgrim and his perils, much musing 
whether he, though verily valiant and of manifest good will, were 
wise in making this dangerous adventure, or at all like to fare safely 
through and escape the ditch, the bog, the darkness, and the 
demoniac denisens of tMs dismal Valley of the Shadow of Disunion. 


OPERA DRURIOLANA. 

Mat success attend the preliminary Operatic canter which Sir 
DRUEiOLAirHS is taking with such preliminary cantors as he has got 
together at Drury Lane. JFami was eflectively given, with Esther 
Palliser as a gentle Marguerite^ Signor Giannini as a very robust 
jPattst— quite a tenor e and Signor Castelmart as the very 

deuce of a Mephistopheles^ with eyebrows and moustachios sufficient 
to frighten even the gay and festive Marta ^ 
played with spirit by Mile. Piancolt. 
“Mons.” Dupriche represented the Mom 
who laboured hard to please, and who, as 
Valentine, did well and died well. Herr 
Feld conducted. “Well Folded ! ” 

Then out came the ever fredi, the ever free 
Bohemian Girl. Hever was such a girl! 
Gnite a HmoN de L’Enclos ! Beautiful for 
ever I Still dreaming of Marble Halls (Music 
Halls nowadays) “ with vassals and serfs by 
her si-i-ide,” and no better Bohemian Girl 
to be seen just now than Madame Albu as 
Arlme. So “ Arl in to begin 1 and see and 
hear Balpe’s pretty little Girl of Bohemia 
wMle she is still visible and audible at Drury 
Lane. Mr. Eadie a trifle gawky as Thaddeus, 
but then he finds himself in an awkward 
situation, especially when he has to fumble for the documentary 
evidence of nis birth, attested at a Bohemian Registry Office- Carl 
Ajbmbruster conducted tMs, and then up got Herr Feld ** with Ms 
little lot,” represented by the unrivalled and unequalled Cavalier ia 
Busticana. Ah ! Cavalleria is a treat, even when its performance 
is not absolutely perfect. The music is charming from first to last ; 
ever fresh and delightful. 

That wonderful Intermezzo was excellently given, and enthusiasti- 
cally encored. As yet the Intermezzo has had no successful rival. 
It stands alone, and is, of all compositions, the most—well, words 
fad me— it is a whole dramatic story, within a few bars’ compass— 
it is sweetness and sadness, and then it soothes you to rest, and so 
you drop off quietly to sleep, until you are awoke by the cessation of 
, sound, when you rouse yourself, with an effort, to applaud, and to beg 
that you may have just one more delicious dose of it— and doze from 
it. Saturday fiMshes with Carmen^ and Bio transit gloria Opet'otica 
for the past week. All right up to now 1 Mus. 


SPORTIHG A]SrSWERS.-CAKINE. 

Spectator.— A very curious and interesting little story. We 
ourselves once had a dog who on returning home from a walk 
always chained Mmself up in the back-kitchen and bit the butler. 
He would then howl bitterly, slip Ms collar, and run to the 
nearest police station, where he gave Mmself into custody ^d 
insisted on cleaning out his own cell and appearing on the following 
morning before the Magistrate. TMs shows that dogs can reason. 

: Our dog eventually died of being constantly^ quoted by Curates at 
i Temperance Lectures. This was disappointing, as we had never 
grudged him either attention or butlers. One of our butlers had a 
cork leg,— but that is another story. 

. Sub Sileetio.— (1) A dog’s chief value is conversational. At 
afternoon teas such an animM is a wonderful resource after you have 
^ exhausted the picture-shows, * the theatres, and all the scandals. 
, Vou can lead off about his pedigree. “ He ’s champion bred on both 


sides,” always sounds well. A funny man is sure to say, “Champion 
bread-and-butter you mean. Hal ha ! ” at the same time offering 
the an im al some from the tea-table, to mark Ms point. This may 
be previously arranged, if ^ you prefer^ it. Throw in a few stories 
about Ms wonderful intelligence in distinguishing the baker’s boy 
from the mistress of the house, to the detrment of the former, and 
wind up by narrating how he once found his way home to Pieeadiily 
from Pekin. All dogs do this in one way or another, so yon will be 
quite safe. Then everybody else contributes his own special Specta- 
torial dc^-story, and your tea will pass off without a dull or an 
accurate moment. 


HOW NOT TO DO IT. 

{Act from a Farce ready for Ferfcrmance pending the settlement oj 
the Labour Question,) 

Interior of a Provided Work Office, Benevolent Organiser 
discovered looking over a list. 

Ben, Org. Yes, I think tMs will do very well indeed. J^ewpump, 
fresh road. Ought to keep them going comfortably through the 
rest of the winter. {Enter Unemployed.) TVeU, my good man, 
and what do you want? 

Unemployed {in a whining tone). Me and my mates, Sir, are out 

of work. It ’s no fault of ours, and 

Ben, Org. Well, we will see what we can do. 

Unem, Thankee kindly, Sir. I’m sure ’arf a sufferin, or even 
’arf a dollar — 

Ben. Org. {ignoring this suggestion). How, let me see— what’s 
your trade ? 

Unem. A watch-maker. So you see, as the Press says, you can’t 
send me to mend roads, or hnild pumps. 

Ben. Org. Ho, no. I have overlooked your class. But stay— I 
think I can forward you to a friend. Let me see, what time is it ? 
{Produces watch, and lets it fall.) Dear me ! It has stopped, as I 
live! {With 
vivacity.) My 
dear fellow, 
here is a chance 
for you. You 
shall meud 
it. 

Unem.{fresh’‘ 
eningup). Only 
too pleased to 
take your 
watch. 

[Possesses him- 
self of the 
time^piece^ 
and exu hur- 
riedly. 

Enter Con- 
stable with 
Unemployed 
in custody • 

Constable. This your watch, Sir ? 

Unem. {rapidly). Which was given to me by the kind gentleman 
to mend. But 1 gladly return it, as me and my mates have deter- 
mined not to do any more work for fear that we should injure our 
brothers who are doing notMng. [Exit. 

Constable. Lucky I kept my eye upon him, Sir. If I hadn’t, you 
would never have seen him again— nor your watch either, 

Ben, Org. Is there so much gMle in tiie world? 

Con. Yes, Sir, a pretty fine lot. But I can’t stand palavering or 
those rowdies loafing around will pull the house about our ears. When 
the Unemployed are idle, the police have enough to do I Ponder over 
it. Sir; ponder over it! [Curtain^ and Ben. Organiser left pondering. 


A Yell Yornt Motto.— In Ms sound and sensible reply to a 
congratulatory address, H.E. Cardinal Yaughah suggested "" Amare 
et servixfi ” as the motto for the Christian capitalist. To the first 
verb the capitalist would, it is probable, make no objection ; but as 
to the second, he would be inclined to move as an amendment, that, 
“for ‘t’ in servire should he substituted *«*.” At all events, 
Amare et servare is the narrower view taken on the broader of tiie 
two roads in life. 


Author! Author!— Mr. J. L, Toole advertises that in conse- 
quence of “the Phenomenal Success” of Walker^— London^ it is to 
be kept going throughout the season. Excellent. But, for the sake 
of Mr. J. M. Barrie, its talented author, it is to be hoped that the 
conditions of the performance of Ms popular play are not “fee 
nominal.” But for tMs J, L, T. — ^wbich initials stand for Jmierous 
Lavish Toole— will have already made ample provision. 
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DOUBLE BALLADE OE PEOPER NAMES I ZIT” ~ 

^^r _. -‘■’■a-lUIiO. E.QfiPMrMr nrr nAr.. ... 


I ’jj met (in -mx) Voltaiee 
- pu Paine, 

-_^^8,tant beast,” HIsert 
BuchIine’” ; 
Sp Harry Vane, 
boys’ delight, Bepoe, 

Braye Abraham BuaTrESNE, 
And ‘ Bayard ” Oudinot. 

am, rit” BAEBilHE, 

The Tartar, Taiieelaee, 
sea-green ” Eobespierre, 
Ili6 sjwrtive ‘‘Pea -Green” I 
Hayne. 

The boxer, Big Ben ” Brain, 
oonyert, Bendigo, 

Ine social ‘Walter Crane, 

And gay Boccaccio, 

T^ gloomy Baubeiaiee, 

-P ■*'.u Professor Baht, 
Laboxtchere, 

Ihe ^atomic auAiN, 

Ihe d^atisfc, Sedaine; 

^ ^^KIYAUX, 

The able critic, Taine, 

And keen La Hochepohcaijld* 
T^learadd brothers Hare, ^ 

Ike mummer,” John Mac- 
lean, , 


T^ dismal poet, Blate, 

Ihe ^y CoBNBT Geain; 
IlmfM^nV’MAEK Twain 
' Candamo, 

A JXJLIAN Fane, 

And Edgar Allan Poe. 

T^perjured knight, Macaiee, 
The recreant Bazainb, 
piORs Lacordaire, 

The Anglonhohist, Blaine ; 
(W’ral Wayne, 

-*■ hB gen’rous Waterlow, 

time coming ” 

And wise old Ciceho. 

T^ Batch sea-dog, Le Maiee, 
Ihe warhke Prince EuelarE, 

! The gallant Earl of Staih : 

Gnm Phuip, King ot Spain, 
Om Saxon Athblstane, 
•^^false queen, Isabeaf, 

Jas^ days’ queen, Qiieen 

And Hadame b’Houdetox. 


A J ®57 B^kEEN UuAYNE 

And Mrs. Beecher Stowe. 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EimcTED peom: the Dmy of tobt mp 

the Spring flower in Vith looting as blooming as 

|ai»nn«SfcbM .TS 

influence angle vote. 

notice to take division to^SSt ^lSj? due 

heading of Bill, w?ed Second 

would have been exactly the Sam. “*® majority 

when end is reached after 

nor a vote less, will Ctevemmanf ^®^ V ^ "^ote more, 

thing to talk foi ^k J®'‘®d- Still, usual 

wiU not M te Tfe .i^L * Bill of this kind. Ho^ 

project, judging from to^i^t’^ e^w-a^l ^9”®® 

well together. Members mweMc?^ ^®Pt audience 

^CHAEL rose, audience di«T)3rsedlika when 8i. 

‘‘An exeelWt fX^Sm ” 

jBut in his Honse of Commons ’ ^^J^'^^^^^^'Banneeman, 

that, through a blaa^esa^^ayi^i,®^^®^® ®“® the idea 

melancholy oc^^S^*®® ematence, he has been roUed upon by the 
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Cextainly his speech^ has depressing effect. Members, Trith one Swift MAc2?'£iLL’s’'8mile infections. It illumined with something 
^sent, go out to think ow what he is probably going to say. of saintiy halo the depessed figure of Bum Bartoii, who, again 
ConYenient arrange- breaking his tow of silence, confessed that yesterday he had been 

ment for them, but does enrolled as Member of an Organisation in Ulster sworn to resist 

not add to hilarity of Home-Rule. “I don’t know, Mr. Speaker,” he said, in hoarse 

proceedings, or vary im- whisper, ‘'what that act may inyolye, and I don’t care. It may lead 

pession Cai^bell - to my spending the remainder of my days in penal servitude.” 

Bar^'erhar s figure of \ 51 Whereat the jaded House merrily langhed. 

BO,- 

^.wife^ewdiap- 

things addressed to*the A dull 


empty seat where Chah- 
BERLAiK should have 
been on view. But Jo- 
seph not yet come up 
out of Egypt. Had he 
ten here, and House a 
little fuller, the new 
chapter would have §one 
off capitally. As things 
turned out, there was a 
I fatal unreality in situa- 
tion, which House quick 
to realise. Pretty to see 
Members, as Birrell 
struegled mth his notes, 
involuntarily sniffing, as 
if they recognised fami- 
liar whiff of midnight 
lamp. 



breaking his vow of silence, confessed that yesterday he had been 
enrolled as Member of an Organisation in Ulster sworn to resist 
Home-Rule. “I don’t know, Mr. Speaker,” he said, in hoarse 
whisper, ‘'what that act may inyolve, and I don’t care. It may lead 
to my spending the remainder of my days in penal servitude.” 
Whereat the jaded House merrily laughed. 

^HHE^ Bartlett | 

noune^ment in ^the 

ChAMBERI AIEL 


to realwe. Pretty tb see « Ths Urrm G.” mymrs’’ > iW«L 

Members, as Bieeell “ When the fair land of Poland ■ysnoDoseweshall I 

strargled with his notes, Was ploughed by the hoof jjayg j„ J 

inToIuntaiily sniffing, as rathlesa invader until nrf 

if theyreoo^flmi- mdown-tr^den serfs CHAM^fiLriw 

liar whiff of midnight With smaU hope md no ‘oof’ l/fM ^ 

lamp. * Demanded a great Home-Rule Bill!’* GHAhDOLPH, and ^ 

“ Voorst of these impromptus prepared beforehand,” said St. John b^ra^ Beginr^ L ^ lJU 

Brodri^, himself a master of spontaneous speech, “is, you look if, for aR E£^ 

Hvered ” ^ ^ circumstances they may have to he de- practical purposes, 

refreshment in the incursion of Swift de^rred meeting of Hattitude of Dr. Tanner, Thursday morning, 
MacNeill. Came up smiJpg ; handing himself round, as it were, House tiU Monday April 6. 

Protestant, Mr. Speaker ” he shouted beamiTio* nn tKa on inursday, to debate Home-Rule Bill. He can do most 

f “t ^re by a majority of, 2,m C’atholic peasante to^presmt ^ ^ 

® ^ onstitaency. Business done. — ^Eight hours’ talk round Home-Rule Bill. 


aHEER QUERIES. 

Music.— I reoentty noticed a paragraph in a 
Medical Journal adyimng persons suffering from Insomnia to try a 
mnsisal box in their bed-rooms ; and I therefore purchased a rather 

3 § expensive one, which plays six tunes, 
mtn drum and trumpet accompaniment. 
Sometbmg seems to have gone wrong with 
the mechanism, as, after being fully wound 
up, it remains obstinately silent for an hour 
or so, at the end of which period it sud- 
denly starts off at break-neck speed, and 
re]^ats one of the tunes backwards over 
and over again. Nothing that I can do 
yll stop it. Could some musical expert 
kindly advise m this case ? After a most 
agitated mght, due to the vagaries of the 
- lastoent, I took it into bed with me, 

m A J the vibra- 

tion of the drums under be bed-clothes was terrific ! I then placed 

my hath, and covered it with water; hut it con- 
wib undiminished vigom:. It is still playing. 
Some Mose^, or a Government engaged in sub-marine experi- 

^ T+ \ Blight he suited for a ^eaf 
andBumb Asylum. It wiR be sold cheap. St. Cecilian. 


Sedantary! 

1 caimge-makers iu London haye, it is said, received orders of 

late for Sedan chairs.”— ilaiJy Pajjcr.] 

What wonder if our hansom- hiring Fair 
Should now adopt a coach distinctly rarer ? 

As Cabby often treats them like a bear, 

Henceforth onr ladies may prefer a bearer ! 

. Shell,” — Mr, H. J, W. Bam’s new Play (the 

initi^ le^rs,^ save the name -and as to the name, omen!) 
treats (ff Russian life. There is a “ toff ” in it, played by Mr. Ken- 
name is Pnnee Karatoff^ which reminds us of the Duke 
oj lurntpiop^ Or, if he is an insouciant sort of person, he would 
more properly he titled, Prince DonH-Kar^a-toff. Unfortunate 
name, too, is J?om Ivanitch, Perhaps a Big Bore is Jvanitch ; 
and as to the family title, Ivaniteh— well, considered theatri- 
c^y, it so^ds unpleasantly like belonging to a scratch company, 
liiere s a bomb in it, which, we were informed, in a i), T. note, 
api^ars as pari of the furniture of a drawing-room.” The entire 
turnitoe-covenng is made, we are privately informed, of “ bom- 
bazine, and the explosion may he expected to be terrific. For 
be sa^ be clever Managers of the Court, not forgetting their i 
fl. J. W. Bam clever author, we trust The Silver Shell wiU he, for 
many months to come, an occasion for the public to silver shell out. 
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BOOKING-OFFICE. 


French, English, and the Norman patois of the Channel Islands. In 
these peculiar troglodytian surroundings she had never learned the 


Two gentlemen of artistic and literary attainments, having studied use of parasol or umbrella, and was entirely ignorant of harp, piano, 
the romances of Yictoe Httoo for the sake of being inspired by that and the “use of the globes.’* Coming up out of the caves and 
Orand Old Master’s style, determined to essay a “thriller** of most breathing once more the upper air, we naturally find ourselves m 
^agictype. These two single authors, Messrs. Wyatt and Ross, being ; higher society, and are introduced to a handsome old Peer, 
rolled into one, wanted, like the Pickwickian Fat Boy, “ to make our Nttherdale, who has two sons, the half-brothers one of ; 

flesh creep.” In their one- volume Hugoesque romance. The Barth ^ whom gaily addresses his respected parent as “The Paladin of 


Girl^ bound in pale 
grass - green, with 
blood-red title, they 
have most unequi- 
vocally succeeded. 
The heroine, The 
Earth Girl, who, at 
the last, is sent back 
whence she came, 
and so ends by being 
the “ Earth - to - 
Earth** Girl, is 
named Terra; ^he 
commences hj^ being 
Terra Incognita, she 
is never Terra Fir- 
ma, but her exist- 
ence, in its conse- 
quences to all who 
come within her 
influence, is quite a 
reign of iVrra. The 
authors are to be 
congratulated on not 
having yielded to a 
great temptation by 
styling their story 
The Barth Girl ; 
or^ Terra -ra^ra- 
Boom I The scene 
is laid chiefly in the 
Island of Breke — 
but to give too many 
details would spoil 
the intending- 
reader’s pleasure. 
So, as Hamlet ob- 
serves, “ Breke, 
Breke my heart, for 
1 must hold my 










^7 






“ The strange sea-creatures which made their appearance.” 


Paters,** and is not 
at once locked up in 
CJolney Hatch. The 
old Peer is as eccen- 
tric as he is hand- 
some, and he takes 
up his residence on 
the Island of Breke, 
where “the fruit, 
the vegetables, the 
strange sea - crea- 
tures” (odd fish?), 

“ which made their 
appearance on his 
fable,” (this sounds 
as if the strange 
sea-creatures walked 
in unasked. Q,ueer 
place this Breke for 
a Breke-fast party I) 

‘ ‘ pleased him.** He 
was easily pleased. 
Then “ he be|an to 
think the island 
eider preferable to 
Pommexy. In short, 
the eccentric Peer 
fell in love with 
Breke.** Well ! he 
must have been an 
eccentric Peer to pre- 
fer Channel Island 
cider, even from the 
best orchards, to the { 
*84, *80, and *74— 
the last still existing 
in some exception- 
ally favoured spots 
— from the vme- 
yards of Pommery. 


tongue I ** The Earth Girl first sees the light, such as it is, in a This eccentric nobleman on seeing the Island of Breke, observed the 
cavern, and is brought up on raw eggs fresh from the sea-bird’s nest, absence of a landing-stage, and jocosely rem^ked to mmself, 
uncooked herbs, and raw fish. No tea, coffee, milk, or liquors of any “ They *re in want of a pier ; I wiU ^ myself there. And so he 
description, were within reach of this unhappy family of three, did. But of all that happened to him there and elsewhere, and to the 


consisting of Pa, Ma, and the Infant Phenomenon. How they slaked Earth-to-Earth Girl, and to the two sons, is it not to be read by the 
their thirst is not clearly stated, unless a sort of aquarium, in which purchaser in the book itself, which, the Baron is pleased to add, wiLL 
some amiable sharks reposed, was a fresh- water tank. This wild well repay perusal, and will hold the reader s attention to the very 
girl was elegantly brought up, as far as their somewhat straitened last line. At least, this was its effect on the n^ always easily 
circumstances would permit, for she learnt songs and ballads, pleased Baron de Book- Worms. 


A NEW “ARNOLD’S EXERCISE.** 

My Dear Mr. Dacre, 

I HAVE seen your Play, and, since then, 
I have not seen any other like it. ^ “ "When 
will I come again ? ** To see it twice within 
a week would he too ecstatic a joy for a dweller 
—may I say a Liver— in London, who is more 
at home as one of the Lights of Asia. So, for 
the present— to paraphrase what I believe 
were the words of a popular poet whose name 
has passed from my memory — such, alas ! is 

S ipalarity— I wiU say to you, “ Not to-day, 
ACRE ” — (I fancy the last word was ‘ ‘ Baker ** 
in the original Syriac) — ^bnt, some other day, 
when, as one of the Lights morementioned, I 
shaU, at a Matinie be day-lighted to re- 
witness your admirable performance. 

^ Tours ever most sincerely sincere, 

Edswin Tails-iose, C.B. 

P.S.— “C.B.” is not “Commander of the 
Bath,” but stands for “ Cox and BoXy^* in 
which piece (have yon ever played it? I 
forget— but how perfect you would be as 
Sergeant OT Corporal Bouncer I) you will find 
the immortal quotation which precedes these 
descriptive initial letters. 


MY doctor; 

When Influenza pangs attack 
My tortured head and limbs and back. 
Yon soothe me, stretched upon the rack, 
My Doctor. 

When, convalescent, I’m too weak 
To stand, or sit, or see, or speak. 

Your tonics make me tough as teak, 

My Doctor. 

No symptoms seem to cause surprise ; 
Though I turn green or blue, your eyes 
Are still impenetrably wise, 

My Doctor. 

If grave or slight the case, you still 
Awe folks with look of learned skill ; 
You cure them, whether weU or iU, 

My Doctor. 

One needs trepanning of the head, 
Another just one piU— of bread, 

And neither, thanks to you, is dead, 

My Doctor. 

Long may you live to see the tongue, 

To listen to the wheezy lung, . 

To feel the pulse of old and young, 

My Doctor I 


A Bxttton-hole for Mr. Chamberlain, 
—At the sale of the Q,uom House Orchids, 
Mr. G. Hardy purchased a Caiileya Men- 
delli for 220 guas. Perhaps Mr. Chamber- 
lain wouldn’t hid, having mistaken “Men- 
delli” for “Mundella.” But to have 
entered the house in a careless fashion, with 
a “glass (with care)” in his eye, and a 
two-hundred-and-twenty-guinea Orchid in 
his button-hole, would have been a great 
sight for “ Joey B ’’-irminoham. 

Early and Late.— A telegram in the 
Timesy Wednesday 12, was headed— Japan: 
Yokohama, March 30 {via Yictoria, B.C., 
April 11).** This met the eye of our old 
friend, Mrs, R., who forthwith exclaimed, 
“ ‘ April 11, B.C. ! * and only arrived here now 
-April 12, A.D.I!” 

Chanoe or Name. — ^All congratulations 
to the Duke and Duchess of Fife. Gr^t 
alterations and improvements are, it is said, 
being made at Mar Lodge. The name also is 
to be altered, and henceforth it is to be known 
1 as “ Mar and Pa* Lodge* ^ 
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Fir^t Exchequer Miser. Oli dear me! I 
desired to diapa a Democratio 
Budget! 

But I fear ^twill be a fizzle, Lowsoe’er I 
fake aud fudge it ! 

Second E. M. Don’t talk like that, my H-b,c-t, 
for suck cynic slang is stocking I 
But— the Revenue Returns, no doubt, 
our dearest hopes are mocking. 
l^rst E. M. Oh, I know you ape the casuist, 
and love the pleonastic, ^ 

But how tackle our taxation in a manner 
really drastic . . | 


With a Revenue declining! From the 
task my courage blenches, 

But— what will be the consequence on 
those clamorous Rad Benches ? 

They want Free Breakfast Tables, and 
are hot on Members’ Payment, . 
And if they cannot get ’em, will they 
curse and rend our raiment ? 

The Death Duties, too! The failure to 
touch them might be the death of 
us! 

Second ^E. M. Yet we’ve been economical; 
it is the very breath of us. 


First E. M. Humph ! How about your Home- 
Rule Bill’s Finance Proposals— drat ’em! 

Which e’en the Irish threaten to tear up 
— ^when they get at ’em ! 

Second E. M. The Rads, of course, will 
want to eat their cake and have it, also. 

Ho, a Democratio Budget,— at least one 
the Rads would call so, — 

I fear ’s not on the cards, H., but— 
humph ! listen ! ( Whispers in his ear.) 
For the rest of it 

I’ll trust your ingenuity, and— we must 
make the best of it ! [Left toorhing it out. 





*‘PEE DAMITA, PEE CJEDES,” 
PEEAMBTTIATOE. 

[See Mr. Asquith’s Speech on the “Temperance” 
demonstration ] 

Whieit Trafalfifax Square is 'with, human 
geese full, 

And tiereely fights the daft declamator, 
Undisturbed the nursemaid can push the 
peaceful Perambulator. 

The 'wild teetotalhr hurts not her, 

Kor does the publican’s justificator. 
Unharmed she can push the peaceful Per- 
ambulator. 

The "Working Man, ■whether true or sham. 
Whether honest worker, or rough spectator, 
Leaves her to push the peaceful Peram— 
bulator. 

Though in hostile faces and chests he ram 
beau — 

Tiful blight banners, the demonstrator 
Still lets her push the peaceful Perambu- 
lator. 

Thus always, ■whoever may block the way. 
Though bones be broken and skulls be sore 
May she push the peaceful Perambula- 
tor. 


Still a. FonBst Mait!” — J-b-z Sp-nc-b 
B-lp-e. 


To Mr. John Eavitt. 

{On hia Mxidm Spfech in the S<mae . ) 

“ 0 si sic omnes’ ” 

Sttkelt sincerer speaker never talked I 
Surely a purer patriot never walked ! 

Surely a fairer fighter never took field I 
The man who heard your speech on Ireland's 
cause [applause, 

Without warm sympathy, and frank 
Must be a— B eookphli) ! 


CHEAP AT ANT PEICE. 

Mrs, Britannia {effusively). And now, my 
dear children, do you know the meaning of 
Imperial Federation ? 

Aristralia {promptly). Yes, dear Mamma. 
We are all to live as a happy family. 

Mrs, Brit, [fondly), duite right, sweetest. 
And can you tell me how this is to be 
managed ? 

Canada [with decisiorC], By mutual defence, 
dear Mamma. 

Mrs, Brit, {smilingly). My love, your answer 
is quite correct. And how shall we manage 
this mutual defence ? 

Cape Colony (in aT)usinessAike manner). By 
providing all sorts of things, dear Mamma. 

Mrs, Brit, (proudly), Yery^ good, little 
Hope ; you are always ready 'with an answer. 
And now, can any of you tell me what those 
things will be ? 


India [without hesitation). Money, and coal 
and gunpowder, dear Mamma. 

Mrs, Brit, [affectionately). Certainly, 
darling; you have given exactly the proper 
reply. And now, will not all this cost a 
larve sum of money ? 

Tasmania (with much decision), A very 
large sum of money, dear Mamma — an 
immense sum, dear Mamma. 

Mrs, Brit, [kindly). Yes, my child, ^ you 
are perfectly right. And now, my cherish^ 
daughters, one more question. Who 'will 
have to pay for all this expense ? [A pattse,) 
Why, surely you know ? [ Continued silence,) 
Who 'will have to find the money to secure 
this Imperial Federation ? 

All Britannia's Daughters [together). "Why 
yon, dear Mamma ! 

Mrs. Brit, [fondling them). Darlings ! 

[JScene closes in upon a picture very dear 
to Tax^payers, 


The Heathen Chinee in the House. 

[Bew Nursery Rhyme for Uhioniais.) 

[Mr. Labouchebb recently presented a petition 
in the Chinese characters.] 

Lab-Bi, the cynic and cold. 

Was blackest sheep in the Liberal fold. 

He mocked the Old Man’s eloquent tags, 
And let the oats out of all his hags ; 

And when the eats ran loose, said he * 

“ I wonder how that s'uita dear U. I ” 
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Mm Stbson-Gahler. Surely TEararrsoir is rather— a-^etrograde? 
Why not read them something to set them thinking f It would be 


ELEVATING THE MASSES. Why not read them^something to set ^em W ? It would be ; 

. ^ u -t ^ an interesting experiment to try the effect of that maryelkus Last 

A Purely Imaginary Sketch,) ^ 2)oZf« House. 1 ’d loye to read it. It would he like a 

Scene— Mrs. FniTTEEMOTrsE’s Drawing-room m Park Lane. Bi^ery- , ^ (coldly). This is not amusing— it ’s a play of Ibsen’s. 

hody discovered drinking tea^ and chatting on matters totally Mrs, Fiitt. Is that the man who wrote the piece at the Criterion — 
unconnected with Phila^hropy. whsi, is it. The Toy Shop f Wtndhast acted in it. n i. 

Mrs.Fimermouse{imploringly). please, everybody, do attend! Lady Dcmp.Jlo, no; Ibsen is 
It’s ouite imiK^ble to settle anything while you’re all talking fuss about in the papers— he m for uneonventmn^ty and aU 

aLy wmeS^elL pIote,ts, Unstrained silence^ that. Imaybe^ong;, bnt I tWit is awcA a ^^e to have any- 

Sbusa, dear, what do you thhik it -would be best to begin with ? tbine unTOUTentional in an EntertMument for the Peopl^ 

The Dowager Lady Dampier. My dear FjRiniLi, I have no Mrs. Fatt. But if he’s being talked a^ut, deM Lady Dampiee, 
suggesaontoV ton know . 


my opinion about the whole 
thing. The people don’t want 
to be elevaf^, and— if they did 
— entertaining them is not the 
proper means to set about it. 
But I don’t wish to discourage 
you. 

Mrs. Flitt. Oh, but I think 
we could do so much to give 
them a taste for more rational 
and refined amusements, poor 
things, to wean them from the 
coarse pleasures which are all 
they have at present. Only we 
must re^y decide what each of 
us is going to do. 

iffrs. Perse- Weaver. A violin 
solo is always ^popular. ^ And 
my daughter Cecilia will be 
delighted to play for you. She 
has been taught by the best 

Cecilia. Oh, Mother, I couldn’t, 
really! I’ve never played in 
public. I know I should break 
down! 

Lady Damp. In that case, 
my dear, it would he certainly 
unwise on your part to attempt 
it. 

Mrs. P.-W. nonsense, Ce- 
cilia, nonsense. You woti^t 
break down, and it wouldn’t 
matter in the least if you did. 
They wouldn’t notice anything. 
And it will he such excellent 
practice for you to get accus- 
tomed to a platform, too. Of 
course she will play for you, 
dear Mrs. Flixtebmouse I 

Mrs. Fait. It will be so good 
I of you. Miss Weavee, And it 
won’t be like playing to a real 
audience, you know — poor 
people are so easily pleased, 
poor dears. Then I will put 
that down to begin with. {She 
makes a note.) How we must 
have something quite different 
for the next — a reading or 




“ To-night is ours ! 


something. ^ ^ thn 

Lady Honor Hyndleggs. A— nothin’ humorous, I hope. I do think So let us remember naugbt but this ; 

we ought to avoid anythin’ like descendin’ to their level, don’t you That To-night is ours ! 

know. Yes, this passionate, perilous, exqui 

Mr. Dmegr^e. Might try something out of Fiekwick. Bob Cbaxinin’ . . . Ons puts » 

D^m!, * SO far wrong with anything out ^ ... quite a little gem ! &1, &c, 


Mrs. Fbitt, But if he ’s being talked about, dear Lady Dampibe, 

people might like to know some- 
I thing about him. But perhaps 

we’d better leave Ibsen open, 
then. Now, what shall we have 
next ? 

Miss Skipworth. I tell you 
what would fetch them— a skirt- 
dance. I’ll dance for you— 
like a shot. It would be no end 
of fun doin’ it on a regular plat- 
form, and I’ve been studyin’ 
Flossie Feillinoton, at the 
Inanity, till I’ve caught her 
style exactly. 

Mr. Kempton. Oh, I say, you 
3 can give her a stone and a 
heatin’ any day, give you my 
word you can. She doesn’t 
put anythin’ like the go into it 
yon do. 

[Miss S, accepts this tribute 
with complacency, 

Mrs. Flitt. A skirt-dance 
wOl be the very thing. It’s 
sure to please the people we 
shall bring over for it— and of 
course they’ll be in the front 
rows. Yes, I must put that 
down. We ought to have a 
song next. Mrs. Tubeeose, you 
promised to come and sing for 
us — ^you will, won’t you ? 

Mrs. Tuberose. Delighted! I 
rather thought of doing a dear 
little song Stephan Otis has 
just brought out. It’s called 
Forbidden Fruit,^^ and he 
wrote it e::^ressly for me. It 
goes like this. 

[iS'As sits down at the piano, 
and sings, with infinite ex- 
pression and tenderness, 

‘ ‘ Only the moon espies onr bliss. 
Through the conscious clusters 
of clematis, 

Shedding star-sweet showers. 
To-morrow the world will have 
gone amiss— 

oTirs T V How we are face by face, love, I 

• thrill to yotir kiss- 

So let us remember nangbt but this : 

That To-night is ours ! 

Yes, this passionate, perilous, exquisite night — ^is Ours!” 
Several Voices. Charmin’ . , , Otis puts so much real feeling into 


JlfMs iW Bote. Can’t endure him myself. All his characters 

are ao feai^y ^common; still- I daresay it might -n « i. 


amuse — ^a— that class of persons. 


Mrs. Tuberose [nettled). Really, dear Lady Dampier, if people 


Mrs. Flitt. I must say I agree with Lady Honor. We should try se^ottog to object in it We, I don’t see why they should be more 
and aim as high as possible— and well, I think not Dickens, dear P^Jticular at the East-End I 

Mr, Lovegroove. y’xNJvraoif might do perhaps ; he ’s written some no,— and as if it matters what the words are in a 

diaxmin’ pieces. song. I daresay if one heard their songs How we want another 

Mr. Lovegr. WeU, fact is, I don’t go in for poetry much myself, so^g — something as different as possible. 

But I ’ll re^ anythin’ of his yon think I ’m equal to. Mr, Gardinier. Heard a capital song at the ‘ ‘ Pay.” the other night 

T ^llt^ Why— a— reedly, it ’s so long since I— and I ’m afraid —something about a Cock-eyed Kipper. Just suit my voice. I could 
I haven t one of ms poems in the house. I suppose they are down at easily get the words and music, and do that for you— if you like, 
jten-end. But I could send to Gutp and Hawthorn’s. I daresay Several Voices. A Cock-eyed Kipper ! It sounds too kinin g 1 Oh, 

_ lAcy would have a ^py somewh^e. we must have that I 
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Lady Damp. Might I ask Trhat kind of creature a— a “Cock-eyed CLERICAL OUTCOMES. 

TTi' ppfty Tinn.y 1[)0 P 

Mr. Gard. Ob., well, I suppose it’s a sort of a dHedberring— To the Editor of The St^nfd^rd. 

with a squint, don’t you know. Sih.—AHow’ me to mention, under all reserve, that I frequently 

Lady Damp. I see no humour in making light of a personal preach a sermon of Jeeemt Tailor’s, or the Judicious Hooreb’s, 
deformity, I must say. to my congregation, with excellent effect, and hitherto without any 

Mr, Gard, Oh, don’t you ? They will— it ’ll go with a scream there 1 1 discovery on their part of the origin of the ^course. I, of course, 
Mies Dima Bx>se. Yes, poor dears — and we mustn’t mind being i alter the old-fashioned phrases, and bring the sermons up to date, 


just a little vulgar for once — ^to cheer them up* J so to speak* This plau saves the mconvenience of having to p^y tor 

Lady ffonor. I have been to the Pavilion and the Tivoli sermons, which I could not do in cash in these days of clerical 




myself, and I heardnothing 

to object to. I know I was 
mnen more amused than I 
eyer am at theatres— 

bore me to death. SB^ ||| n||B 

Eagotr^ '^nught 

figures, and I’ll come on 

■^nnet^and s^awl^M ^ ^ ^ 

^rsonal ^ ^ao na wd ^ j ^ I H ^ ^ ^ 

the l^\\ II 

l^v^tMre.Jarley] j |j 

out of Pickwick^ though ? j I / 1 
That’s Dickens surely: / iilll'/f 

Mr,Bag,{reasmringly), I V/ ^ 

Nothinghutthename,Lady fm W Am /|r>*SS8J\\ 

Honor. I make up all the 'Mil f A^' ]\j m 
pattw myg^, ^ 

we oug£ to ask the Yi^ ‘ // 

of the nearest church? W/V 

Lady Sonor, Wouldn’t / / y 

im 

you know? ^ ^ 

Mrs.Flitt, Yes; and he A GENTl 

penses, I never thought of ll you Sir 

Sat. I’U see whom I can Oh-anything-I don t oar^ 

get. Really I it You must excuse mb, Sir; but I 

ought to be great fun, and . , 

we shall have the satisfaction of feeling we are doing real good, 
which is snob a comfort ! 




m 


/p'fi/r 




GENTLE SNUB. 


destitution, only in ser- 
mon paper, which I fear 
would not be accept^. ^ If 
I am accused of *' cribbing 
sermons.’’ I deny the charge 
with indignation. I don’t 
crib Jeeemt, I adapt him. 
Does every dramatist, who 
adapts from the French, 
acknowledge the fact ? Hot 
at all 1 neither does — 
Yours nnblnshingly, 

Borrowed Plumb-age. 

Sir, — Hy congregation 
is a rustic one. 1 have 
tried them with my own 
sermons, bat my pew- 
rents sTiffered so severely 
in consequence, that I have 
been obliged to give them 
up. Last Sunday (foEow- 
ing the advice of a lay 
friend of mine in Town, in 
whom I have much con- 
fidence) I preached one 
of Prebendary Sheep- 
shanks’ “Crampton Lec- 
tures” to them, and the 
farmers and labourers 
seemed much impressed. 
Ihere was, in fact, hardly 
an open eye in Church 
during the hour and a half 
that the deEvery lasted. 
The Charity-School chE- 
dren, too, who sat through 
the whole of it, only had 
to be phy sicaEy admonished 
by their teacher about once 
in every half - mmute. 
AYhen an old viEage dame 
afterwards assured me that 
“she didn’t know I was 
that larned,” I felt— mo- 
mentarily— rather Eke a 
woE in Sheepshanks’ 
clothes. But I intend going 
through the course. 

Yours, &c., 

Pastor Ignotus. 


“ Herb, Waiter- quick ! Something to Eat— and look sharp 1 '* 
“Yessir. 'What’ll you ’avb, Sir?” 

*«0h— ANYTHING— I DON’T OARB. ChOP OR SPBAK— WHATEVBR YOU LIKE. 
“You MUST EXCUSE MB, SiR ; BUT I DON’T FEEL CALLED UPON TO DECIDE ! 


)p OR Speak— WHATEVER you like.” SPORTIHC ANSWERS. 
don’t feel called upon to decide ! ” Country House. 

Tyro. You are quite 

right— a four-in-hand is worth two in the bush, which, as you justly 
observe, no good wine needs. To handle the reins correctly, proceed as 
follows. Divide the sum-total of all the reins measured to a mtih- 


A Tip to Teetotallers. 


^ESiircE is g 0 (^-but not aloES m Drink I tiknm'b ^deT/^^Ti^litiddaie finger, taking care at the stlme time 

Good causes are not won, whate er yon think, ^ , off-leadin?-rein round yonr neck in a sailor’s knot. Add six: 

A ya^of Uipeor&?SSdI?-sshonlder8^ sahtrartyonrself from 

raise in air and send ns yonr doctor’s hill, for pnrposes of oomjpanwn. 

WiD serve -Who ’s "Who ?— (1) Mmnddbout Sammy w a very nronu^ hope. 

But B^ers of Intempe^ce sho^d not tear hy ^nm«eer, oat of LiiOe Joher. He vfas not hred in France, for. 

Passions to rags— nor Banners . thongh there is a Parisian accent ahont_some of his neijghs, theM is a 

■ distinctly British look ahont his nose. He is_a trifle cobby, no doubt 

Thb Times of April 12 says “ The Kachin (or Katchin) rising is bat he is a capital feeder, and should go well in a double h^ess, ynth 
stated to be serious, and likely to spread.” Not to be wondered at, 84 ’Pommery, his constant stable oompajupn. (2. ) Peat Moss 
as it’s “Katohin.” is not generally wed for soup, or table dewratipns. (3.) The 

— appearance you refer to is probably ruhinosu hrandigvmata. It is 
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UTs^CLE TOBY AND WIDOW WADMxAN. 


(Modben Ulster Yersion.) 

A Frag7nen£ after the Fashion of Stems, 

Uncle Tuhy .... Mr. J-hn B-LL. 


Widow Wadman 


Mis, Ulst-s. 


“ I AM lialf distracted, Capfain'’ Shindy,” said Mrs. Wadman, 
holding up her cambric handkerchief to her left eye, as sLe 
approached the door of my Uncle Toby’s Sentry-Box— “ a mote» or 
sand, or small liy, or something, I know not what, has got into this 
eye of mine. The G-ardener declares it is one of those Green Flies 
which are the pest of this Distressful Country. I refuse to belieye 
that. There never was, never will, never can, never shall be any 
Gretn in my eye. But whatever it is, mote or beam, it is awfully 
irritating. Do look into it ; it is not in the white, or perhaps I 
should say— for I am a brunette of olive complexion, you know— in 
the Yellow ” 


In saying which, Mrs. Wadman edged herself close in beside my 
Incle Toby, and s(iue6 zing herself down upon the corner of his 


bench, she gave him an opportunity of doing it without rising up 


Honest soul! Thou wast ever being adjured to “look into” 
things, all sorts of things, from Widow’s eyes to matters of far 
'mder scope, and infinitely less simplicity and clarity. And thou 
didst look into it with as much innoeency and simple good-will as 
ever child looked into a raree show-box. 

^ If man will be prying, of his own accord, into things of such 
ticklish and troublesome, not to say perilous nature — ^I’ve nothing 
to say to it. 

My Uncle Tobt never didj being naturally; of an unobservant and 
ea^-goingnature; and I will answer for him, that he would have 
sat quietly in his seat in that Sentry Box or the House from 
Pebrua^ to September (which you know were his favourite months 
^r serious Se^on) with an eve as fine and soft as the Thracian 
Bhodope’s, oi as threatening and commanding as that of Mars — even 


a hectoring fiery thrasonid Hibernian Mars — ^himfelf, without being 
able to tell whether it was a black or a blue one, or even a Green or 
a Yellow. 

The difficulty was to get my Uncle Toby to look into things at all. 

’Tis snrmounted. AndV — 

I see him yonder, with hi^pipe pendulous in his hsnd, and the ashes 
falling out of it, looking, and looking, then rubbing his eyes and 
looking agaiD, with twice the good-nature that ever Galileo looked 
for a spot iu the sun. 

lu vain I For by all the powers which animate the organ. Widow 
Wadman’s left eye shines this moment as lucid as her right. ’Tis 
true the unfortunate, and something irate lady— and what lady 
would not be irate at the charge of having anght of Green in her 
eye hath with her cambric handkerchief rubbed the sinister orb 
into a state of roseate irritation— externally — ^but there is neither 
mote, nor sand, nor dust, nor chaff, nor speck, nor fiy, — Green or 
otherwise— nor particle of solid opaque matter floating in it. ’Tis, 
indeed, pure optic illusion on the Widow’s part, illusion born, 
perchance, partly of fear, partly of pique. There is nothing, my 
dear paternal Uncle, hut one lambent, feverish tire, delicionsly 
attractive, even in its angry heat, fascinating even whilst phlogistic, 
shooting out from every part of it, in all directious, into thine 

If thou lookest, Uncle Toby, in search of this imaginary mote 

one moment longer— thou art undone. 

An eye is, for all the world, exactly like a cannon in this respect ; 
that it is not so much the eye or the cannon, in themselves, as it is 
the^ carriage of the eye — and the carriage of the cannon, by 
which both the one and the other are enabled to do so mnon 
execution. The Widow’s eye, owing mainly to the militant and 
menacing carriage thereof, looked as formidable as a whole park of 
artillery, ranged up to defend a final fortification, or, as it might be, 
Last Ditch of defence. Whether it were exactly as fierce or formid- 
able as it seemed — ^well, that was a question which my Uncle Toby 
had not yet fully “looked into” — as he was now doing into Widow 
Wadman’s left eye. 

“I protest, Madam.” said my Uncle Toby, “I can see nothing 
whatever in yonr eye I ” 
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UNCLE TOBY AND WIDOW WADMAN. 

(Modem Ulster Version. After 0. S. Leslie, It.A.'s cdehrtUed picture.) 

Mrs. Histee. “NOW, MR. BULL, DO YOU SEE ANY 'GREEN’ IN MY EYE?” 
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But tlds was not wliat the Widow wanted. I 

“It is not in the white, or -yellow,” said Mrs. WAnscAnr. My 
Uncle Toby looked with might and main into the pupiL 
Now there never, surely, was an eye so fitted to roh my Uncle 
Toby of his repose as the very eye at which he was lookin|r. It 
was not. Madam, a rolling eye, a dissatisfied or a revolutionary 
one— nor was it an eye wicked, wanton, or wandering— but it 
was an eye sparkling, petulant, and imperious, of high cffims, and 
large exactions— an eye full of brisk challenges and sharp responses, 
an eye of satisfied strength and confident ascendancy— speaking, not 
like the dulcet appeal of a mellow flute, but like the trumpet stop of 
some powerful paj^ organ. The cornea was perhaps a shade sallow 
or ^ so, even verging on the Widow’s favourite Yellow— (for the 
Widow, like some modern decorative artists, was sweet ujwn all 
tawny tints, from the most delicate bujf to the most flamboyant 
Orange)— but as to any touch, tint, or tone of her chromatic 
antipathy. Green 1 1 f 

“ Now, dear Mr. Shaot)Y,” cried the Widow, edging nearer, and 
opening the optic to its widest, “ tell me— teU me truly, do you, can 

you detect the slightest suspicion of Green in my eye ? ” 

I protest. Madam,” said my Uncle Toby, “ I can see nothing 
whatever of the sort I ” 

« « * * « * 


THE B. AND S. DRAWIA AT THE ADELPHl. 

“ Some one has blimdered I ” Vtho ? The Messrs. Gatxi, in send- 
ing to Messrs. BtrciitA;^A3i and Sms (“B. & S.”) for an Adelphi 
melodrama? Surely not! These two mi|ht have^been trusted to 
turn out the right article. So the Gattis A^ve the Court without a 

stain on their 
managerial cha- 
racter. There- 
fore, ^tis the 
brother- authors, 
“ hoi Adelphoi,’*^ 
who have blun- 
dered. Un- 
doubtedly. An 
Adelphi audience 
is not to be satis- 
fied with a one- 
scene piece,iWhen 
that scene is 
without, any in- 
cident in it worth 
a melodramatic 
father’s cuss. A 
fancy-dress ball 
atCk)ventGaxden, 
however well put 
on the stage, — 
and, after idL, it 
has not beaten 
the record of the 
Masked Ball at 
the Opera House 
in Paris, as given 
in Mr. Irvuto’s 
revival of The 
Corsican JBro^ 
thers^ — W^ not 
carry a piece of 
far stronger ca- 
libre than The Blach Domino, and it won’t carry this. Neither will 
a charming “ set,” representing the terrace of the “ Star and Garter,” 
at Richmond, carry a piece to a successful finale, if the audience 
has lost all interest in the characters, and does not very much care 
what becomes of any one of them, male or female. To the play- 
goer it is not attractive ; he has seen it all before. “ He knows that 
man and that woman,— they come from Sheffield; ” the persons 
and the incidents are taken out of a lot of dramas which dwell in 
his memory, from. Boucicatilt’s Formosa at Drury Lane, up to 
Oscar’s Lady Windermere^ s Fan at the St. James’s. Of course, 
my imaginary play-goer is the Bill of the play, who has “ matured,” 
and is not a junior member of the Play-goer’s Club. Then, in the 
old blind German, there is a touch of Tom Tayloe's Helping Hands, 
and, as for all the rest of the characters, well, they can be found 
in the common stock-pot of the melodramatic authors of the last 
half-century, for, like Sttakspeare himself, these wicked lawyers 
and gamblers— the aiders and a-betters— are “not for an age” 
(would they were, and that age passed !) “ but for all time 1 ” 
Nothing saves the piece from being absolutely dull, except the 
admirable acting, and, I may add, the scenery. It is impossible to 
count upon renewing such effects as those in Formosa, The Flaying 


Scud, and in the Prodigal Daughter at Dn^ Lane, wherein the 
wrong horse was poison^ (in a really dramatic scene), and LEOWARn 
Boyktb, riding the winner, cleared the brook, thus causing part-author 
Deumolaitus to clear- any amount of money. There are no two 
exciting scenes like these in this Adelphi drama. Its comic relief 
is “poor relief,” and would go for nothing at all, were it not in the 
hands of Mr. Dale, who played and sang so well in Miss Decima at 
the Criterion, and of the vivacious Miss Clara Jecks. 

Mr. W. Dennis, as 
the Earl of Arlington, 
is own brother to the 
old Peer in TheBauble 
Shojo, Perhaps this is 
a tribute to the repre- 
sentative of the aristo- 
cracy at the Criterion, 
or it indicates with 
great subtlety that, like 
Members of Parlia- 
ment, “ Peers are, after 
all, human— very hu- 
man,” and that one old 
Peer is tmeommonly 
like another old Peer. 

Miss Evelyn Millard, 
as the soprano heroine, 
and Mrs. Patrick 
Campbell as the base 
heroine, look handsome, 
and act excellently. 

They take the audience 
with them as far as the 
audience will go. As 
good as they possibly 
can be in such conven- 
tional puppet-parts are 
Messrs. Glenny and 
Abingdon, the first as 
thewell-intentionedbut 
weak* willed LordDash- 
wood, and the second 
as that old-fashioned 
scoundrel. Captain 
Greville* Mr. Arthur Goon Old Melodrama Modernised. 
WlLll^S^rather sng- Glenny JDashwood (to Captain Abingdon 

gests Mr. Blakeley as Gfeville'^, “Liar and slaye I ’’ 
the oily, scoundrelly ' IStnkeshim. They JigU with JUts, 

lawyer, Joshua Hony-~ 

bun ; and Mr. Le Hay gives variety to the entertainment (which 
is his special line) in the entirely new and original character part of 
an Irish Major, with nothing particularly humorous to say, and 
nothing at all, humorous, or otherwise, to do. 

^metbing new in Melodrama is wanted, and Melodrama “ all of 
the modern time ” is played out, unless a genius can hit ou a new 
sensation. The Adelphi piece, however, has its advantages, and 
among these its chiefest is, that it necessitates the taking of light 
refreshment immediately afterwards. Fortunately, the Adelphi is 
close to our old friend Rule’s in Maiden Lane, and for this 
heritable shelter our party made in haste ; ^ and, before the 
I arrrv’al of the crowd of supper-numeraries, gained a table, on 
which were soon placed appetising and drinkatising oysters, fol- 
lowed by the grateful stout. “ Pretty to see,” as Pjpys hath 
it, at the very next table to us, the good hero of the drama 
welcoming the double-dyed villain, chidmg him for being a few 
minutes late, and then drowning all past dwanatic animosities in the 
flowing bowl. “See how these players love one another!” So 
have I seen politicians, ’mortal enemies in the House, hob-nobbing 
together at the dinner-table of some hospitable Impartial. “ And 
thus it is,” said I to myself, said I, “that * all the world ’s a 
stage, and men and women’ like to have supper after the play mid 
enjoy themselves generally.” So philosophising, we, my companion 
and I, lighted the pipe of peace— I should say a cigar a-piece^ 
and returned home satisfied, with our excellent supper. Yioe 
Batiiss ! Britannia rules the waves, and this is the last month for 
oysters rill the arrival of another month with an “r” in it; hut, 
en attendant, there will appear some very small, very sweet, and very 
digestible lobsters ! - “ Xa jeu ne vaut pas la chandelle f ” But an 
indifferent play is well worth a first-rate supper, which may be a 
shell-fish view, hut at all eveuts, if (like the jest) it be “apoor thing,” 
yet ’tis mine own (for the time beiug), and thereto I sign my hand, 
Private Box. 


Sir John Gilbert, R.A,, has given his pictures to Liverpool to 
be arranged in “The Walker Gallery.” This is rather like saying 
“Walker” to any Gallery, London. Great opportunity for adver- 
tisement to J. L. T. of T*^lb’s Theatre. 






ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTBACTEB FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. 

Some of Commons^ Monday , 10, — “Qtiite lefresMng,” 

murmured Gkaj^dolph, looking round at the Party, to which, as he 
said at Liverpool the other day, he is thoroughly attached, “to see 
how good Conservatives enjoy OKAMBELAUff’s Speech. They are as 
jubilant now as they were a few years ago, when 1 attacked Joseph 
in connection with Aston-Park Eiots. A topsy-turvy world ; most 
of us where we never thought to find ourselves, or he found ; oddest 
of all, surely, is to hfar Chambeblaih of Birmingham enthu- 
siastically cheered in House of Commons by great Conservative 
Party. They mean it, too,’' Geaedolph added, still scanning 
the beaming faces on the Benches behind. “It is almost an 
intellectual delight to them.” 

“Yes,” said Plujsket, “they are acutely pleased to hear so 
smartly said what they think they thought.” 

Truly a stirring of the sluggish pwl during hour and half that 
Chambeblajh stepped in. Speech full of bitterness; effect im- 
measurably increased by perfect equability of maimer,^ and the 
utterance of a voice ever sott and low— a beautiful thing in a man 
who says nasty things of parted friends. If one stone deaf had 
sat in Gallery and watched Joseph, as he gracefully bent over 
towards Treasury Bench, whereon sat his one-time revered Leader 
and the still faithful band of followers, he would naturally have I 
imagined Joseph was complimenting him and them upon the: 
perfectness of their measure, and the prospect of the Irish wilderness, 
under its beneficent infiuence, blossoming like the rose. Deaf man 
would have been mistaken; Joseph saying nothing of the kind; 
indeed, quite the reverse, as deaf man, turning his eyes on Mr. G., 
would begin to suspect. 

Wide differences between Mr. G. and J. C. ; none so marked as 
their demeanour throughout debate. The wilder the storm of in- 
terruption rstges round Joseph, the more urbane he becomes, and 
the more dangerous. Mr. G., standing on the commanding eminence 
he has built for himself in the House of Commons, is the sport of 
most inconsiderable Member. Anyone, with whatever bungling hand, 
^ “ draw ” him. To-night, wmlst J oseph smiled his way through 
aE the ^tefnl things he had stored up for gratification of old 
I Idlaids, Mr. G. sat restless, with clouded brow, face pale with anger, 


every now and then springing up with hot correction. Which was 
just what Joseph wanted to achieve. 

Bminess done , — Third Day Debate on Second Heading Home-Hule 
Bill. 

rweaduy. — Ellis Ashhead - Bahtlett (Knight) back again. 
“He’s Knight and Morning,” said leal Tom Suthbelahd, of the 
P. & 0., looking on admiringly from the starboard poop. In a sense 
this is true, for Ashmead gave us a full hour's discourse last night, 
and here in broad day, on threshold of another sitting, proposes to add 
another forty minutes. PEi 2 fCE Aethuh had quite a time with him 
last night. He was, so to speak, the Boy left on the Burning Deck 
whence all but he Had Fled. Eight Hon. Gentlemen on Front Oppo- 
sition Bench, following example set in other parts of House, cleared 
out when Ashmeajo appeared at table with prodigious roll of 
manuscript in red right hand. Pbh^^ce Ahthuh looked wistfully 
towards uoor, but, remembering leading precept of Old Mokalitt, 
determined to stay, and do duty to duEEH and Country. So sat it 
; out till midnight struck ; Debate automatically closed, and Speaxbe 
called on next Order of the Day. 

Ashmead, pleased with his success, and pondering on fresh 
delights in store for House when it met again, remained standing at 
table, relieetively arranging his papers. Horrible thought rad- 
■ denly struck him; froze his veins, and paled his brow. With 
* generous desire that country should fully share^ advantages of 
\ House, he had his speech printed in advance. Copies sent to news- 
) papers. Suppose they printed it all, whereas he had not found 
opportunity to deliver more than half of it ! Awakened from reverie 
I by violent tuzging at coat-tails. This was Pehtce Akthtje, signalling 
; him to sit down, with perhaps unnecessary vigour. But Phihce 
^ Arthur had a long score (fully an hour long) to pay off. 

Great speech finished at to-day’s sitting ; another hour saw it 
3 through. “ I think I had my hour last night,’" said Prince Arthur, 
. as, on rising of his esteemed colleague, he hastily passed out. 
I Example again contagious ; Benches emptied ; but Ellis Ashmead 
5 pounded along. There was the speech reproachfully facing him in 
f its portentous-printed length ; must be reeled off, though the glass 
, root fell. Did it- at last; sat down, fiushed, and ^iumphant. 
1 Members, warily assuring themselves speech really finished, began 
I to stream back again, till all the Benches filled to hear Davitt. 
, Excellent speech; full of human nature; illumined by gleams of 
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grim humoor ; better if it had been shorter by a third ; but quaUty | Tm^ a sWking epis^e. delivered oration <« Home- 

soi^ood, that douse, now crowded, sat it all out. long. Sad sat up nigM and day with 

‘‘Curious to think,” said the Soitibe of Malwood, who just now it, pohshing its rotund periods,^ till, as Prince Arthur whispers, 
y- ’ t “ +I10+ o -Ffi-or Troo-re “r!TTAT>T.Tv. 0 * 371110 * uBOTi their suTiace. sRW ROt Jiiinseii. but 



has unusuaHj fuU opportunities for reflection, “that a few years] “CpPLiN, gazing upon their surface, ^saw not himself, but, 

Demosthenes.” Fortune fayoured him in opportunity. Member 
for Sunderland had secured privilege of resuming Debate after 
Q,uestions. Kesolved to make long Storey short, he sacrificed his 
position. Chaplin nimbly stepped in, and reasonably looked for- 
ward to crowning epoch in shining Parliamentary career. To 
open or resume Debate between four and five in afternoon is‘a 
prized opportunity; accident had placed it within Chaplin’s 
grasp ; the hour had struck, and here, at the table, was the Man. 

Alack, for the instability of human prospects ! When the House, 
fairly full, beheld the sunny presence at the table, watched it pro- 
duce the vaporous folds of manuscript, noted the shrug of satis- 
faction with which it set about it§. self-appointed task, it folded 
its tent like the Arab, and, though not as silently, stole away. 
Trundled and bundled out, with ostentations indifierence to great 
orator, the fund of information he had garnered, the counsel with 
which he was charged. Chaplin had brought statesmanship and 
^ literature of Europe into review, picking out from encyclopaedic 
tr stores testimony to destrviction of Mr. Gr.’s pet scheme. The very 

ago Davitt was working out the Irish Question with a rope over his the Sage op Queen Anne’s Cate with bland deferential inquiry — 
shoulder, dragging a cart of stones through the court-yard of one of “I beg the Right Hon. Centleman’s pardon, I did not catch the 
Her Majesty’s prisons. Ho one, casually coming across him at name. Was it M. Apollinaris ? ” 

Portland, would have ventured to forecast the hour when, standing 
up, the centre of interest in an applauding House of Commons, he 
should have had an opportunity of reasoning with the only 
occasionally Dum Barton, warning him against the practice of 
treason-felony, and reminding him that the pathway to the Bench 
does not lie by way of the dock. Ho parallel in politics to the Irish 
Question. Some of us have our earlier studies interrupted hy a 
sentence of imprisonment ; others, I daresay, will, later on, find in 
similar chaste repose opportunity of reviewing our connection 
with it.” 

Involuntarily the eye of the Creat Philosopher rested on the 





Mr. D-v-tt says mo British Bill can pass -while the Irish Bill blocks the way. 

gn^ful figure of Piotoe Arthur, whose speech at Belfast, on the 
PhEcsophy of Eebellicn, Daviti just now cited in justification of 
the overt acts that led him to Portland. 

Bmineu -Fourth Hight Home-Rule Debate. 

Thtrsday,^*^ In spite of all temptation, I have hitherto remained 
a Member of House of Commons,” Chaplin said to me just now. 
“ I might hy this time, had I pleased, been a Duke, and my most 
nmcrupulous detractor will not deny that is a position I could fill 
with pictorial efiect ; but I ’ve stuck to the Commons, and this is 
my reward.’ 


JZ. L ~ b - ch^re {thinMng of Wohh D \ se » tal)lishmmty mlcs Mr , 

“Bid you say * Mr. Ap Olhnaris ? ’ ” 

Chaplin stared haughtily over Sage’s head, and went on. So did 
fragments of audience, the latter towards the door, till, almost in 
solitude, there roRed forth the treasured peroration. This had, but 
worse followed, when immediately succeeded an obscure Irishman, 
whom Chaplin vaguely remembers a few years hack as a Committee 
Clerk, or something of that kind. Benches swiftly filled np, and an 
assembly that vaunts itself most crirical audience in the world 
followed, with rapt attention, the simple sentences of obscure John 
Redmond, Ex-Committee Clerk— this same audience that had scorn- 
fully treated the portentous periods of the Right Hon. Henry 
CHAPL pr, sometime Cabinet Minister. 

Business done , — Fifth Hight’ s Debate. 

Fnday.— Prince Arthur, ennmerating Statesmen anxious to 
speak in Debate, doling them out at the rate of one a day, omitted 
Cousin Cranborne. Doubtless accidental; Hoble Lord has his 
revenge ; worked off his speech to-night whilst Asquith addressing 
House. Consisted of only smgle word; effect instantaneous, startling. 
Into Asquith’s fervent enlogium on Davitt, Cranborne dropp^ 
the additional description, “ Murderer.” Was only thinking aloud 
as he explained to House ; just talking genially to himseK ; regretted 
he was overheard, and begged to apologise. 

“ It ’s the principle of . heredity,” said Tim Hbaly ; “the father 
I calls ns all Hottentot ; the son accuses one of us of murder.” 

! Business done , — Sixth Hight’s Debate on Home-Rule Bill. 
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WHAT OUR ARTIST (THE VERY SHY ONE) HAS TO PUT UP WITH. 

Affdbh Straviger, ‘‘ITllo, Mister, there you are! I SAr^ tha.t 
WAS A Racy Bit yott gave tjs last week, about the *Gat and 
THE Fiddle * ! Quite in your Old Form, eh 1 ” 

{Digs Mm in tks ribs with Ms Umbrella, 
Owr Artist, “You're very kind, but— a — I— A— I fear I 

haven’t the pleasure of tour Acquaintance — a ” 

Affable Stranger, “ Hoity-toity me ! How frovb we are this 
Morning 1 ” [Gives Mm another dig^ and exit. 


STRAY THOUGHTS ON PLAY- WRITING. 

From the Common-place Booh of The O* Wtlde . — ^The play ? OB, 
the play be zephyr’d I The play is not the thing. In other words, 
the play is nothing. Point is to prepare immense assortment of 
entirely irrelevant epiiframs. “Epigram, my dear Duke, is the 
refuge of the dullard, who imagines that he obtains truth by invert- 
ing a truism.’’ That sounds well ; must lay it by for use. Take 
** Virtue,” for instance. “Virtue” offers a fine field for paradox, 
brought strictly up to date. M ust j ot do wn stray thoughts. (G-uod idea 
in the expression “ Stray Thoughts.” Will think over it, and work it 
np either for impromptu or future play ) Here are a few examples : — 

(1) Be virtuous, and you will he a County Councillor. 

(2) Nothing is so dull as a life of virtue — except a career of vice, 

(3) “ Virtue, my dear Lady Chillingham, is the weakness of the 
masses, acting under the force of their circumstances.’^ 

14) Virtue, no doubt, is a necessity ; hut, to be necessary, is the 
first step to abolition, 

(5) If you wish to become virtuous, you have only to he 
found out. 

16) There is nothing a man resents so much as the imputation 
of virtue. 

(7) Virtue, my dear Horace, is a quality we inculcate upon our 
wives mainly by a lack of example. 

(8) 1 want to be rich merely in order to have the chance of over- 
coming the difficulties in the way of being virtuous. Virtue on a ' 
■pound a week is so easy as to repel all hut the indolent and worthless. 


So much for Virtue. Eepentance may be treated according to the 
same formula. 

U) M? dear hoy, never repent. Repentanoe leads inevitably to 
-e^tition. 

(2) Repentance is like a secret. If you keep^ it to yourseK it 
OSes all interest. Nobodv can repent on a desert island. 

(3) To repent is to have been unsuccessful. 

(4) Not to be repentant is never to have enjoyed. 

l5) Repentance in a roan means nothing more than an intention to 
change his methods; in a woman it is a last tribute to an expiring 
reputation. 

Having finished these examples, I will put down a few notions for 
general use. 

(1) Necessity knows no law, and therefore has to learn. 

(2) Everything comes to the man who is waited upon. 

(3) The later the bird the better for the worm. 

(4) It is never too late to— dine. 

There vou have the whole secret. Be fearfully cynical, dreadfully 
hold, delightfully wicked, and carefully unconventional ; let paradox 
and epigram flow in copious streams from your pen. Throw in a 
few a^i^toc^ats with a plentiful flavouring of vices novelistically 
associated with wicked Baronets. Add an occasional smoking-room 
—{Mem “ Everything ends in smoke, my dear boy, exempt the cigars 
of our host.” tJse this when ho^t is a jMzrreww unacquainted with 
the mvsteries of brands) — shred into the mixture a wronged woman, 
a dull wife, and, if pessible, one well tried and tested “situation,” 
then set the whole to simmer for three hours at the Haymarket. 
The result will he-^ — But to predict a result is to prophesy, and to 
prophesy is to know*. (N.B.— Work up this rough material. It wiR 
come right, and sound well when polished up.) 


BY GEORGE! 

A Correspondent of the Daily Telegraph suggests that, as the 
Scotch keep up St. Andrew’s Day, and the Iri^h St, Patri(*k’s, the 
English should also have a national fete on St. George's Day, the 
23rd of April. Why not have the 23ra as St. Georgr’s Day, and the 
24th as the Dragon’s Day ? We ought to Remember the Dragon ” 
— say, by depositing wreaths before the Temple Bir specimen. 
A Dragon’s Day would be a most useful National Institution. The 
object would not be to exalt the beast, but to celebrate our own 
(and George’s) triumph over it. Everybody has his own private 
Dragon, and some people have public ones as well. For example. 
Sir WupETD Lawson, in laying down his wreath, would be com- 
memorating the introduction of the Veto Bill; Mr. Gladstone 
would be slaying (in spirit) the Leader of the Opposition in the 
House of Lords, who is evidently the “Dragon of the Prime 
(Minister) ” referred to by Tennyson ; Lord Cranborre would be 
Mr. Davitt’s Dragon, and so on. The fun would be that nobody 
would be expected to say what Dragon he meant. If a law were 
passed establishing such a festivity, perhaps it would he denounced 
as too Dragonio ” I 


OUE BOOKING-OmOE. 

Poet William Watson’s Excursions in Criticism are cheap 
Excursions. He himself describes them as “ Prose Recreations of a 
Rhymer.” Prosy” would have been the truer epithet. The 
meeting of an Interviewer with Dr. 
Johnson is the best, and it is also the 
last. Poet Watson s criticism of Tess of 
the jy Ut hevilles,, his E'«?ay on Ibsen’S 
Plays, and another on GijORGE Mere- 
dith:, may have been recreations to the 
writer, but, like most of the other papers 
in this volume, they will nevt-r be so 
considered by the lightheaded and un- 
biassed reader. What is recreation to 
William Wat? on is hoiedom to the 
Baron, and. as the latter is inclined to 
think, to the majority of such of the 
public ,as may attempt the perusal of 
W. W.’s recreations. LetW. W.make 
no more cheap excursions in criticism, 

Going to th®Bookmg-Offioe. —excepting, of- courM. for his own 
* ® private amusement, with which no one 

has a right to interfere, — hut let him “thank the gods he is 
poetical,” and so let him remain. His second best Essay, is on 
The Punishment of Genius, in which he advocates the post-mortem 
destruction of everv scrap of composition, which its author had 
never intended for the public eye. 



“We’ve had no rain to speak of for some weeks,” observed Mrs. 
R. ; “ and, if this goes on. I heard some scientific gentlemen say, 
the otheY day, we ought to have the land iiritated by nydras.” 


VOL CTY. 
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^ enignmtio ipiotare ! Yet, indeed, I Woman, witli angel-wings, andmonmfulfaoe, | What are the Tisions those fixed eyes survey ? 

in eurr^t GfuUic light not hard to read. | What are the plans those lislless fingers trace r I The W ar-dog fierce lies couehant in your way, 
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The instruments of Art are scattered round. 
Mistress of charm^ in form, in tint, m sound, 
Of engineering' might, mechanic skill, 


“ But we have heard of you,” they cried, j 
‘Yes. we have.” . -n I 

“We are all shareholders in the^ Bub ole i 


^ tt>” .pill 

'Whn xrm TtPVfiT on an alien anest. asked the Hon. Crcesus. ‘‘ Y ery sorry to hear 


guest, 

Who quits you never on an alien quest. 

But what that mystic prism shadows forth 
Hath menace which auxiliar from the Iforth 

May scarce avert. ^ The — 

scales of Justice tilt 
Something askew. The 
curse of high - placed \ 

guilt , \\ 

Is on you, if the warning \\ 

tocsin’s kneU, \ \ 

Clanging forth fiercely, \\ 

hath not force to tell / .. v 

The hearer that Fate’shour- 
glass fast runs out. 

That spe ctral Comet fiames, 
beset about 

With miasmatic mist, and 
lurid fume. 

Conquering Corruption 
threatens hideous doom. 

Yet, yet theBowof Promise 
gleams above, 

Herald of Hope to her ^ 

whom all men mark and 
love ! 


CREDIT WITHOUT CASH. 

The Hon. Cbcesxjs Cash 
was greatly annoyed that 
so many people should have 
been amnitted tohislibrary. 
He bitterly reproached ms 
valet for this dereliction of 
dnty. 

“ Beg your pardon, Sir,” 
said his servemt, “ but they 
would come in. They said 
they must see you— that 
their lives depended on 
it.” 

“What have I to do 
with their lives ? ” growled 
the Hon. Cbcestjs. And 
then he added, as he en- 
tered his sanctum, “ How, 
Ladies and Gentlemen, 
what do you want? My 
time ^s precious, and I can’t 
waste it upon strangers.” 

“My dear Sir, my very 
dear Sir,” cried in trem- 
bling accents an old parson 
in a thread-bare coat, “I 
have a wife and fanuly, 
and we are really starv- 
ing.” 

“Ditto, Sir, ditto! ” ob- 
served an elderly soldier 


of your misfortunes, but I don’t see how J. 
come in,” 1 


the expense of their edu- • x *17 ^ 

cation,” so said an elderly dame in shabby “Why you, Sir,” exclaim^ the ex-officer ; a walking tour in Egyp.iro 

mourning. “ you, Sir, were one of the officials ! ” Cairo and hack again, descnhes himselt as a 

“But how can I help you?” asked the “Pardon me. Sir, I was nothing of the “Calropedist,” 

. Hon, Ckcesus. “What has brought you to sort. I have nothing whatever to do placefor Members of that prof essimi to prosper, 
this pass?” with the Syndicate. I was merely a as “ Com i n Egypt is proverbial . 

“Why, you, Sir,” returned the ex-officer. Director.” xr ^ t 

“You, Sir I” And when the defrauded shareholders found The Premier at -the Hatmark:^ Iast 

“Come,” said the Hon. CecesTTS, waxing out that he was only’^Aa^, they went away Wednesdat,— T his does not mean that Mr. 
angry, “I advise you to he careful of the complaining, hut convinced they would be Gladstone visited this theatre, but simply 
prortsions of the Libel and Slander Act. You afforded by him no relief. And they were that Mr. Tree produc ed a new piece, _\nutt0n 
accuse jue of bringing you to poverty I Why, right, for the Hon. Cecesxts (who was old- by the O’ Wilde, ‘Whatever he its merit 
I have never seen any of you in my life— fashioned in his ways) acted strictly according or want of merit,” says Joseph Miller, O.C., 
never even heard of you ! ” to precedent. ' Wilde can’t be tame,’ 



THE PRIVATE VIEW. 

{By a Visitor, Small hvi not Early , ) 

Irony about this Yiew 

Is, I fear, more true than new, 

Still the crowd ’s a great ’un; 

Heads and, bodies hide from me 
Pictures that I wish to see ; 

Smooth, fair maids by Leighton ; 

If I seek a work by Wells, 

Can I see through beaux 
and belles f 

— I can but survey ’em. 

Hid the masterpiece of 
Brock 

s-V By some girl’s wide- 

, \ shouldered frock, 

. ' the bulls of Graham, 

K \ f . "*/ If Riy eyes seek breezy 
^ A Ai Hooks, [my looks ; 

VvWHjif?// Sooks and eyes obstruct 
reader 1 

g Cobdt Cornish seas by 

Sid by chignons in a net, 
Likewise views by 
Leader! 

See, instead of groups by 
Crowe, [row ; 

Coats, black like him, in a 
^ Also, quite as thick, see 

Backs, not sculptured ones 
by Bates, [pates 
Hide the pretty pinkish 
I^^® to ^ death by 

If I strive to see a Sant, 

/ large neighbours make 

i For they pushso coarsely; 

^ the evergreens of Stone, 

Then they nip my f unny- 

And I lose what Horsley 

Drapes so decently— the 
Marks 

Are on me ; these tall young 
Squeeze enough to kill a 
Little man, who sees no 
Watts [pots, 

Past their lofty chimney- 
1 ^ ^ Hor a single Millais. 

' Good Start eor the 

Academical Year.— Mr. 
HI StanhopeFoebes, A.R.A., 
is a clever Painter, as 
everyone knows, but he is 
cleverer than was thought, 
as he has sold his Academy 
Picture to the Manches- 


makmg OM> Keefer (to Kew Memler). » ’Xcttsb me, Sir, but, brih’ x Stbanqer, 


™ ,™ — "—•-J __ gpRig mayhap YEE MAYN’T HA’ NOTICED AS HOW THIS HERB LITTLE BiT gUmOM. StAUHOPEFoBBM 

whohadeTidentlybeenan " wiU change his name to 

T am <1 xriflnw O'BuXligan (who has had tad sport). “Shure petyatb is it ye sat, Kod- STAN’UP-F(m- your- Price 

and Wru Faith an’ I’m thinhin’ the whole Strame ’s pretty Priyate, eor Forres, A. E. A. 

^MdrTLSrM S“ViL A Fish is there in it at all at all, ’oept Wan, an’ he’s in my — 

as I can no longer afiord Basket !” From^One of 


From OaSE op the Wise 
Men in the East.— A 



AUES Oir THEi 
LEA. ' 

Aia— “ The Bells of j 
Shandonf j 

before the Committee of ; 
the Counry Goaneil 
General Powers Bill, 
pat in a claim, on behalf , 
of the New Biver and 
other Companies, that I 
the water of the Biver , 
Lea is the absolute pro- j 
perty of the Coinpa- 1 
niee ! " ; 

JDaily Chronicle,'] 

Is it, by thunder ? j 
With solemn wonder ; 
I ’ll often think of ! 
That sounding 
claim ; 

And oft rem#^mber 
How Mister Pember 
( jSe’s a “hot mem- 
ber” !) 

Put in the same. 

On this I ponder : 
Where’er 1 wander, 
“From here to 
yonder,” 

T ’m sure to see. 
Whatever I stand on, 
Wealth lays its hand 
on. 

As on the water 
Of the Riyer Lea. 

I Vehadonemontbf ul, 
But, though of drouth 
full, ' ! 

I trust I ’ll never 
Another swallow. 

I ve tried the tide 
Of Thames, Midway, 
Clyde, [water, 
But unstrained Lea- 
It licks ’em hollow. 

I know that river 
Set me a-shiver, 

TJpset my liver, 

And m^e me ill, 

W hen, on it puntmar, 
Some cads, sport- 
hunting, l 

Driving into me, 

Cave me a spill. 

My memory, dwelling 
On that ill- smelling 
And muddy throatiul 
Revolts. Ah me ! 
That awful vision 1 
That dread collision 
, With^the rowdy hcat- 

On the River Leal 




TherewHlbeashindy; ] 
And you’ll find it— 

I windy [summit, * 
I Upon Proputty ’s ” 
If you do not mind. 

On that peak you’d 
plant ’em, [tarn, 
Tour claws, hold Ban- 
But I J^py a phantom 
Which you may not 
see, [slightly, 
Which may scare you 
Should you grip too 
tightly 

The unpleasant waters 
Of the Rivtr Lea ! 


I But, goodness gra- 
I clous! WHICH 

If river spacious 

By Co.’s owdacious, 

Can thus be claimed, 

I have a notion 
The wide blue ocean 
As “ absolute property” 

May soon be named. 

Who need be caring 
For the Sea of Behring ? 

We shall have them sharing 
The broad Atlantic, 
Whilst the Bay of Biscay 
( Like a keg of whiskey) 

Will be shared and lotted 
By financiers frantic I 


TOO BAD TO BE 
TRUE. 

At a meeting of the 
London Diocesan Con- 
lerence, a Reverend 
gentleman is reported 
to have declared his 
belief that, “for one^ 
man drawn from the 
Public-house by the 
j opening of the Mu- 
I seums on Sunday, 

I there were ten persons 
drawn from their at- 
tendance at Church I.” 
Mr. JBunch fancies 
these are rathey sup-- 
pobititious statistics. 
Does the Reverend 
gentleman quite see 
what his hasty state- 
ment involves Y KSjr 
slight must" he , me 
attractions of CJhhrch. 
* —his Church at least 
—to a large proportion 
eveuof those who ds 
now attend Y Rivalry, 
between Museum and 
Gin-palace one nan 
Contemplate hope- 
fully. But if the real 
rivalry is to be 
Museum and Churchy 
with such results as 
this rather pessknistio 
paraon predicts,, the 
look-out seems rather 
dismal — for the 
Church! Surely this 
is the highest compli-^ 
mentto secular attrac- 
tions ever paid by a 
cleric ! Mr, Punch 
hopes— and believes — 
it is as ill-deserved 

James. “Yoxt’ll exottse mb, Sir, but I wished to ha.sk you if tott cottld spare eshigh. 

ME for a Hour or Two to-morrer morhih’?*’ Employer, “What’s it for, James?” ====== 

Jarrm. “Well, Sir, I wish to ooitsult a Dehtis’. I ’aye a ’ollow Tooth ’ere, ododtimp sii-'Wcoo 

WHICH GIVES ME HAWBTTIi PAIN; AN' IT ’S ONLY WITH GREAT HEFFORT THAT I CAN MANAGE orullllNu An^lltno. 

TO Domesticate mv Foonl” POTJLTRy. 


0 sublime monopolist 
You’re truly top o’ list! 
Where toill you stop? Oh, 
list, 

One word from me I 
Too big claims abandon ; 

You may lay your hand on 
The unpleasant waters 
^ Of the muddy Lea, 

B^t in every quarter 
(H Earth, iar, Watey, 

If too strong ydu “eome it” 
(As you seem inclined). 


i ONLY WITH GREAT HEFFORT THAT I CAN MANAGE orwIlllWw AnjIltllO, 

POTJLTRy. 

— Otjack. — ^T he game 

of Ducks and Drakes was played originally by NoaH, after the sub- i 
sidenoe of the Flood. We hear of it again in the Chronicles of 
Oh, CoENELTUS Longibovus Mendax, who relates that it solaced the last 
hours of ArtaXerxes when he lay on his death- bed in the desert of 
Sahaw, and called in vain for his third wife, Psammetica. who was 
at that moment gathering mushrooms iu the garden of the Royal 
L Palace at Persepolis. i 

Chaff-cutter.— To make Dodo’s eggs, take a solution of ext. 
iurp. rutifolia, and boil for two hours. Then simmer on a slow fire, 
add two pinches of salt, and the hard part of a bullock’s hide. Pass 
through a common sieve, and hatch out under a tame Pterodactyl. 
GARDEY.— Venditus Iterum.— The bark of the dog-rose is i 
;’’ naturally worse than the Bight of Benin. The one you sent us had 
id), no dew-claws. Q^uite right ; it has had its day. So has Martin. 1 
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“ECCLESIASTICAL INTELLIGENCE/' 


Under this heading the Times, some days ago, i^ormed us that a 
eertain set of Oxford Dons had met together in. order to make 
arrangements for the establishment in the UniTersity of a couple 
of hrst-class Evangelical Clergymen, possessing ‘‘special gifts,” 
to whom such Undergraduates as might be piously inclined could 

go for instruction and good 
counsel. It was stated, in their 
sketch of a prospectus of this 
scheme, that these two grave 
and reverend G-entlemen are to 
he “accessible at all times.” 
This is excellent. Also, ‘‘ they 
will be given to hospitality,’ 
which is still more excellent, 
and let us hope that in return, 
hospitality will be given to them, 
hut It is difficult to combine 
“ accessibility at all times ” with 
perpetual festivities. Eor how 
would it suit either of these 
well - intentioned Clergymen, 
after the hospitalities of an 
ordinary day, commencing with University Breakfast, going on to 
University Lunch, thence to University Tea, then dinner, wine, and, 
finally, supper, to be accessible to anyone who chose to ring them up 
during the small hours to ask for “ counsel and advice so judicious 
and so sound”? Yery “special” indeed would have to be the 
“gifts” of the two always-hospitahle and ever-aceessible Clergy- 
men, who would undertake the mission; and, among their most 
essential special qualifications, would have to be, first, the capacity 
for taki% any amount of everything without bein» in the least the 
worse for it, smd, secondly, the capacity of perpetual wakefulness and 
clear-headedness, without the extraneous and artificial application 
of wet towels round the head. Men with such special gitts are, 
indeed, rare ; nay, they are demi-gods. But, if such men are to be 
found, no matter at what cost, we sincerely wish they (the originators 
oi this scheme) may get them. 

♦ MIXED NOTIONS. 



No. IX.— PARISH COUNCILS. 

^ {Scene and P&rsons as usual,) 

Inquirer {to himself, as he reads Ms paper), YTell, I’m dashed! 
What the blue bl^es does all this stuff mean P 

First Well-Informed Man (to Second W. I. M., in a tone of 
pitying good- humour, mixed with conscious superiority). He ’s got 
started on his usual morning puzzle. 

Inquirer [with asperity). Oh, it’s all very well for you two chaps 
to sneer. You’re both older than I am, and, as you ’ve been about 
morf , you ought to know more. Anyhow, I like to find out about 
things, and, when I don’t know, I ask those who do. 

First W, I M. {not unhindly). Well, well, nevermind all that. 
You know I don’t mind telling you anything. I really didn’t mean 
to sneer. What ’s y our difficulty ? 

Inquirer, It ’s all about this Parish Councils BiU, 

FirU W, L M, What about it ? 

Inquirer (hopelessly). What does it mean? What xs a Parish. 
Councils Bill? 

First W, L M, Oh, weU, yon know, a Parish Councils BiU is 

well, it ’s a Bill for giving Parish Councils. 

Inquirer, Yes -hut whom are they going to give them to P 

First ^ W, L M. Why, to the Parishes, of course. 

Inquirer, Ah! (Continues reading, A puzzled frown settles on 
his face ) But why can’t the Parishes make their own Councils, 
without all this fuss in Parliament? Couldn’t every Parish 
simply say, “I’m going to have a Council,” and just start it straight 
away ? 

First W, I, M, My dear fellow, you know nothing can he done 
without an Act of Parliament. 

Inquirer, But they call this a Bill, not an Act. 

Firht 7F, L M. It ’s only another way of saying the same thing. 
A BiU or an Act— it ’s aU one. 

Second W, L M, JSTo, it isn’t. 

First W, L M, I ’ll lay you a couter it is. 

Second W, I, Done! 

, Well, what do you (withering emphasis) say is 

the difference ? 

Second W, I. M, When the House of Commons brings anything 
in, it’s a Bill, and when the House of Lords does it, it’s an Act 
Pay up ! 

First W , I, M, ]N^ot I, That ’s precisely what I meant, only you 
wouldn't give me time to say it. Why, that ’s the A B C of politics. 


Second W, I, M, Seems to take a lot of learning, anyway. 

\_A pause. 

Inquirer (returning to his point). But look here. What have they 
brought the Parish Councils BiU in for ? I thought we ’d all got 
County Councils all over the place. 

F^rst W, I, M, (slapping him warmly on the hack). My dear chap, 
yon ’ve mst hit the naU plumb on the right head. That ’s what 
I’ve said aU along. The whole country’s being simply ruined with 
all these blessed ConncUs. Every man wiU have to be his own 
Council before long, if they go on making Councils at this rate. 

Second W, L M, Well, anyhow, your beautiful Conservative 
Government, that you were so dashed proud of, started the business. 

First W. L M, [indignantly), I deny it. 

Second W, L M, Deny away. Perhaps you’ll teU me that Lord 
Beaconsfield didn’t set the County Councils going ? 

First W, L M, Ah, but those were quite different County 
Councils. Why, they weren’t even called Councils; they were 
oaUed Boards. 

Second W, L M, They may have been called Boards, hut they ’re 
eaUed Councils now, and that’s enough for me. Anjhow, don’t 
you see (furtively consults newspaper and quotes) that “Parish 
Councils are the logical and necessary, development of the scheme of 
County Government left imperfect by the Conservatives ” ? 

First W, I, M. No, I don’t see.it at all. 

Second W, L M, Well, then,’ how do yon propose to root the 
agricultural population in the soil ? You must admit 

First W, I, M, I don’t admit anything — at least, I won’t until 
you tell me how a Parish Council is going to root anybody, let alone 
an agricultural labourer, in anything. There ’s too much molly- 
coddling of these agricultural labourers, that ’s what 1 say. 

Second W, I, M, (doggedly). You ’re always talking about 
agricultural depression and hard times for those that live on the 
land, and yon won’t lift a finger to help them when you get the 
chance. If we give these chaps Parish Councils, they can all get 
allotments, and tnen of course (quotes again) “we shall multiply the 
productive power of the land tenfold.” 

First W, I, M, What have allotments got to^do with Parish 
Cotmcils P 

Second W, L M, Everything. 

First W, L M, (triumphant). Then how do yon account for my 
Uncle’s coachman having an allotment at this very moment ? 
He ’s had it for years, long before anybody even heard of Parish 
Councils. 

Second W, I, M, That exactly proves my point. It’s just 
because he isnH an agricultural labourer that lie’s been able to get 
it. What we want to do is to level up. 

Inquirer, But there aren’t any agricultural labourers in my parish ; 
at least, I never heard of any. How are they going to manage about 
that? 

Second W, I, M, They’ll send you some from somewhere else. 
That ’s what they call migration. 

Inquire^', I thought birds did that. [Terminus, 


BEFORE THE PRIVATE VIEW. 

(A Modern Dialogue,) 

Scene -Lady Hay's Boudoir, Lady Bay and Miss Bee discovered 
sipping five o'* clock tea. 

Miss Bee (sympathetically), I am so sorry, dearest, that you have 
sprained your aukle. And is it quite out of the question to come on 
Friday to Burlington House ? 

Lady Hay, ftuite, dearest. Dr. Keeley Dodge 
says I shall be laid up the whole Season if I move 
a step before Monday, So you will tell me all 
about the Koyal Academy Private View, now won’t 
youl 

Miss Bee, Of course I will do my best ; hut you 
know my forte is not description. What do you 
want to know ? 

Lady Hay, Why, of course, who were there, and 
what they said, and (most important of all) what 
they wore. 1 hope, dear, you will notice if they 
are wearing any of the new-fashioned bonnets, ana 
if hats are going out. 

Miss Bee, You may rely upon me, darling. 

Private Yiew Hay, And mind you get at the last bit of 

scand^. There ought to be plenty about, now that 
people have come hack from the Riviera. But, my dear, you know 
exactly what I should like, so it is useless to prompt you. I leave 
everything to your discretion. 

Miss Bee, Quite so, darling, (After a pause,) I thought I had 
forgotten something— how about the paintings ? 

Lady Hay, Oh, .never mind them! They will keep until another 
occasion ! [And as they will^ Scene closes in on the Pictures. 
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GROVES OF BLARNEY. 

‘'And it ’s a perfect Miracle the Sounds ye manaoe to extract from that old Tin Kettle. Miss Cecilia • sure we 

don’t hear the Dumb Notes at all 1 ” ^ 


LIBERTY LOQUITUR. 

I am ^rsTiaded tliat the true interests of the 
entire working-classes of this country are hound 
up with respect for individual freedom, and that 
^ overlook it, or to bring the smallest interference 
in restriction of it, unless under absolute necessity, 
would be a sad mistake upon the part of the 
working-classes.”— ifr. OlaOsiom to the Depute- 
iioti of Mxn&rifrtm Durham andNorthumhei'iand,'] 

I STAND between yon — Capital and Labour, — 

' And each of yon invokes my “sacred 
name.^* 

Sacred ! ^ Were love of freedom and one ’s 
neighbour 

Cooper^t, claim would not conflict with 
claim. [kindly; 

i T ^ words, outspoken yet meant 

f Z suifer whilst ye stone each other blindly. 

■ Solicitous — ^in speech — of my intactness, 

Ye damage and deface me in your strife. 

: Yonr aims, expressed with full, and fair 
exactness. 

Mean fratricidal' strife, war to the[knife. 
Encounter hot, and tierce retaliation 
Must vainly prate about conciliation. 

is strength ; hnt handed for oppression 
Toilers are tyrants, and employers -knaves. 
Plain speech I Monopolist wealth in high 
possession [slaves, 

■l^^ted its scattered thralls as serfs and 
And now the lesson of the scourge and fetter 
Emancipated toil would learn— and better. 

Diride and govern I That, beneath all ^lo- 
About Free Labour, is Wealth’s motto 


Ingenious fudge ou shallow wits imposing, 
On handed Labour to impose its will, 

Cipital needs (and lauds) Labour unhanded. 

The Many-headed dreads the Many-handed I 

But set oue half his hands against the other, 
And e’en Briaxeus may be safely tackled. 

Whilst “Uaioaist” is foiled by “Blackleg” 
brother, 

Labour tights Capital with limbs half 
shackled. 

Hence Federations chant, in sweet commu- 
nion, 

Hymns to the blessed .liberty of non-Union ! 

And Labour, which* loves Liberty- of 
striking, 

Hates “ Blackleg ” freedom with a f oriou 
hate. 

“ Make all men do according to my liking ! ” 
Seems now the cry ^ round us in the 
State. 

M!onopolist, Miner, Temperance fanatic, ' 

All crave compulsion with a force emphatic. 

Eight Hours Day, or Local Teto, 
Blackleg ” suppression, Anti-Union law, 

Mean make the others to myself say 

ditto ! ” 

“ Restriction ” is the newest ass’s-jaw 

For slaying all our foes, from Wealth to 

IT *1 1 [think. 

tLaiied. with applause, save by the few who 

If from proved ill to legal prohibition 
Were step as plain and proper as some 
deem, 

To diagnose (and cure) the State’s condition 
Were easy as some Socialistic dream. 


But Looking Backward— or e’en forward— s 
found 

Poor substitute for wisdom’s look all round. 

Labour, you would be free to fix your wages ; 

Capital, you ’d be free to pick your men : 
Love of free Union the one’s tongue engages, 
Love of free “ Knobsticks ” tires the 
other’s pen'; 

But love of Freedom for her own fair self, — 
How much of it moves Poverty or Pelf 

Eight hours in the dark coal-seam, good 
friend Labour, 

Humanity admits more than enough. 

But Hx it 80 f whilst neighbour wars ’with 
neighbour, [tough 

And mine with mine about it ? Task too 
Too desperate dilemma, for a Statesman, - 
Why you can’t settle it with your own mates, 
man ! j 

Capital, does vonr passion for Toil’s Freedom 
Mean much more than desire to smash 
ToiPs Union ? 

He sells his birthright for the mess of Edom, 
The “ Blackleg ” Esait selling Work’s 
communion [strong, 

Into the bonds of Wealth, well knit and 
His comrades say. Are they entirely wrong ? 

Tims Individual Freedom suffers scath 
On all sides. Can you plead Necessity’s 
_ fiat? [faith, 

For me you boast your love, proclaim your 
But, batteried by the missiles you let fly at 
Each other, I with Boland, cry in shame, 
What tyrannous things are done in Freedom’s 
name 1 
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FALBULOUS! 

De. Filb* of Tieima, knows when earthquakes and eruptions are 
going to occur. Mr. Moelet said, the other day, in the Hou^ of 
Commons, that the best way of treating a prophet was not to believe 
him ; but this is rather difficult when the prophet happens to be 
right, as Dr. Faib generally is. For example, he predicted the last 
terrible earthquake at Zante, which only came one day before it was 
due. Br. Falb has been interviewed about hew he does it, — or 
perh^s it would be more appropriate to say, that he has been sub- 
lectedfto some mild “ Heckling ” — and he appears to hold that it is 
the action of the Moon on the tides which is responsible. In 
support of his theory it has been noticed that it is quite a custom of 
the people at Zante, after their houses have fallen in on their heads, 
to observe — That was a tidy shock ! These predictions should 
help them to tide over the periods of danger. 


COURT OUT! 

What is an “ Original Farcical Romance” ? The immediate reply is 
that The Amazons^ by Mr. Pineeo, is a specimen of the genus. To 
see The Amazons ought to supply the terms of the required defini- 
tion, I have seen it, and yet the definition does not satisfy me. 
* ‘ Original ” W ell— more or less ; but to use old materials in a novel 
manner is quite enough for originality. The girl brought up as a 
boy is not absolutely new or original, vide Tom NoddgU Secret, and 
multiply the heroine of that farce by three. The three men hunting 



One of the Points of the Piece. The Queen of the Amasjons 
gets the Needle. 

after the three girls and obtaining access to them at school — substi- 
• tuting, in^ this case, home for smool. and a mother for a school- 
: mistress—is not absolutely new or original;^ but, again, what matters 
; this tp anyone, so long as the new shape ^ven to the old material is 
; genuinely amusing? So “farcical” goes with “original,” But 
now, as to its being a “Romance? Would not. the term “bur- 
lesque ” be a better term than “ Farcical Romance ? ” The characters 
of the three adventurous lovers are not less burlesque than were 
those of the three Knights in Albert Smith’s romantic Extrava- 
ganza, The Alhambra, played then by Alfeed Wiuah, and Mr. 
smd Mrs. Kkelet. So if 1 may take it that “ Farcical Romance” 
h only a wiiy out of describing the piece as “burlesque,” then I 
laM>w -how tO'dlass it,- and what to expect, Now -F must own 


that my puzzlement is due to my own fault, for it so chanced 
that I did not look at the author’s description of his play until 
after leaving the theatre. I thought I was seeing something 
that was intended to be as broad a farce as JBihe, alias BeUy^ 
but I soon foxmd that, whatever it might be, it wasn’t this. It is 
capitally acted by all, but especially, on “the Spear Side,” by Mr. 
Wbbdoh G-rossmith and F. Keer, the former as an effeminate Earl, 
and the latter as a manly Viscount. 

But, even from a burlesque point of 
view, Mr. Elliot overdoes the French- 
man. a part which belongs to a stage- 
family of Frenchmen, of which, in 
former times, Alfred Wigah was 
the best representative; and, later, 

Mons. Mariijs, who, as the French 
I sporting nobleman, in Family Ties, 

I in love with an English “Mees,” and 
so proud of his English slang, was 
simply the character to the life, 
without any more exaggeration than 
was artistically necessary. On “ the 
Spindle Side,” Miss Lilt Hahbhrt 
looks handsome, and is generally 
fairly well-suited ; Miss Pattie 
Beowhe has the most difficult part 
of the three, and it is not to be won- 
dered at if she a bit out-tommies 
Tommy, Miss Ellalihb Teeeis 
looks, acts, and sings charmingly as 
"Lady W^xlhelmtxna, and Mfiss Oaud— 
well gives a good touch of low 
comedy to “ the Sergeant.” 

The places where tbe fun comes in, 
as it does occasionally, and is there- 
fore„the more precious, are chiefiy 
with Weedoh Geossmith, and in the 
scenes between Mr. F. Keee and 
Miss Hahbuey. The piece is not 
up to the former “ screamers,” such 
as Dandy Dich, The Magistrate, and 
My Aunt, or whatever was the title of the farce in which 
Mr. Weedoh Grossmith played the part of Mrs. John Wood’s 
solicitor. The scenery by Mr. Hall is Hall good, specially the 
woodland scene in Overcote Park. 


“ Much Ado About AT/l.” — ^W ere the Temporal Power in exist- 
ence, the Lord Mayor, in proposing the toast of the Pope before 
that of the Queen, would have been guilty of a blunder, and we all 
know, on Talleteand's authority, how far worse is a blunder than 
a crime. But the Pope, being no longer “two single gentlemen 
rolUd into one,’' but simply, as it might be set down in a Play-bill 
of Dramatis Fersonce, “First Bishop.” and also bv his own style 
and title, “ Servus Sisrvorum,y the health of His Holiness (which is 
uncommonly good) might, in British Dominions, he introduced 
after that of the Queen and Royal Family, and could he fitted into 
Church and^ State as neatly as possible, that is, where such a toast 
is a necessity of the entertainment. But the stupidity of the 
incident has been surpassed by the idiocy of the notice taken of it, 
and, for the sake of the common sense of the Common Council, it is 
to be hoped that a large majority will be on the side of Alderman 
and Sheriff Renals, and refuse to toast the Lord Mayor on the 
Gridiron of Lawrence. 


Drurt^ Lane ^ Opera Record. — Bohemian Girl going strong, 
Cavalleria Rusticana still the attraction. “ Happy Thought ” {vide 
Drueiolanus’s Diary)— “ Revive La Juive,^^ Done it ’ and done it 
well. Giannini, as Fleazaro, excel- 
lent. Raehele not up to Rachel in 
acting (for those who may remember 
ikiSit tragedienne), but Mile. Gherlsen, 
representing the Jew's daughter, does 
what the great Rachel could not do, 
that is, sing. La Juive will be given 
during the Covent Garden season ; so 
these performances may be considered 
as very superior rehearsals. Carmen 
on Thursday, instead of II Trovatore, 

— ^the Trovatore being II, couldn’t 
appear. With all due sympathy and 
respect for Trovatore, Carmen was 
gratefully received. Signor Picnalosa, as the TorSador, very good, 
and obtained his encore ^ ; so this Toreador was “ contento,^^ Mile. 
Guercia was a fascinating Carmen, and what is any Carmen if not 
fascmating? 
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alookingr-glass. The police 
say they have the matter 
in hand, but they do not see 
much prospect of findinff 
the original.— T. O'Bacctjs, 

Sra, — As a warning to 
the less wary, I beg to 
send you the following 
particulars : — A short time 
ago I met at a Charity 
Banquet an Alderman who 
was apparently a most ex- 
cellent gentleman; and I 
lay a stress uwn this fact 
to show how deceptive are 
appearances. After the 
speeches, my City friend 
said he would like to sub- 
scribe to the benefaction. 
He asked me if I had 
change for a five-pound 
note. I replied I had only 
four pounds. He said that 
that would do, and that I 
could forward him the 
additional sovereign at my 
leisure. I then handed 
over the quartette of golden 
coins in exchange for his 
bank-note. Immediately 
afterwards I quitted the 
apartment to ascertain if I 
the note was genuine. I 
have not seen the Alderman 
since. I may add that 
although I believe the 
draft a forgery, I have re- 
ceived its full alleged value 
from the Bank of England. 

Caittioi?-. 


<H)ART-TEACHING IN A NUTSHELL. 


The Two Henilies.— 
Congratulations to Sir 
Henet Isaacs. The other 
Sir Henev, which his name 
is Hawkins, the Judge, 
observed that he had “a 
conviction that the case 
against Sir H. Isaacs ought 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTEACTED FEOM THE BIAET OF TOBY, M.P. 

Home of Commons, Monday, April 17.— Lobd Matob of Dublin 
dropped in to pass time of day with Speaker. Accompanied by a 
score of his merry Councilmen, arrayed in scarlet cloaks trimmed 
with oostty furs. Made ordinary Members in black coats feel very 
small. T. D. Sullivan, the Bard of Erin, long known at West- 
mmster, is also MemW of Dublin Corporation, Brought over his 
^ariet robes ; took his seat within the Bar ; other Members of 
^rporation, of course, kept outside sacred precincts. Some little dis- 
turbance at door when Lord Maxor arrived m procession, preceded by 
Mace, and accompanied by Sword-Bearer. These wanted to enter 
Mon^, and support his Lordship as he stood at Bar in alien assembly. 
V r body,” said the Serjeant-at-Arms, 

lightly, but firmly, touching the hilt of his terrible brand. 

A moment’s awful pause. The sword brought over from Ireland 
wouldj m weight and cubic capacity, have made ten of the rapier 
mwhich ERspNE oi Cardross h^ significantly called attention, 
^^en, lato, it peacefully rested behind doorkeeper’s chair, its mighty 
hilt Tore above topmost height like the cross on a cathedral spire. 
Sword-^arerlookedat Lord Mayor; Mace-Bearer grasped with both 
hands shaft of his i^nderous weapon. Both warriors accustomed to 
public meetings m Dublin ; knew what was expected of them by way 
®f argument. Lord MpoR happily in placable mood. Beadjusting 
around his neck the wllp of gold (the very one “ Malachi won^m 
bowed Ms he^ ; Mace and Sword were 
depomted>b^d doorkeeper?s 'Chair, and his LordsMp strode* in,* 
escorted by the crimson -gowned, f ur-betrimmed City Fathers, 

^YO^ supported on either side by a stately Alderman, 
stood at Bar holding what at first sight looked like a shillelagh, I 


ULD TRY TO MIKE IT S031ETHINQ LIKE ! ” and the other hadn’t. 


“What have you there, my Lord Mayor of Dublin?” asked 
^ stern they made the sword rattle in the 

scabbard on the ether side of the closed door. 

Nothing escapes Spbaebr’s Eye when he pleases to bring it to bear 
on a particular focus. Had seen the implement in Lord Ma.tor'8 
hand; insisted npm knowing all about it before proceedings went 
fwtbOT. Turned out to be^ nothing more dangerous than petition 
from Corporation of Dublin in favour of Home-Hule Bill. Speaker, 
mstanuy mollified, allowed it to be read ; after which Lord Mayor, 
bowing, retired; Mace and Sword found all right, and possession 
resumed. ^ As the thin red streak filed out of doorway, T. D. 8. still 
lingering m seat by ^oss Benches, said, as he looked admiringly I 
upon the befurred crimson robes, “Be minds me, Toby, of a line 
from Goldsmith. Yon remember it in Ths JDeserted T^illagef 
* With blossom’d fiir2e, unprofitably gay.’ ” 

Business dona.— Eighth Night Debate on Home-Bnle Bill, 

Tuesday. — Found YiCiOLY Gibbs (well-known firm, Sons and 
Antony Grass, of the City and ^ the Universe) rather in dumps 
to-mght. Been a burglar at family mansion in Begent’s Park; the 
hirm at dinner; Sons standing a little meal for Antony; burglar 
took opportunity of entering by bedroom window, first observing pre- 
caution of screwing up doors, and other entrances and exits, so that 
he might pmsne Ms vocation with that certainty of non-disturbance 
"^Moh all well-bred burglars insist. Loot considerable, 
^evidence blessmg the burglar with tea-pots and spoons to extent 
that woMd have excited envy in heart of Hans Breitmann. 

Well, cheer up,” I said to yoimg Yicary; “awkward, of 
course, to lose tMs property; some of it, probably, heirlooms ; at 
iewt. there was no bloodshed. You should be thankful for that.^’ 

Not at all,” said Yicary, the light of Ulster battle ditches fiaming 
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in his eyes. ** I shonld like to have shed some myself. But it isn’t 
that, n«H* is it the material jewels whose disappearance I lament. 
They are things that are bought and sold ; they may be replaced. 
Fact is, old friend” {bate to see a strong young man sobbing), ; 
** there was more than that.” ^ ; 

** T didn’t see anything else mentioned in the papers,” I remarked, j 
No ; we resolved to bear our burden among ourselves. I don’t 
mind telling you, that beside the brooches, bracelets, chains, rings, ; 
and other things of that sort the fellows stole the notes 1 had made 
for speech cn Home-Rule Bill. Been here night after night since 

beat record : did it, talking for two hours and half by Westminster 
clock! Had an hour and a half served, speech would have been 
worthy to rank with those of Asquith, John Reumokp, and Bavitt. 
As it is, case one of oratorical snicide. Carson followed ; ^nite mo- 
derate by compariwn. Spoke for little over an hour. When he sat 
down, it was after eight o’clock ; more than one-half of possible length 
of sitting exhausted ; only two Members taken part in Debate. 

“ Debate d’ye call it,” said Lord Morris, looking on from the 
Peers’ Gallery. “It’s preaching rather -'pragmaticS prosing, the 
death of useful Parliamentary discussion.” 





_ _ THE PABLUMENXAKY POLKA, « PATHS , PLEASE ! ” 

^iting to catch SPEiXEE’s eye. House left in almost comatose state. Someone faintly'inoved Count: 

my dinner and other eTCning delights; niaht after MiBJOEDBAiora, who had not sufiered the four hours’ ttOk. and who, by 
^ everything has pompsiison with rest, seemed supematurally active, managed to bring 

invaluable, as sup- inwlatwas left of forty Members, and conversation drowsUvprc^ 
original <kaft of s^h. As I sat oeeded to appointed hour of closing. Htwtne** done.— Eleventh NigS. 
^ti^ flilEd ScheUra«xde. “And so, my I^rd, he drew his scimitar, and wa^ 

Wal/lOUS HQiSatiCL llDOIL 1116 1 hlA Al»(P 1 imOTlt.a ■nru-M. nlA-nvIvv mVarA 4-^ X>^1. 0..1a. r At 1 • 1 


time, or evert long^er. An au- 
dience that has survived two 
houra of Ashmead Bartleti 
(Knight) is not dispos^ to 
mince matters. Last night 
resolved to get it over: told 
Pbincb Aethue to tell Aeees- 
Boitglas to arrange with 
Speasee to call me as near 
ten o’ clock as possible. Went 
home for slight repast ; placed 
notes of speech on dressing- 
table; thought with passing 
pleasure of the policeman we 
have kept these thirty years 
perambulating St. Bunstan’s 
in view of possible burglar, 
and went to dinner. When I 
tripped upstairs, meaning to 
go down to House, fonnd notes 
gone, and, incidentally £2()00 
worth of jewellery. I won’t 
disguise from you, Tobt old 


disguise from you^ Tobt old Bemon-Trap for Eeporters. stroke of One o’clock: splendid 

of itrelf to lav f^dS™ nf s^oieut j eapam^. Prmce AETHim at his best ; in brisk fighting mood ; hitting 

5r^d 4^ o^r ffiSed Cit Tm HxaiT’s soul 4h sSietire to 

month, would have s^S west succeM HnbanniTv S'** reply. Hoopiwrtumty so Tim snapped at him across Gang- 

all off at single sitting, without othfr interval ti?an ■^®'y"|hi3toBA:B;rHrrEcuttm^aokwithever-smilingface. When. just 

long panses, arbitrarily intrAdnr»A^l^ iizi succession of .now, Mr. (3-. walked in fromBmsion Lobby, Liberals and Irish Mem- 

thing to maintain ancient reputetioh ^ 

Mdbbet spoke for two hours ^each whilst 80 «‘ue, introducing "announcement that, in House 

U „ eAi.K.Lt°a g.^K’"jSS.‘g;;gaMilS'ad^ 


have some dim recollection 
that, in a former state, this 
sort of thing went on for a 
Thousand and One Niahts, 
ending in the most agreeable 

ages concerned, ^ut^ that, 
you will admit, was in other 
circumstances. The world, 
and we, were younger then. 
Eleven nights of this is enough 
for me, and, if you would he 
so good as to step into the next 
room, I will give instructions 
for your being — excuse this 
yawn— bowstrung.” 

{Extracted from ** The Newest 
Arabian Nights f) 

Saturday, 1 15 A.K. — ^Mem- 
bers streaming back from Di- 
Tieion Lobby ; Mr. 0. down on 
stroke of One o’clock; splendid 
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A PATHETIC LAMENT. 

iJBespedfully addressed to one of the ProTnotsrs of the AntirAdverHsemejit League hy a JdeperUant SuLseriLeT,') 


BErN<J gifted with decent taste and a sensitive eye, 

I have never been much beguiled 

By advertisements, 
crude in colour, 
and ten feet high 
(Which, in fact, I 
rather reviled) ; 

And,- as for gigantic 
signs swinging up 
in the sky— 

They drove me per- 
fectly wild 1 

n. 

Then the lurid posters 
on^ paling and 
chimney-stack 
Were the terror of 
every town— 

Till a League was 
started by Mr. 

WiLLiAii Black 
For the purpose of 
putting them 
down; 

And the sympathetic 
invited its efforts 
to back 

With an annual half- 


m. 

So I cheerfully paid the 
fee, and my name 
was enrolled. 

And a solemn oath I 
swore; 

(As is usual on such 
occasions, — or so 
I’m told) 

That, in future, no 
shop or store 

Which aggressively 
advertised any 
article sold 
I would patronise any 
more! 

IV. 

But that mad rash oath 
I recall with a vain 
regret, 

As I brood in bitter 
complaint, 

On the number of useful 
things that I ’m 
dying to get— 

And my conscience 
tells me I mayn’t ! 

As their various virtues 
are vaunted in 
letters of jet. 

Or gaudier gilding 
and paint ! 

Y. 

I should like to be clean 
if I could— but I 
cannot cope. 

Without saponaceous aid, 

I With a shower of London smuts —and I ’m losing hope, 

I G-etting daily a dingier shade, 

In a futile search for a genuine Toilet- soap 

That has shunned meretricious parade I 



My villa would be — ^when it ’s furnished — the cosiest nest, 

But I fear it is doomed to be bare ; 

. r For upholsterers’ puffs 

I are now a persistent 

pest, "" 

And so shamelessly 
] each will declare 

' His “Elegant Dining 

I and Drawing-room 

suites ” are the 
“cheapest and 
best”- 

That I daren’t choose 
so much as a chair I 

vn. 

i I would ffy to the Ocean 
shore, or the Conti- 
nent, [accurst ; 
To escape from a lot 
But here, by my own 
parole, I ’m a pris- 
oner pent ! 

I ' must find^a Com- 
pany first 

That doesn’t resort to 
obtrusive advertise- 
ment— 

And the Bailway ones 
are the worst / 

vm. 

And now I ’m develop- 
ing symptoms of 
bodily ills. 

But, however san- 
guine I ’ve felt, 

Of a cure from So-and- 
So’s Syrup, Elixir, 
or Pills, 

Or his Neuro-magne- 
tic Belt — 

Can I buy;, when their 
fame is based on a 
stratum of bills 
Down every area 
dealt P 

ix. 

And even my path to a 
tranquil tomb is 
barred 

While that oath con- 
tinues to bind ; 

For a coffin and funeral 
car will be some- 
what hard 

For a faithful 
adherent to find — 
When already each 
undertaker has left 
a card 

With his terms and 
“ inquiries kind ” I 

X. 

Soyousee, Mr. Willia'm: 
Black, what a mess 
I ’ve made ! 

And you ’ll own my dilemmas are due 
To the oath which I took when I followed your precious crusade. 

If its terms were drafted by yow. 

You may know some ingenious means their effect to evade— 
Kindly drop me a lifie if you do ! 


TO BLACKHAM'S BOYS. 

{The Australian Cricketers have arrived in 
England*) 

Welcome, John McCaetbt Blackham, 
And his boys I Tis safe to back ’em, 
Giefen, Banheeman, and Tuknee, 

To teach Bull— a cheerful learner ! 


Austral Cricket “ up to date.” 

Bruce and Trumble— rather late— 
Owing to Lutetia’s charms I 
Soon will join their chums in arms. 
Lyons ana M‘Leoi) are ready ; 

Dashing George and Alec steady, 

And the others, prompt to pitch ’em 
(Stumps) on the old sward at Mitcham. 


Punch will wish you all fair weather. 

And fair luck ! Kow, all together ! ! ! 

May we meet ’em oft— and whack ’em 
Fairly— these brave boys of Blackham I 

Habeas Corpus Suspendei).— W hat is 
wanted just now is a “ lez Corpus ” Act* 


VOL. cky. 
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"SCOT 

SvrBmry Htaohms (to Jmtiee). "I oAu’ 

Aw -toy UoTmwa.— Aooording to a Radical patier “the twor 
man « tobacco pays lojd. m the shilling to taxation, while the nch 

to taxatio^5,'" tL may be 
but IS ^ question worth discussing P It is sure to rad 

How AWE SEWED DT Seetia.— A mong some infaw;,... 
Items, a tel^ftam informed us how “the To^ King 


-FREE.” 

‘t touch them. It ’s time You bed 1 ’ 


[See next page. 


Masters. The eeremomal is the same as durmg: his 
two gua^ stand at the door, and rs^esiU 
Wferca&.« The italics are ours. 
xCather I • What a pleasant Cabinet Council. Why isn’t the con- 

teble l^e hamn^ every ten minutes and call out* “ Q-ive your 




‘‘WITHOUT PREJUDICE” 

Mss Temn,u {to JSUerlj} Spn^ '‘Tm gxa.d Maitd is noma xo bk Mabkied to Sir Gut. I’m sure they’ll be hippy, 
TBUBY 'jus so WELXi M.ATOEBD 1” ^ ^ ' cs 

Slderh/ SpvMter afonsaid {yiko has kcd her fiye on Sir Gwy for the last two years), “ I BON x AX ALL agree with you. biR uut 

‘VrOULI> HATE BONB MAR BETTER TO HATE OHOSEN OnE OP HIS OWN HEIGHT t ” 


THU TUTUHE H0P31D BT HJLWKINS. 

fA Cockney Carol 5y a craelly-toitd Coster- Investor, With apologies to 
clever Albert Chemlzer.) 

[" I desire to express, and 1 caxinot do it too stroiLjly, that there is no 
credit to he attachied to the conduct of the directors iA this particular case. 
It woidd te more satisfactory to me if directors had a proper sense of then 
responsibility- It is a crael thdng: that people should be deluded out of their 
sayings by high-souD ding names. At tlhe same time, tlwre is no criminal law 
■which wifi panish. a director who scandaloasly neglects his duty, though he 
takes his money- I thin'k the law might well be altered.” — Mr, Justice 

Im. — “ The Future Mrs, 

I ’i£ ione, my little doner I 1 ’m i est ahont a goner I 
My saving-s all II. P, ! 

Ton always said I shonldn’t; hut resist bigniames I couldn’t, 

If a, the^ fairly nobbled nxe. 

Ifow Mister Justice Awiofs, ’onest’ENERT Hawkins, 

Some Directors’ wool does comb, 

So ’olp me bob, I ’m crazy. I must ha’ bin. % daisy I 
Won’t it bust our ’umble ’omel 
[Sj^oJem or sung , ) WortH it ! 

0 Lizee! Sweet XizbrI 

If i'die in the Eig ’Ottse, I’ll only ’awe myself to blame. 

D’ y’ear, Lizee ? JDear Lizia I 
Panoy me bein’ nicked by a ’igb-soundin’ name I 

At their sly board-meetin’fi wot must be their greetin’s I 
Oh, they knows wot they ’re about I 
The public tin they close up, at us tarns theix nose up— 

Fox and Guinea-pigs— no doubt. 

I likes their style, dear Lizer. A.in’t it a sarpriser ? 

Cop nts on the ’op like this ! ! 1 


Sure, I must be dreamin* I In my sleep start screamin’. j 

There, don't cry, old gal I Let ’s kiss 1 I 

(Spoken or sung,) Come now ! 

OLizerI Dear Lizee I , 

If I lose yer luv hj this I ’ll only ’aye myself to blame I 
I) Vear, Lizer ? Dear Liz ERl 
’Quest ’Eneey ’Awkins sez it’s a dashed>liame I 

Hartful as a “bonnet,” you depend upon it. 

Mister Fox, with tail sly-curled I 
Jest about the sweetest, neatest, and oompletest 
Diddle in the wide, wide world. 

Wot sez ’Enert ’Awkins, ’onest ’Eneey ’Awkins,? 

Law wants alterin’ right away. 

P’raps it may be one day, but were it next Monday, 

Me and you ’twodd not repay ! 

(Spoken of sighed.) Would it J , . 

0 Lizbr I Sweet Lizbh 1 

Strikes me wot is called the Law is often fuss, and fraud, and 
fudge ! 

But dear Lizbr ! D’y’ear, Lizee ? 

Mister Justice ’Awkins is a fust-class Judge I 

dUERT AT SOME FASHIONABLE Sea-sidb Resobt.— Do the Un- 
pleasant odours noticeable at certain times arise from the fact of 
the tide being high ? If so, is the tide sometimes higher than 
usual, as the— ahem ! — odours certainly are ? 

Shakspeartan Question to a Company.— ( 2b he replied to in the 
negative,)^*' What, are you HANSA.Bn yet‘f ” (Mer, of Venice^ iy., 1.) 

Song for an Emperor after a (Friendly) Yisit to Canossa.— 
“ Be it eyer so humbling, there ’s no place like Home 1 ” 
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r\e oadi tAimcMT operations. Lacks lightness of tonch. Henbt James also better 

caociNOc OF rAKLIAiVlcni i- j out of it. Gave performance serious turn, when he declared tbat in 

EXTBACTED FBOK THE DIABT OE TOBY, M.P. ‘ of Bury Betctb, as soon as he came mto office, appointed 

^ o^^ot Magistrates, all Liberals. That sounded yery bad; Mr. Q-. 

Mimte of Commomt Monday^ April 24, — House nearly Counted , looked serious ; some disposition shown on Treasury Bench to draw 
Out Just now, although it^s Budget Il^ight and usual Hesolutions not apart from Brtce. All very well to talk about Halsbttet’s goings 
yet passed. Catastrophe averted, and sitting iKuntinued. Childees on ; but if this sort of thing done by Liberal purists, things seem 
come back old scene. Looking on from below Gallery, says it ’s rotten all ronnd. When Betge came to reply, he quietly added to 
the quietest Budget Night he remembers. Usually scene one of James’s statement of case that, when he went to the Duchy, he 
seething excitement. One or more Trades expect taxes affecting found of eighteen Magistrates sixteen were Unionists, only two 
them will either go up or go down. Lobbg besieged by anxious re- Liberals. He had, it is true, appointed six Liberals and two work- 
presentatiyes. Nothing of i^e sort to-night. When Squiee of | ing-men, whose politics he did not know. Bury Bench, accordingly, 
Malwood rose to expound his mystery, Benches not fuller than on | now consisted of sixteen Unionists, eight Liberals, and two working- 
ordinary night. Of those ]^^Mfent there was no speculation in the men. Members wondered if James knew that when he made his 
ey es t hey turned upon the Chancelloe standing at table. The statement ? Hoped he didn^t. A H very well with wig and gown on, 
Squibb,^ a great Parliamen- and brief in hand ; but House 


Sqttieb, a great Parliamen- 
tary artist, attuned voice and 
manner to tgeyailing tone; 
avoid^ anything approaching 
oratoricalstyle ; plain business 
statement to make; accom- 
plished it in fine head-clerkly 
manner. 

An unfailing tradition 
about Budget Speech is that 
it shall contain at least one 
quotation from the Classics. • 
Mr. 0. from year to year ob- 
served this custom with 
splendid effect, Lowe’s Ex 
l\m luceUum is famous in his- 
tory ; nearly ^eame the epi- 
taph of a Ministry; certainly 
was the funeral wail over a 
carefully-oonstmcted Bud- 
get. The Squiee to-night 
felt honnd^ to observe tradi- 
tion ; but in accordance with 
his nature did it modestly, 
adventuring nothing more 
recondite than citation of the 
familiar line that serves to 
mark Ween-’s resting-place 
in Westminster Abbey. 
Tommy Bowies took oppor- 
tunity of remarking that he 
was “ disaj^inted with the 
Budget.’^ This mental atti- 
tude, though not quite un- 
expected, threw fr^h gloom 
over proceedings, and talk, 
reduced to whisper, finally 
died out. 

Busme^B done, — Budget 
brought in. 

Tuesday , — The young men 
behind Peutce Asthue out 
on the war-path. Tell you 
what,” says Lech of Lyme; 

“ let ’s have Beyce’s scalp.” 

^ “ By the Holy Eoman Em- 
pire, yes I” cried Geoeqe 
1 Ctjezon, to whom genial obser- 
vation was addressed, “Let’s 
get at him about his snubbing 
Septoh, in matter of appoint- 
ment of Lancashire Cfennty 
Magistrates. ’Twill serve a 
double debtto pay. We’llhave 
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doesn’t like this kind of 
thing in debate. 

Cttezoh’s statement about 
sad condition of Magisterial 
Bench at Southport, owing 
to machinations of an ini- 
quitous Chancellor of the 
Duchy, turned out to be not 
more completely based on 
fact than was James’s. But 
difference of manner in deal- 
ing with case, everything. 
No one took Cttezoh seri- 
ously, and so no harm done. 
His explanation of prepon- 
derance of Conservative Ma- 
gistrates on Lancashire Bench 
delightful. As good as some 
tonches of Dizzy, of whose 
younger, lighter manner, he 
much reminded old-stagers. 
It was true, he admitted 
that, on Lancashire Bench, 
preponderance of Magistrates 
was with Conservatives. 
(Chancellor of Duchy gave 
figures as he found them 
arranged when he came into 
office. On the Borough 
Benches, 507 Unionists, 
against 159 Liberals ; on the 
County Bench, 522 Unionists, 
against 142 Liberals, a pro- 

S ntionof nearly four to one.) 

ut how had it been brought 
about? asked the Strayed 
Reveller from the Corea. 
“ WhVj it is because the 
disturbmg, mischievous’ po- 
licy of the Right Hon, Gen- 
tleman opposite ” (this with 
indignant sweep of the arm 
towards Mr. G. , feigning 
sleep on the Treasury Bench) 
“has driven into the oppo- 
site ranks most of the in- 
telligent, respectable men, 
from whom Justices are 
chosen.” 

On Division, Yote of Cen- 
sure on Beyce negatived by 
260 votes : against 186. “I’m 
not sure,” said Jokim, whose 


double debtto pay. We ’llhave “ -^t the Sign of the * Budget Shop.’ against i m 

f ^ humour are Hmited, “ that, wLtTmarcall^th^g^^of 

Md conyemtioii %ee tours lost, is wththe price paid; to -wit, the opportunity 

kn'o? Kll^Sr&e,” said Prince Aethux, yrho had 

^ A Halsbttey up, and there nnqnes- come back for the Divison, “ Boys will be bovs ” 

monotony about his appointments to done.-Employers' llah^y bV with aid of Closure, 

. , ... _ read becond lime. 


“He^’iJ^f 2%Mr«day.— Pretty to watch Mr. G. struggUng with feeling of 

riper 4hV4al'(Sp^oc^^^ hide to House in Commltee 

“Bovs will Ka A T * .T7 ® a 


Jozm been dis^ri^'^t l^ge on its 

regrSSlT and ftnitehvely. Squiee of Malwood looked on, listening With gene- 

Derhans it will be inni- .. approTal, albeit he was target for Joeuk’s joonlarity. This 

mssefVuT^ ^ ^ ^ reyeraed. It was he cnticising ^JoEui’s 
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evidently strongly drawn to join in the fray. 
But it was plainly the Sq,xjiee's show, and its 
direction must be left to him. When there 
followed long succession of eminent men 
discussing Budget, Mr. G. felt that if he 
remained any longer he must yield to tempta- 
tion. Accordingly, withdrew from scene. 
Returned again an hour later ; still harping 
on the Budget ; the SairtEE had spoken twice, 
and there seemed nothing to be done hut to 
work ojff whatever remaining speeches had 
been prepared in Opposition camp, 

DoEiNaTOir dragged in case ot farmer, and 
small landowner ; conversation turned on | 
Depression of Agriculture; the Woolwich! 
Iotaht presented himself to view of sympa- 
thetic House as specimen of what a man of 
ordinarily healthy habits might be brought 
to by necessity of paying Income-tax on the 
gross rental of house property. A procession 
of friends of the Agriculturist was closed by 
portly figure of Chaplih, another effective 
object-lesson suitable for illustration of lec- 
tures on Agricultural Depression. Mr. G,, 
feeling there was no necessity for speech, 
had resolutely withstood the others. Chaplth 
at the table, proved irresistible. To him, 
Chaplut is embodiment of the heresy of Pro- 
tection, Bi-metallism, and other emanations 
of the Evil One. When Chaplih sat dovm, 
Pbemier romped in, and, having delivered 
the inevitable speech, went off home, soothed, 
and satisffed. 

Business done. — Budget Scheme passed 
through Committee, 

JFHicfay,— Almost forgot we still have House 
of Lords. Shall be reminded of their ex- 
istence by-and-by. For the nonce, they are 
courteously quiescent, the world forgetting, 
by the world forgot. Just a little nare-up 
to-night. Ireland, of course ; Campeblowh 
wanting to know what about the Evicted 
Tenants Commission ? Are the Government 
going to legislate upon it, or will they 
forbear ? Selbobne sTmematurally solemn ; 
dragged in James the &coni) as the nearest 
approach to any head of a Government quite 
so vdcked as Mr. G. Lords much interested 
in this. Don’t hear so much now of James 
THE Secohd as we did when at school. The 
establishment of points of resemblance be- 
tween Governments of his day and that 
presided over by Mr. G., a novelty in debate. 
Imparted^ to political controversy a freshness 
long lacking. 

Just after seven, debate adjourned. For 
all practical purposes, it might as weU have 
been concluded. But House doesn’t get many 
opportunities of debate; not disposed riotously 
to squ^der this chance one. 

Business done, — Commons had Morning 
Sitting ; scrupulously devoted the last five 
minutes of it to public business. 


Opeeatic Hote.— -There ’s not much magic 
about The Magic Ring at the Prince of 
Wales’s until the Second Act, in which the 
extravagantly comic “business” of Messrs. 
Mohkhotjse and Kate, the burlesque acting 
of Miss Susie Yatjghah, and the comic trio 
dance between the two low comedians and 
the sprightly soprano. Miss Maeie Haltoh, 
are worth the whole of Act I. When 
is burlesque not burlesque? When it is 
Comic Opera. Burlesque was reported dead. 
Hot a bit of it, only smothered ; and it may 
come up fresh for a long run, or at all events, 
“ fit ” for a good spurt. 


Eveh the old-fashionedest Toriest of Tory 
Farmers are longing, hoping, and even pray- 
ing, fpr the dovnifauof the Rain. If we don’t 
have it soon, and it may have arrived ere this 
appears, Marrowfats, as articles de luxe^ will 
be “ Peas at any price ! ” 



MISPLACED MERRIMENT. 


Irish Doctor {who was a great believer in a little playful badinage*'), ‘ ’ Oh leak ! oh leak ! 
AH* WHAT A TAUEIBLE DEPHESSIN* SOIGHT VE *VB GONE AH* MADE OV TBKSILF I WflAT IS 
UT NOW, IS ITT A * TaJBLJBAU FjESVANT ' TE ’EE PLAYIN* AT, OE WHAT?” 

[Further attendance disjpensed with. 


PANEFTJL ! 

It was the Palace of the Board, 

The Board of London’s Schooling, 

Where Members lately have enjoyed 
Some high artistic fooling. 

“ Oh, why ’’—hear Mr, Coxhead plead. 

In tones of sheer amazement — 

“ Do hideous faces wrought in glass 
Stare down from every casement ? ” 

Then up spake General Mobehlt, 

The Board’s supreme apologist, 

And told them all the time of day 
Like any good horologist, 

“ The Architect,” quoth he, “had planned 
To grave upon the panes 
Portraits of bygone Classic virights, 

Of British youth the banes. 

“But as the Chairman of the Works’ 
Committee he had said, 

That CiCEEO should be deposed, 

And Diggle reign instead. 

“ To oust Hekodotus would be 
An inexpensive job. 

And Socrates should be bowled out 
By a seductive Lobb.” 

Further, he argued that it would 
Only he right and manly 
If Abchimedes did resign 
His pane to Ltulph Stanley. 


0 Boardmen, shall the little plan 
Be thus allowed to pass ? 

It will, unless your Teto stop 
This filling of the glass ! 


TO ZAHTE. 

(A7i Appeal, After E, A, Foe.) 

“Faib Isle, that from the fairest of all 
fiowers 

Thy gentlest of all gentle names doth 
take I ” ^ 

How many memories of fierce seismic powers 

At sight of thee, as now thou art, awake I 

How many scenes of what departed bliss ! 

How many thoughts of what entombed 
hopes ! 

Did Falb foresee such ruinous wreck as 
this? 

No more sits Peace upon thy verdant 
slopes 1 

Subscriptions ! Ah, that magical sweet 
sound 

■ Appeals to all, or should appeal. Morel 
More 1 

Suffering demands still morel Charity’s 
ground 

Bunch now must hold thy fiower-enamelled 
shore, 

0 Hyacinthine Isle I 0 purple Zante I 

“ Isola d*oro ! Fior di Jbevanie / ” 


And out he brought his final word 
Both modestly and soberly — 

“ I think that Julius C-aesAE might 
Give place to General Mobeely I ” 


New Name fob It. {By a non-believer 
in the much^talked~of — and talking— 
“ Xeapfwe.”).— Imperial Fhd-oration ! 




Little Simpkins, 


A LAMENT. 


‘ Kbaelt all 0T7E Best Mbn- ABE Dbal I Caelyle, Ten]stsok, BEOwiNa, Geohgb Eliot I- 

VERY WELL MXSELF 1 


-I not FEBLINa 


"IN' THE KEY OE-EXJTHENE” 


[The meet gor;geous red jet diseoTered has latelr bear produced from the 
rare metal nithenium.] 


THE SCOTTISH TREVELTANDEEEE. 


^ seeond-liaiid lyre and a plectrum, 

Or (since it the fashion) a mandoline r 
C<w arrwre I ’d sing the new shade of the spectrum — 

JN o spook, though it haunts me— its name is Ruthene. 


alarmed, for I ’m no supersnhtle 
Decadent bard with an eye full of green : 

I merely (to copy the late Captain Cuttle) 

Am making a note ” in the key of Ruthene. 


Well, JfE ’s a red letter, you see its ray glow forth— 
^k p your die if you doubt what I mean ; 
RM, ruf<ras, TOuge, ruddy, rose, russet, and so forth, 
Haye all rolling r’s like resplendent Ruthene. 


{Mr, ffozier's Version,) 

ro the Second Reading of the “Registration of Votes 

(Scotland) Amendment BBl’’) said, “the fame of Mr. Gerry, the Governor 
of Massachusetts, would sink into insignificance if this Bill were to pass. In 
mture they would not talk of Gerrymandering, but of Trevelyandenng, . . . 
Irevelypdermg, however, was a game at which two could play : in fact, in 
the words of the poet, they might fairly say : — 

What is sauce for the eoose is sauce for the gander, 

And possibly two can Trevelyander ! ”] 

Ant — “ The British Grenadiers^^ 

Soio talk of Gerrymander, and some of Heechelles, 

Of HpsBURT and Mr. Bryce, and such great names as these. 


^ — u>u, 4. OU.UU. juaxucB aa Lueae. 

ail the world s great jobbers (swears Hozier) none compare 
With the job, job, job, job, job, job, of the Tre-vel-yan-der-er ! ” 


carmine, -vermilion, orimson, 
Oostlier than diamond or ultramarine — 

A deuce of a theme to chant lyrics or hymns on. 

Or rummage for orotund “rot,” is Ruthene. 


Geew, of Massachusetts, was smartish, for his time. 

But Hozier *^oes one better,” it moves his soul to rhyme. 

Scottish Wegg fauna timber leg) drops into verse— though queer. 
About thegame— which two can play— of the *^Tre-vel-yan-de-rer!” 


Or^ge-hued are the Odalisque’s henna-djed fingers, 
English girls’ lips are encarnadine ; ^ 

A mbicmid flame round the toper’s nose lingers— 
But I m blest if they rival the blush of Ruthene. 


thunder, and Mars, the god of war, 

Brave Neptime, with his trident, but here ’s a greater, far I 

HozriR- Apollo now is seen descending from his sphere 

To string betimes impromptu rhymes on the “ Tre-vel-yan-de-rer ! ” 


Pink huntsman, gules ensign, deep flush of the sunset. 
Ordinal s scarlet, “ red ” gold have I seen. 


let ns fill a bumper, and drink a health to those 
Who, dropping mto poetry,” leave lesser wits to prose, 
And. especially to Hozier. who raised a. riTiffiTi<r 


TXT'ir — j ioui gvAu. uttvo j. seen, 

rhubarb, red herring— but none set 
My iris afire as does red-hot Ruthene. 


especially to Hozier, who raised a ringing cheer. 

By his doggerel delightful on the “ Xre-vel-yan-de-rer ! ” 




**S^i)0WED.” — Of course even Mr. G. cannot be “The 
bbadowless Man,” except nnder the terms of that weird story, 
wmch IS impossible.” The Police have arrived at one important 
pomt about the recently arrested Townsend. They now say, 
W e know that man, he comes from Sheffield.” 
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A WORK OF-SOME IMPORTANCE. 

“Let -who will give me a plot, 7 wiU write their dialogue.” i Miss flosE ;j:cLEECQ,.the success is nwmlydue: and “for this reUef 
IVxiract from Tlnmmmon-place Booh of Mr. 0. "Wilde.) Now much thanks.” It is here and m the co^dy chaMcters of ^e 
Wn the author of A Woman of Ko ImpoHanee and of Lady ■ Archdeacon [TS^. KEmLE excellent in this) and 

^tWerjnere’s Fan has to find his own materials for a plot (“ ‘PZay- I Ptw^raci (who coiridnt ^ve a letter repre^ntation ItanMMs 

Z^U^aiekah for plots made up.' Idea for Literary and ' Le THTtSBE) that Mr. 0. "W^aDB Aows what he can do m a wnter 
^amdkAdvertisimeta." Mte-book, 0. FD-well, he does find ; of comedy, both in the ^qu^tyof the matenri and its introduction 
them and makes them his own. (“ Adoption not adaptation. 1 at the right mement. ( Thenght speech at the tcrong mwient, or 
c&<&tmctwn.-JV.P. 7 confer the 'distinction.' " 0. W.) Cer- t^ wrong speech at the riqU moment, Mh are fatal. Thus xsd 
tainlv “ Onr Oscae ” possesses the happy knack of turning out some thatcsmedteshecqme tragedies, and tragedies eomedtas. V.r.^. M., 
wS-rwlishid eri^iup to Drawing-i^m date. And so it happens 0. W.) At the Haymarket the “ play ’s ’^ot “the thing,” it is the 
that aurine the first two Acts, when Mr. Wilde’s dramatic per- plaving. {‘‘\Xikewi$e the writing,''^ O. TFe) 
soncB are all gathered together, with nothing to do and plenty to ^ However, it is pot for the plot, or for the B^wery^Lyttony ora- 
sav their conwsation is nght and airy, with an occasional spariler tions, or for the familiar melodramatic situations that a^eiKjes 
coming out (“-4 summer night., with., at intervalSy a IrilUant meteor will seek the Haymarket. Ho, it w^heto heaxthe Chrmty-Mmstrel 
il^Ung through the shy Uncom, P. B,, 0. TT.), that crackles, goes epigrammatic dialogue in the fir^ two Acts, to laugh heart^F at 
TW like the weasel of the old song, and “then is heard no more,” | Miss LECZ^iCi^ eis ZadyNtekhhyMun^^ smile on the.^rcA- 

^was the case with Macbeth's poor player, and, as he was a poor, deaconsn^ Lady Caroline^ and to enjoy the first-rate actmg allround. 

player, his fate was not nndeseryed.--(Arem. Lady Nichlely ^ Mems. from the 0. W. IlNCOMMONPLAcaB Book. 

or Duchesse de Malapropos^ to mtsquofe, — For example^ she m\gM\ j 

Tay ^QuoUng Shakspeare, ^Life ’a but a walking candle/ » O. W.) ^senUals . for success of modern play a^re Latitude and 

We afi rememher how poor ifr. Dick couldn’t keep King CharWs i Platitude.’ First hemg risky is saved by second.” . 

Head out of his manuscript. The Author of Fo Importance is S 2 mi- ! Receipt for Play-making. First catch your epigrams . preserve 



Massa Beerhones Lord Shillingworth. Massa Johnson 

CHEISTY MINSTRELS 

larly afiected. Left to himself for a plot, he cannot keep melodrama i 
out of his play, and what ought to nave been a comedy pure and 


out of his play, and what ought to nave been a comedy pure and 
simple (or the reverse) drops suddenly into old-fashioned theatrical 
melodrama. During the first two Acts Lady Sunstanton^ Lady 


Caroline Pontefract^ Mrs, Allonhy, Lord Illingworth^ The Venerable 
James Daubeny, B.D,., talk on pleasantly enough until interrupted 
by the sudden apparition of the aforesaid King Charles the First’s 
Head, represented by the wearisome tirades, tawdry, cheap, and 
conventional, belonging to the Lytton-Bulwerian-Money period of 
the Drama, of which a considerable proportion falls to the share of the 
blameless Miss JxriiA Heilson, who, as la belle AmSricaine^ Hester 
WoRSLET, in her attitude towards her audience, resembles the blessed 
Glendoveer^ inasmuch as it is “Aer* to talk, and ours to hear.” 
Deeply, too, does everyone sympathise with lively Mrs. Bernard 
Beere, who, as Mrs. Arbuthnot, a sort of up-to- elate Mrs. Haller., 
is condemned to do penance in a kind of magpie costume of black 
velvet, relieved by a dash of white, rather calling to mind the lady 
whom Charles Dickens described as Aunt,” her funereal 

attire being relieved by a whitened face with tear-reddened eyes. It 
is these two characters, with Gerald ArbuthnoU Mr. Fred Terry, 
who, like the three gruesome personages in Don Giovanni^ will intrude 
themselves into what might have been a pleasant, interesting comedy 
of modern manners, if only it had had a good comedy plot. 

Taken as a whole, the acting is admirable. Mr. Tree, as the 
titled cad, Lord Illingworth^ is perfect in make-up and manner. 
Certainly one of the many best things he has done. It is a com- 
panion portrait to the other wicked nobleman mTKe Dancing Girl, 
X*"* There is another and a worse wicked noblemanP Ff, J?., 0,JV.) 
But this is no fault, and, indeed, it would be difficult, if not impossible, 
to find fault with Mr. Tree’s Lord Illingworth. Mrs. Tree, as Mrs, 
Alhfiby^ is a very charming battledore in the game of repartee- 
shuttlecock, who with eight other principal characters in the piece, 
has nothing whatever to do with the plot. To the character of Lady 
Hunstanton^ as written in the Mrs, Nickleby vein, and as played by 


O’^Vilde. Dr. Proudie Kemble of Barchester. Lady Nickleby Leclercq. 
OF NO IMPORTANCE. 

them for use : serve with sauce piquante un peu risquie distributed 
impartially among a variety of non-essential dramatis personce, 
invented for the purpose. Provide fiLne old crusted copybook moral 
sentimeuts, to suit bourgeois palate : throw in the safe situation of 
some one concealed, behind door or window, listening to private con- 
versation. Add one well-tried effective dramatic situation to bring 
down curtain on penultimate Act, and there’s a stage-dish to set 
before the appreciative B. P., if only it can he presented to them 
effectively garnished by a clever and popular Manager at a first- 
class theatre. 

FLOWERS OF FASHION. 

The Botanical Afternoon F^te of ^ last Wednesday was a brilliant 
gathering in brilliant weather. Privileged is “ the Inner Circle” 
to have in its midst these lovely gardens. ‘ ‘ The Flowers that bloom 
in the Spring, tra la ! ” were all out uncommonly early — ^long before 
the earliest worm, which hasn’t a chance against these very early 
risers. “All a- growing I” on the part of the flowers, and “all 
a-blowing ” on the part of the Band of the Second Life Guards. 
Among the distinguished company present we noticed the Crimson 
Q,ueen, looking immensely well, the blushing Duchess of Albany, the 
Duchesse de Yallombrosa, Admiral Cotirbet, in a striking costume 
of “deep yellow splashed with red” (where Aht? he been?), the 
Ladies Daphne Pink and Callas White, and Mar^chal Niel. 
For “ Uriah HeepJ who “ loves to be ’umble,” a Silver Medal was 
awarded to Mr. Pike. “The prize, that ’s my point,” observed the 
sharp Pike. Funny Fish Pike. 

A Penny Wise.— The new import of the latest Budget may be 
aptly called “ A Penny for your Thoughts,” as no one pays a tax 
upon his income as it really exists, but as (for Income-tax assessment 
purposes) he believes it to he. 
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THE PICK OF THE R.A. PICTURES. 



No. 37. The Knight of the Graceful No. 17. The Hare Apparent trying to study a part under considerable No 220. Queen of Golf Clubs. “‘I’m 
Tj o figure m difficulties, as shown in Nos. 18 and 19. going a golfing, Sir, she said.’ Ton 

George E. fcobertson 8 picture, {Vide Notes. p, 2\5-) see I’ve Gotch. ’em in my hard.” 

T. C. Gotch. 



l^’o. 169. Mr, Henry Irving in his Dressing-room studying a New Part. 
Sir P. Leighton, Bart., P.R A. 


No 470. "Worse Halves coming Home. A Half-vest Scene. It is called 
“The Army of Peace,” but it seems to be “An Army in Pieces.” 
P. 'W. Loring. 


11 








»«. «> (l, «) (b, 8t 81.1. . . fcll. wta. .1. 







No. 217. The New Toy. Little No 
Tottie’a Mechanical Bird. Sir J. 

E. Millais, Bart., R.A. _ 

No. 18. John Hare^ ^sq,, 
as seen and painted by Sir 
JoKcr E. MilI4lIS, Bart., R.A., ^ 

^^The Rare ApparenV^ vMm . 

every spectator. ^ But what n / 
an unpleasant position ! The ^ 

eminent Actor is either study- ill/ 

injT a part, or has the Box- ^ 
office account - book in his - 

hand, and wants a quiet mo- U ^ 
ment for serious thought or fl/ ^ 

close calculation; and yet, in . 

the next room to him (No. 19), \\\ ' ' 

one of Mr. Obchaudson’s 1| 

young ladies is singing and |ijij|^ ^ 
playing a yellow chrome-atio , '^n^ 
scale, and in the room overhead ' I 

(No. 17), Mr. Nettleship’s 
tiger has broken loose, and is — — 


No, 131. The Sea Serpent ! Caught at last ! 1 General rejoicings ! ! I 
Erank Bieksee, B.A. 








, 'k’ii. wiic-n '-roaono/l No. 375. Disturbed bj "Wopses. Arthur Hacker. expecu 10 OU UC OUC |/UJ. bxa.JLii VJL I 

Snr^iOT; "Oh dear I I ifo hope that no one will look at my No. 130. m Grace themhe of 2)ewn*A.re. Encore! Bravo, 
right thumb or my toes! 0 Mr. Woods, A., why was my right Mr. Htobet Hbekomee. ®i 

Snmbl^like this? ” Sir! YoaVe given the Duke all his Grace, there s a kmd of 

No 34 In this Mr. Moelbt Flexchee shows us a Female Martyr orange tint about him, which, just now, is not without its poUtioal 

preparatory to being taken ofi to the si^jh^tion.^^ ^ Kennington (T. B. Eee^oxoe) to see 

lS!o. An Undress Rehearsal” Stdaet G. Davis. Qmen of Zove.’> She w sitogon attger’s^m, and has^^^ 

No. 49, “ On the Temple Steps,^* By John Griffiths. Eor hand on the head of the savage beast, which snows its tangs. A 

vears we 've known that Griffiths is “ the safe man ” to follow, fang-see subject,’^ says ’Abrx^ J^er. 

But, unless this is a work of pure imagination, anyone well ao- No. 15S. Honeymooners. H^e we are again. Same land of 
auainted with the Temple Pier and the Temple Steps will naturally Stone Emit from MArcus Stone, R. A. Sparkles this Stone as it 
ark^‘ ^re are the Steam-boats ? ” was wont I ^^^Cymhelme. ii., 4. ITo be conhnu^d in our next. 

Nos. 61, 52, and 53, The first is a Harmony in Sea by Mr, Henry ^ ^ ^ _ 

Moore, A., and the second is Mr. Miller’s— (Willum not Joseph Amono the Immortals at the Royal Academy Banucet Last 
Miller)— Co^owa^ Rwnshy- Brahe. This Drake seems out of Ms Saturday.— H.R.H. made one of his usually happy speeches; the 
element, as he ought to have been floating about with the wild fowl Bake of CAMBEiDCtB, the Earl of Rosebery, and Lord Her^hbll 
that belong naturally to the picture below. represented ttie comedy element ; while Lord Eelvjn ^d Mr. Leslie 

Nos. 63—66. Stephen were perfect in what, theatrically speaking, is termed the 

“Four little wMtey boys out for a run, heavy lead; ” and certainly their speeches were— ahem! — ^weighty. 

Ate early greeny food. Then there were none I ” Prettv to note how His Scarlet-robed Eminence entered the room, 


No. 218. His First Cigar. 

G. F. TTatts, E.A. 

No. 88. Colonel Rar- 
nardiston. “First Chairman of 
West Suffolk County Council,” 
Painted by Hubert Hbrko- 
MER, R.A. If he is “First 
Chairman,” it doesn’t matter 
what he is afterwards, since 
he has been immortalised by 
the admirable painting of 
Hubert Hbrkombr. He ’ll 
remain “ First Chairman ” in 
the Bramatis Rersonce of this 
year’s Catalogue, at all events, 
and be H. H.’s “Perpetual 
First Chairman,” too, be the 
other where he may. 

No. 103. Elder Bush,^* 
By H. W. B. Davis, R.A. 
From the title you might 
expect it to he the portrait of 


and looking aown. says to tne oxner giri, xaxa, who is 
smiling at her, “C)h dear ! I do hope that no one will look at my 
right thumb or my toes ! 0 Mr. Woods, A., why was my right 
thumb left like this ? ” 


Ate early greeny food. Then there were none ! 


Pretty to note how His Scarlet-robed Eminence entered the room, 


Painted by Amy Sawyer. “ Not a work of imagination, my dear not only with a grace all his own, but.wi^His Grace of Canterbury 
little boys, because you were seen by Amy— that is, Amy saw yer as well. Never was the President, Sur Frederick Lei&hton, more 
No. 70. Sticdy in Fdtisserie. Design for a chocolate ornament effective in all Ms speeches, and especially when replying to me toast 
covered with sugar. [J^commended by Messrs. Clark and of “ The Academy,” where the perfection of ms speech lay in me 
Hamilton. subtle concealment of its art, .and in the genuine eajiiestness oi ms 

No. 71. Lion in Besert. Yery tame. Mr. Herbert Dicksbb. advice to students ur hietorhi. ^ 

th^rtudy rf^^*pictur^t?a^rer8*of &e“S^’D^^*It SpoEinra Aeswee ((?arrf«»).— T oitib: The flower you have 
shows how one of the male sex may attempt it— that is, acoordingto fc^ardedtousisnotaflowerataU. ItxsanlartAfnoanrmnoceros. 


the idea of the designer, Herbert Dicksee. 


We have returned it as requested, by parcel post. 
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, T T , -nx , So he pourg Hs paatiu’ heart out in a gong half tnne, half patter. 

ALL-A-BIiOWING ! Like a meller mugio-haller of the tree-topg ! 

U CoOmey Po^ca in Spring time.) j ^ ^rSkn^^e 

Wso-o-o-F/ It’s hot amofit as Summer-time; yet what a blessed When this Wondrous Spring is on us ? As my shallow on I shove 

VT^ J. iiAll ° 0.1^ : All - *1 ! f gg >1 




hreezs 

Is a-whilSng round the comers, and a-whoostling through the trees I 
And the sunlight on the roof-slates, all aslant to the blue sky, 

Seems to twinkle like the iarf ter 

in a pooty gurl’s blue eye. 

When you swing in the dance, 
and she feels you’ve gofer 
step: 

And the trees— ah! bless their 
branches !- through the winter 
weeks they ’ve slep’, 

WTjen the worrying winds would 
let ’em, all as black and mum 
as mutes, 

A- waiting for the blackbirds, with 
their calls like meller flutes. 

Just to whistle them awake like. 

Oh I but now they stir and rouse 
like a girl who has bin dreamin’ 
of her lover in a drowse. 

And wakes up to feel ’is kisses on 
’er softly poutin’ lips. 

How they burst, all a-thirst for 
the" April shower that drips 
Tinkle-tink from leaf to leaf, 
washing every spraylet clean 
Trom^ the Moty veil of London, 
which might dim the buddin’ 
green 

or the pluckiest lime - tree, 
sproutin’ o’er brown pales in a , 

Imck-yard ; 

For these limes bud betimes, and 
they find it middlin’ hard 
To make way at windy comers, 
when the lamp as fights ’em 
through, 

like gold on green in pantomimes, 
is blown till it bums blue, 

By the angry nor’east gusts. 

But the nor’east wind to-day 
Is less like a rampin’ lion than 
some new-bom lamb at play. 

Wy, the laylook’s out aready, 
purple spires and creamy clumps. 

Oh, that scent of shower-washed 
laylocki There’s a somethin’ 
m me jumps 

As I ketch it round some corner, 
where the heart-shaped leaflets 




m i 



Cluster up against the stucco, as ** MEAT FOR YOUR MASTER * ” break the Decalogue to 

they did about that wall, c< w, j,,. .^t n-Krrv -oir n ^ exhaustive Acts.” 

Grey, and grittv, and cla^uiked hk shall only bb Two to-night, Cook-— youe Mastee and , 

of our tumbSSTO^ cot * shall want will be Soup and Fish and Lamb “ThatmzyA^ he good,” saidB.; 

Oat EppkgTrar,in 1 Sor-^\one to I'oi'WW', and a uttlb Sweet- “but J’ve a little thing, I 

ago tmd qaite Uor ® ^ -iiTBR the Fish, you know ! ’’ (fuess. 

Of reiembfanoes came crowdmg, .. nf ’ Kitchen r WMoh ought to take precedence, 

like £’ood vhostes in thni ^well — theee s some of that Potted Ham still left ^ novel in MS. ; 

gce^t * ® had foe Beeakfast yestbeday. It ’s just on the tuen, you With characters so deftly drawn 

There’s the mother’s call to ^ FimsK it Downstaies. It will do ^ in afl their changing scenes, 

dinner, there’s the landlord’s Dinnee to-day, and To-moeeow you shall That Thackehat and Dickens 

call— for rent I each have an Egg 1 ” inust be knocked to smit^- 

My first sweetheart, sent me packing, one Spring rnomin’— for a lyricist, he hummed and then he hawed, 

while— ® ^ _ I’ve ^ a hundred sonnets here to Mabel, Madge, and Maud. 

them blossoms cooled my anger— most as much as the- arch u-}i^®i®’V^®Hifirst,and then I ’ll read ’’—the other three grew pale— 
Which won me hack to wooin’. last new hook, The Musings of a Town-hred Mgh^ngale:^ 

r\c X n 1. ij? -t : - There ’s a blackbird on the top a j xt* a ^ i i-. * * * 

Ur ;^on t^, half hare acacia, pipes as if he ’d never stop, u ^ so they sat, and talked and talked, the argument waxed hot, 

Ir^n all lus tnnelets over, like a sort of talking flute ? h® ^as a Genius bom, and none woiUd budge a jot. 

Chip-cMp/ Tsee-tsee I Chu-chu ! Chu-roohl ” goes the bird begins, and which of them shall yield, 

tc TTT V ‘dearth of Geniuses”— see speech- must hold the field. 

Bring-the-tohxpl— = 

Olne-rooCehZc^! ChZrook-cku^chu! Ttee-Uee-chu^hu-chtn. 


And blare out my “ AU-a-hlowing, AU-a-growing I ” down tie ^ 
streets, 

There’s a something fresh and shining-like in every face I meets ! 

3; ^ — ’Tis the Spring -love hreakiiig 

through them! Wy, the verv 
dirt looks clean ^ 

In the shimmer of the sunlight, 
and the shadow of the green. 

A AlUa-hhwing ! All- a-gr owing 1 

■— When I shonh I seem to sing, 
For my cry takes on a music. 
It ’s the very Yoice of Spring ! 

THE DEARTH OF GENIUSES. 

{Dedimted to the Right Son, A, J, 
Balfour,) 

Cjbied Genius A. to Genius B., 

“ Let’s summon Genius C., 

And, to make a partie carrie^ we 
will call in Genius D.” 

And when they were assembled 
these solemn four sat down, 

And they all read Mr. Balfoue’s 
speech, and read it with a frown. 

Said Genius A., “Ho Geniuses? 

By Heaven, he ’s talking rot I” 
And Genius B. replied thereto, 

“ I can’t say he is not.” 

And C. and D., the poets, who 
warble like the birds, 

Agreed with Genius A. and B. in 
scorning Balfoub’s words. 

“A Genius mag arise, he says; 

that ’s coming it too strong ; 
Why, dash it, I can count up three 
in prose and eke in song I ” 

Thus A. began ; the three replied, 

“ You’re not an egoist; 

Yon quite forgot to add yourself, 
and so complete the Hst.” 

“We’ll prove it on the spot,” 
declared dramatic Genius A. ' 
“Yon three shall sit as judges, 
and I will read my play. 

’Tis a drama of the passions, all 
strictly based on facfs, 
fUR MASTER * ” Decalogue to 

^ bits in five exhaustive Acts,” ’ 

CGHT, Cook— YOUE Mastee and „ ^ , 

i BE Soup and Fish and Lamb That might he good,” said B. ; 

0 follow, AND A little Sweet- “l>Ht J’ve a little thing, I 

7 ! ” guess, 

itchen r Which ongrht to take precedence, 

that Potted Ham still left ^ novel in MS. ; 




i cS^f™tI -° |eaoe haveanEgc 

^d the c^ of the rooks,— and another call, fur off, 
Like a whisper from a grave-yard, green, and silent. 


" the whip / — the whip 


- street, and listen to the report in the evening papers. 
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MIXED NOTIONS. 

Ka. X.— THE BEHRING-SEA ARBITRATION. 

{Scene and Persons as vmal. The Connersaiion has already legmi.) 

First WeU^Infirrmed Man {concluding a iirade\ so vhat I 

want to know is this: are we or are we not to submit to the 
Yankees ? It ’s aH very well talking about Chicago Exhibitions and 
all that, but if they ’re going to capture our ships and prevent us 
killing seals, why, the sooner we tell ’em to go to 
blue blazes the better. And as for its being a 
mare clausum 

Inquirer {int&rrupting). Who was she ? W’hat ’s 
she got to do with it ? 

First W. L M, {laughing vigorously). Ha ! ha I 
that ’s a good ’un. 

Inquirer {nettled). Oh, laugh away, laugh away. 
That ’s you all over. 

First W. I. M. My dear chap, I ’m very sorry, 
but I reall]^ couldn’t help it. There ’s no woman 
in the business at all. Mare clausum merely 
means the place where they catch the seals, you 
know ; mare, Latin for sea. 

Inquirer. Oh I I should have known that 
directly, if you ’d only pronounced it properly. But what does 
clausum mean ? 

First W. I. M. Well, of course, that means— well, a clause, don’t 
you know. It ’s in the treaty. 

Average Man {loohing up f rom his paper). It used to be the Latin 
for ‘‘ closed,” but I suppose it ’s altered now. 

First W. L M. {incredulously}. It can’t mean that, anyhow. 
Who ever heard of a closed sea, I should like to know ? 

Second W. I. M. {hazarding a suggestion). It mean a harbour, 

you know, or something of that sort. 

Average Man. I daresay it might mean that, but it doesn’t happen 
to be a harbour {relapses info paper). 

Second W. I. M. Oh, well, I only made the suggestion, 

. ^ \_Apause. 

Inquirer. But what are they arbitrating about in Paris ? It says 
{reading from newspaper) “When Mr. Caktee, the United States 
Counsel, had concluded his speech, he was complimented by the 
President, the Baron de Cotjecel, who told Hm he had spoken on 
behalf of humanity.” I thought old Caenot was President of the 
Erench Republic. 

First ^ W. I. M. So he is. 

Inquirer. But this paper says Baron DB’CotmcEi is President. 

Second W. I. M. Oh, I suppose that ’s one of Caenot’s titles. 
All these blessed foreigners are Barons, or something of that sort. 

Inquirer. Ah, I suppose that must be it. But what have the 
French got to do with the Behring Sea? I thought it was all 
between us and the Yankees. 

First W. L M. So it is— but the French are arbitrating. That ’s 
how they^ come into the business. I can’t say, personally, I like 
these arbitrations. We’re always arbitrating now, and giving 
everything away. If we think we ’re right, why can’t we say so, 
and stick to it, and let the French, and the Yankees, and the 
Russians, and all the rest of ’em. take it from us, if they can ? 

Second W. I. M. Take what from us ? 

First W. 1. M. Why, whatever it happens to be, the Behring 
Sea, or anything else. We’re so deuced afraid of everybody now, 
we never show fi^ht; it’s perfectly sickening. But of course you 
can’t expect anything else from old Gladstone. 

Second W. I. M. That’s right — shove it all onto old Gladstone. 
But you’re wrong this time. It was Jo Chamdeelain, one of your 
own blessed Unionists, that you ’re so proud of, who arranged this 
arbitration. 

First W. L M. I know that, my dear boy; but Chambeelatn 
was a Radical then ; so where are you now ? [A pause. 

Inquirer {who has continued his reading, suddenly, with a puzzled 
air). I say, you know, this is too much of a good thing, bringing the 
Russians into the business. It says — {reads) — “documents were 
submitted, on behalf of the United States, to prove that Russia had 
never abandoned her sovereign rights in the manner suggested by 
Great Britain.” How, on earth, does Russia manage to crop up 
everywhere ? And where is this confounded Behring Sea ? 

Second TT. I. M. [vaguely). It’s somewhere in America, or 
Newfoundland, or thereabouts. 

Inquirer. But how about Russia ? 

^ Second TV. I. M. Oh. Russia shoves her oar in whenever we get 
into a dimculty of any kind anywhere. 

Inquirer {persisting). Yes — but how can she have any “ sovereign 
rights” in America? 

{haughtily, luf evasively). My dear fellow, if 
you had followed the thing properly, you wouldn’t ask the question, 
Inere s no time now to explain it all to you, as it’s very compli- 
cated, and goes back a long way. But you may take it from me 


that Russia has got certain rights, and that she means to make 
things as disagreeable fer us as she can. \_A pause. 

Inquirer. It’s rather a rum start, isn’t it? sending out Sir 
Chaeles Russell and Sir Richaed Webstee. They ’re on opposite 
sides of politics. 

First PT. I. M. That’s just why they send ’em. Russell has 
got to put the Liberal view, and 'W’ebstee the Conservative. 

Inquirer. Of course, of course ; I never thought of that. By the 
way, have you ever seen a seal ? 

First W. I. M. Rather. They ’ve got one at the Zoo. Catches 
fish, and kisses the keeper, and all that sort of game. 

Inquirer. What, that hig^ beast that looks as if it was made of 
india-rubber, with long whiskers and a sort of fish-tail ? 

Ftrsi W, 1. M, That ’s it. 

Inquirer {with profound disgust). Well, I am blessed! Is that all 
they ’re jawing about ? [Terminus. 


IN MEMORIAM-“ THE DEVIL’S OWN.” 

Notwithstanding the efforts made by the Inns of Court Rifles, supported 
by the Authorities of the Inns, to increase the strength of the corps, the 
additional enrolments lately made have been judged by the War Office not 
sufficient to warrant the continued maintenance of the corps as an indepen- 
dent battalion ; and orders have been given for its reduction from six to four 
companies, for the withdrawal of the Adjutant, and for the attachment of the 
corps to the 4th Middlesex Rifles .” — Daily Paper.) 

Oh, how bright were the days when we all of us saw 
In their martial equipment the limbs of the Law. 

With their helmets and rifles, and pouches complete, 

(May I quote from the ladies), they “ really looked sweet,” 

The Colonel, the Major, and all their attendants, 

Appeared not as counsel, since all were defendants ; 

And no soldierly spirit could equal the Bar’s, 

When Themis, its goddess, was mated with Mars. 

No more shall they charm us ; harsh Fate with her shears 
Has severed the thread of the Law’s Volunteers. 

And, whatever the cause was, ’twas certainly true 
That these fee-less defenders at last were too few. 

So now they ’re absorbed, and, no longer the same, 

They lose by attachment their being and name. 

And the old Devil’s Own, from their discipline loosed, 

Have gone to their owner ; i.e., they’re re-duced. 


ENGLISH AS SHE IS SPOKE. 

{In the House and out of it.) 

The Parliamentary Committee appointed to consider the best mode 
of reporting in the House, have decided that it will he advisable to 
allow Members to have an opportunity of revising their speeches after 
they have been “taken down” verbatim. The result of this sug- 
gestion will probably he as follows : — 

MR. SYMPLE-STUTTER’S SPEECH. 

{Verhatim Report.) 

Mr. Speakee, Sir, What I mean to say, I 
venture to think is that the British Empire — 
yes Sir— that is what I venture to think, and 
7 am a young Member. For 1 do not believe — 
no not now— or in fact, when otherwise. For 
envy and malice are together. I venture to 
think that sometimes the British Empire. Yes 
Sir, for the enemies are at our gates with the 
past and^ the future. When the sun sinks — 
not that it follows— at least so I venture to 
think. You may believe me, Sir, that it is 
farthest from my thoughts when the British 
Empire and the sinking sun which I venture to 
thiiik is— in point of fact the setting sun, and 
I venture to think the British Empire, and that 
is I venture to think was my proposal in the past * ‘ Spohe ? Rather I ” 
— which has the terrors of the present from generation to generation. 

{Revised Report. ) 

Mr. Speakee, Sir, at a time like the present — when the enemies of 
the Empire are clamouring at onr gates, when envy walks hand-in- 
hand with malice, and our fate is in our own hands — we should be 
hold and resolute. It is not for a young Member like myself to 
point out the course that we should pursue, but I venture to think 
that, by ignoring the terrors of the past with the courage of the 
present, we shall avert the dangers of the future. It has been said 
— ^and truly said— that the sun never sets upon the British Empire. 
Let us believe in that sun, and find in its rays an earnest of that 
glory which was the birthright of our ancestors, and which, should 
he the birthright of our descendants from generation to generation. 
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ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. 

John Bttll. CUojoalra , , , Egypt. UecoBnas . . , H. L-b-oh-he. Mwharhus . . . Gl-dst-nb, 
ifecoBTtflss f’oswfo to Enobabbits). “Now Antony myst leave thbh yttbbly.” 

J^ha/rhus (aside to Mecm^as), “Never; he will not,” (Apaa-t) “At least, not yet,” 

Ant, and Cleo.f Act JL Scene 2 , adapted. 


Bmharlus (oMeto Meojenas). “Never ; he vtill not,” 


HR. GLADSTONE’S CHANGE OF NAHE. 


He was “ People’s "Williah.” He will 
Be known in future as ** Our Home-Enle Bill.” 


In the Time of the Restaxtbation.— They ’re going it! Feed- 
pg, feeding everywhere, and not a bit to eat— without paying for 
it pretty heavily. We gather from a note in Salads Journal^ that 
Long’s Hotel now possesses a “ Restauration,” Of course, those 
who live in ** Short’s Gardens,” won’t he able to patronise “ Long-’s.” 
The management is announced as under the direction of a “M. 





MR. PXTNCH TO THE 
BETROTHED PAIR, 

(The DuTc$ of York and the 
Trincess May of Tech) 

Mat 3, 1893, 

’Mid the hird-ohorus of the May, 

rrom glade and garden madly 
ringing, 

There sonnds one welcome note 
to-day, 

Round the glad world its way 
’tis winging. 

You hear— you hear the general 
cheer 

That greets it! ’Twill suffice 
to show you 

That all who love you joy to hear, 

And all who love are all who 
know you I 

Soft music of the marriage-bell 

Seems woven ’midst the world’s 
Spring Yoices. 

In truth, there ’s little need to 
teU 

How in the prospect Funch 
rejoices. 

His well-pleased eye has watched 
your way; 

His loyal heart has shared your 
sadness ; 

How on this bright Betrothal- 
Day 

Tour gladness he acclaims — 
with gladness 1 

How IS Mb. F. Luke Fudes, 
R.A. ?— In excellent health we 
sincerely hope, but from seeing 
daily, in the front^ sheet of the 
Times^ an advertisement com- 
mencing “ The Doctor after Luke 
Fildes, R.A.” Many friends 
began to feel anxious. We are 
glad to be able to add, that, is 
answer to the numerous inquiries 
made at 39, Old Bond Street, a 
most satisfactory report has been 
obtained. 



MUSE V. MECHANIC. 

[“Mr. Horman (jALB—the Muse 
of orchards and pretty girls with 
polished knees; a charm often left 
unsung,” — Mr. Andrew Long on the 
Toems of^^A Comtry 

‘ ‘ A CouNTBT Muse ” sings, if you 
please, 

Of pretty girls “with polished 
knees ” 1 

One would not quite demolish 
The graphic rhymester’s stock-in- 
trade, [played. 

But if bare knees must pe dis- 
He might forego the polish. 

It smacks of fustian! Workmen’s 


I Are very “polished” where the 
* “sags” 

From salient joints protuberant, 
drew shiny with continual fric- 
tion; [diction 

But “polished knees” in poet’s 
Strike one as too exuberant. 

Say varnished elbows, burnished 
knuckles. 

And you ’ll elicit scornful chuckles 
From Muse and from Mechanic ! 
j Selections from the terms of trade 
Would put, I’m very much afraid, 
Parnassus in a panic. 

The bards are sometimes rather 
free 

With feminine anatomy ; 

Their catalogues erotic 
Of pretty girls’ peculiar “points,” 
Their eyes and limbs, and curves 
and joints. 

Are often idiotic. 

“ HONOURS EASY.” But if we must be told, sometimes, 

Ladies have limbs, then that your 

Mrst Undergraduate. “I say, Old Man, did you win youb rhymes 

Money ? ’* May not offend or fog any. 

Second Un. “ ’Course NOT ; won Somebody else’s. Tov lost Don’t meehanise a maiden’s 
YOUR Coin, didn’t toti ? ” charms ; [arms 

First Un. “My Coin! What are you talking about? I lost Leave “polishing” to legs and 
THE Guv’nor’s 1 ” Of walnut or mahogany. 


EHTMES ON THE DECAY OF ROMANCE. 

[Suggested ly Mr, Frederie EarrisoTCs recent Article m ^^The Forum f) 

Oh, list to Mr. Harrison lamenting from The Forum^ 

Imagination done to death by latter-day decorum! 

“Good boys and girls” we’ve all become, and modem men and 
maidens see 

The world with such prosaic eyes, Romance is in decadency ! 

We ’re too absorbed in Politics, enamoured of Monotony, 

To give an ear to Geniuses ^supposing we had got any !) 

But First-Class in our Fiction Mr. Harrison abolishes, 

Indeed most Authors travel Third, their talent so toU-loUish is. 

It ’s aH the Fin^de-Siecle^s fault— and this, of course, a true bill is ; 
For Genius puts its shutters up when centuries pass tneir jubilees ! 
As Mr. Harrison can prove by references historical, — 

And any utterance of his is equal to an oracle. 

We cannot stand a novel now, he says, if there ’s a shock in it ; 
Prefer our heroine angular, her eye must have a cook in it. 

Unless she ’s dull and middle-aged, no sympathy have we with her, 
Her sole excitement is to ask a plainer friend to tea with her ! 

He thinks, were Pickwick written now, we ’d view it with a cooler 
eye. 

And term the Trial Scene a piece of “ riotous tomfoolery ; ” 

While Jane Fure's thrOling narrative of Rochester^ sad revelries 
Of “ shilling shockers ” scarcely would to-day above the level rise ! 

An age that ’s given up its gas to read by Electricity 
Would naturaHv be repelled by Thackeray’s causticity, 

And scorn the characters of Scott, because they had Glengarries on, 
An inference which is obvious— to Mr. Frederic Harrison I 


How scathingly does he denounce our Literature degenerate. 

With not a real Romancer left— or only two at any rate ! 

By “ desperate expedients,” each the old tradition carries on — 

“But it’s no good”— as they’re informed by Mr. Frederic 
Harrison. 

For Mr. Stevenson can write no stories worth hurraying at, 

While he upon Pacific Isle persists in Crusoe playing at ! 

And Mr. Kjpling ’s ceased to count— no heart in what he does is 
there— 

He longs for death in far Soudan, a-fighting Fuzzy-Wnzzies there ! 

So we ’ve only Mr. Meredith— (oh, what a sad disgrace it is !) 
Though Mr. Blackmobe writes romance— how poor and commonplace 
it is! 

While Messrs. Thomas Hardy, Black, and Besant, it would seem, 
are all 

Unworthy serious notice, mere nonentities ephemeral 1 

Some people like Miss Braddon, Mrs. Oliphant, Miss Brottqhxon, 
too. 

They ’re only lady-novelists — so serious readers oughtn't to, 

And those who ’ve been convinced by bis invidious comparisons, 

In future will eschew romance— excepting Mr. Harrison’s. 

The Darwinian Theory Exempliited.— At the Zoo is now 
being exhibited “ Three White-tailed Gnus,” — “ The Latest Gnus ” 
with the best possible intelligence, — “ and a BlaCk-capped Gibbon.” 
TMs last is evidently a descendant of the great historian ; though, if 
this exemplifies “the survival of the fittest,” where are the others 
of the race? Then “ Black- capped ” sounds ominous, as if this 
particular Gibbon stood self-condemned, and was soon to disappear. 
Should this be the case, the Zoo Authorities ought to advertise the 
fact, and give visitors a chance before it is too late. 
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how, in Egypt, Mr. Gr. is WTon^, and Dilke, who criticised Ministerial 

ESSENCE OF PARLIAIVIENT. policy, is not right. To-night he stands on the Ewf of the World, 

wTTPimy-n T 7 pn\r TTn? hta-rt nv Tn-RY MP a solitary, colossal figure upright on the lone Pamirs. His attitude 

EXTfiACTEB PKOM THE PIAET OF TOBY, M.F. ^ ^ mamtfold mien. Defiant of Eussia, suspicious of Eosebeet, 

Souse of Commons^ Monday Kight^ May l.—Demonstrated in patronising towards Afghanistan, he takes young China familiarly 
Debate on Second leading Home-Eule Bill that House may talk and by the elbow, and bids it be of good cheer, for Tommy Bowles is its 
talk through twelve long nights, and not affect single vote—noteyen friend. Since Hapoleon crossed the Alps, and was caught in the 
Sauedees’s. To-night shown how a single speech may cause to act by the brush of the painter, the wond has not seen so moving a 
collapse what was expected and intended to be big Debate. It was picture as Tommy throned on the grandly desolate Pamirs. 

Mr. &, performed the miracle. Looked in at House on his way House almost empty whilst the Talented One discoursed on 
from Downing Street, where he had received deputation on Eight the subject. Mr. Q-., who misses nothing, happily in his ]place, 
Hours Q,aestion, and delivered important speech. That might have listening with eager hand at ear whilst Tommy spoke fami- 
served as day work for ordinary man. Mr. G-., not to put too fine liarly of Asiatic rivers and mountains, not one wdth name of less 
a point upon it, is not ordinary man. Being here, sat listening to than five syllables. Dicky Temple, who really knows something 
Dilkb with ol(^ attention. Dilke thinks time has come to evacuate about this mysterious region, looked on in blank amazement at 
Egypt. Stated kis case in luminous speech ; sustained his reputa- Tommy’s erudition. ^ Edwaed Geey, who would presently have to 
tion of knowing more about Egyptian Question than most men, answer this damaging attack, tried to seem indifferent. But his 
except perhaps Tommy Bowles. ^ young cheek paled when Tommy put his ruthless finger on that 

Mr. G. made no outward and visible sign of intention to follow ; Foreign Office dispatch, out of which a line of print had been 
took no notes, and sometimes, as he sat with drooping arms and dropped. This a Machiavellian device that had hitherto escaped 
closed eyes, seemed to sleep. Duke done and down, he sat bolt detection. Tommy’s falcon eye had noted it, his relentless foot had 
upright, looked round veith almost startled air. “ Well, really,” he followed up the tracks, and he had discovered, on reference to the 
seemed to be saving to himself, “ since I am here, and no one else original, that the criminally-deleted line of print embodied a refer- 
is disposed to follow, I might as well say a few words.” | ence to the Oxus. That was all. “ Only the Oxus ! ” he said, with 

Spoke for half an hour, without withering sarcasm. Then changing 


reference to a note, and without fal- 
tering for a word. Preserved through- 
out that studious assumption of having 
accidentally looked in which marked 
his appearance at table. Evidently 
desired to minimise as much as ]^s- 
sihle importance of occasion. Subject 
broached, he was, possibly, expected 
to say something ; certainly not going 
to make a speech, much less deliver 
oration. Carried out this subtle fancy 
to such extent that, pitching voice on 
low conversational tone, sometimes 
difficult to catch full length of sen- 
tences. This added to impressiveness 
of scene. Crowded House sitting 
breathless; Members opposite leaning 
forward lest they might miss a phrase. 

: Everyone conscious that at the door 
also listening were jealous France, the 
wily Turk, the interested Egyptian, 
the not entirely disinterested Czae, 
and the other Great Powers concerned 
for peace of Europe. 

Mr. G., for all his affectation of un- 
premeditation, evidently had in mind 
these listeners at the door. To their 
shadowy presence was, for him, added 
consciousness of keen eyes watching 
Mm from all (juarters of the House: 
some of Ms friends waiting for sign or 
readiness to quit Egypt; the Opposi- 







A PATEOH OP OLD CHINA. 
{Vide China JBotoles Collection.^) 


withering sarcasm. Then changing 
Ms tone and manner, he shook a mina- 
tory forefinger at the shrinking form of 
the Peemiee, and cried aloud, in voice 
strengthened with long warring with 
the winds on the Pamirs ; ** Sir, the 
stream of the Oxus has been entirely 
omitted from this paragraph.” 

“ Poor Mr. G. I said W. J, Low- 
TBCEE, present in Ms capacity as Ex- 
Dnder-Seoretary for Foreign Affairs. 
“ What with Labby one night and 
Tommy Bowles the next, he has a sad 
time of it.” 

“Yes,” said Pltjmket, sole com- 
panion on the Front Bench. “It’s a 
hard fate for a Prime Minister to stand 
between L. and Tommy.” 

Business done. — Miscellaneous talk 
on going into Committee of Supply. 

Little diffi.culty arisen 
in connection with Budget. Suxjiee 
faced by deficit of million and half. 
This he met by expedient that will be 
historical, as affording Jokim oppor- 
tunity for a popular jape. The Squiee 
has dropped his penny in the slot, in 
accordance with directions, pulls out 
the drawer, and finds there is some- 
tMng more than the sum necessary to 
balance the year’s account. That is 
all very well; but there are some 
amateur Chancelloes of the Exche- 


tion ready to catch at any token of tendency to scuttle. Occasional atJEE who would do great things with the odd £20 000 or £30 000 
passages he delivered at rapid rate; but you coMd see him weighing wMch remains as surplus. Claek wants Graduated Income-tax • 
every word with due consideration of these mamf old and conflicting Baetley proposes Abatement on Incomes below £200: whilst 

• AT, X would let farmers off with half the proposed increase. 

When he sat dowm there was consciousness that the massive Best of aU is, Alpheus Cleophas, who would straightway abolish 
ngwe or impormut Debate that had loomed over House whilst the tax on tea. The keen insight of Alpheus notes the little 
Dilkb was sp^mg had melted away. Jokim and Goest had in- difficulty about the deficit. 

authorities on Foreign . “The Chancelloe of the Excheqtjee,” he observed, in his most 
judicial manner, “may ask me to suggest another source of 
or less sootMng. Mr. G. had left nothing for anyone to say, nn- revenue.’' The fc^ftPiEE pricked up his e^s; the Committee sat 
Cleophas. and the T^ehted Toimx, who, attentive. If Alpheus Cleophas had given his great mind to con- 
sittmg immediately opposite the Pmmiee, had, whilst he spoke, sideration of the subject, it might be regarded as settled All 
taken vol^mous notes, only occasionally vrith^rawing eyes from waited for Ms next utterances. “ !fhat,” be continued in steely tones 

distrust upon the aged and “ is the CHAHCEiLOEof the ExcHEauEE’s business. Mine is to carry 
conscio^statesm t » i -j nir -i- Newcastle Programme.” Alpheus Cleophas thereupon 

^bjoeib^s, smiling resumed his seat, leaving the Squiee gloomily facing the dead wall 
^ Tommy in Ms placcj takmg notes, of Ms deficit.^ Business BudgS; Bill passed report stage, 

^nse of pcnrity, I feeL 1 the Lobby, Friday Night. — Some young bloods below Gangway, on Minis- 
lookiM after tl^gs, it s all right in tUe House. Beowhiho said terM side, in distinctly low spirits. On Tuesdav nSht stage of 

sometbing m this way nimbly moved reference of Employers’ Liability BiU to Grand Com- 
ics Si who want it referred to Select Committee, were 

^ ^der impression Mr. G. had promised discussion should not be 

Jfusmess done.—Mx. G, excelled Mmself, taken till Thursday or Friday. Last night Chambeelaih protested 

^ot5eededl,y Tomir. 

immindful of mona- trary, takes it seriously to heart. Having got BiU referred to Grand 

to rescind Jrder, and begin aU over 
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“It*s very seldom,” says the Sage of 
Qjtkks Aeee’s Gate, in most melanclioly 
mood,^ “that our side show themselves capable 
of doing a smart thing. When, hy chance, 
it is accomplished, Mr. G. comes along, and 
coolly undoes it.” 

To-day, nearly two hours spent in dis- 
cussing question; Bill, eventually, remitted 
to Grand Committee, as it had oeen left at 
midnight on Tuesday. 

“ Shan’t play I ” cries Chambeei.ain'. 
“All very well for you, with your majority, 
to bowl us over, but you won’t gain any 
time by it. You may take a horse to the 
Grand Committee, but you can’t make him 
discuss your Bill.’^ 

Bminess Budget Bill through. 


a. E. D. 

{By a Grumpy Old Bachelor J) 

“’Tis a mad world, my masters!” Grim 
Lombeoso 

Corroborates mild Sbcazspeaee in this 
matter. [and-so, 

And, though hU demonstration seems but so- 
No doubt the world’s as mad as any hatter, 
The sweeter sex especially ! ’Tis sad, 

But that rule ’s absolute, depend upon it I 
"Tis obvious all women must be mad. 

Because — ^there is a “ b ” in every bonnet 1 


WILDER IDEAS ; 

Or, Convfft'sation as she is spoken at the SaymarkeU 

The Disciple, Ah, that supper after the 
Theatre ! It was the unspeakable following 
the unplayable. I feel so seedy I 

The Master, Fay, but have I not told you 
that the two letters to follow “ X. S.” are 
“ S. and B. P ” And you have yourself said 
that “ Soda and Brandy is the last refuge of 
the— digestion.” 

The Disciple, Hang it! I can survive 
everything— except the cast-ofi clothes of my 
own epigramSj;— or, by the bye, death, 

lExitfr&m this life, to prove it. 


Kem. on the Behring-Sea. Business. 

A EOETY-HOTJits’ speech by magniloquent 
Caktek I 

That Behring Tribunal has caught a Tartar ! 
Whatever the upshot one cannot but feel 
I ’Tis a fine illustration of “ Say and Seal ! ” 
Though Bunsby might say of this lengthy 
oration, 

“ The Behring will lie in the application.” 

Appeoeriate Song {for anybody connected 
with the TourisUManaging Firm of Gaze, on 
hearing a Lady say that she was going to 
try a Cook^^) 

“ Ah me ! she has gone from our Gaze, 
That beautiful girl from our door ! ” 
{The remainder can be added ad libitum, 
and sung whenever opportunity permits.) 

“A Move on the Board” in the Right 
Direction. — Our Surprising School-Board 
has voted in favour of allowing its In- 
dustrial School youths to enjoy “reasonable 
recreation” on Sundays. Its version of Sir 
William Jones’s distich would be something 
as follows 

The mom at Church, the afternoon at play, 
■Will serve to while the Day of Rest away. 
Apparently it looks favourably on a modi- 
cum of Sunday Cricket or Football, and does 
not taboo even the enormity of Lawn-tennis. 
As against that eminently strict Sabba- 
tarian, Mrs. Grundy, the tennis-player may 
defend himself by a reference to the “ ser- 
vices ” in which he is engaged. 



'Want Anything on it, Sir ? ” “Yes — confound you ! More Hair! 


A SWINBURNE ! 

{See ^'Nineteenth Cerdury,^^) 

I. 

Three times one are always three ; 
Waves are stormy on the sea ; 
Bonnets oft contain a hee ; 

Bear delights in bun. 

The Algernon, that ever 
Is linked to Charles, shall never 
From poet Swinburne sever, 

The three appear as one. 


Once he lashed and slashed the Priest, 
Chopped him up to make a feast. 
Called, him brute and called him beast, 
Black as crows are black. 

But now be rhymes “ together ” 

(See Calverlt) with “weather” : 

He might have throvm in “ heather,” 
A rhyme that men call “hack.” 


Clash the cymbal, beat the gong ; 

Sense is weak, but sound is strong ; 

Such is Swinburne’s latest song, 

Made by Mm alone. 

See Watts and Knowles around us, — 
James Knowles vyith cheques hath 
bound us 

To write ; the Muse hath found us 
With Putney BMl as throne. 


When the wind’s For-West by West, 
Man and beast are rarely blessed. 
Sometimes I like mutton best, 

Often I like veal. 

A poet {not a puny ’uu^ ^ 

Who raves about the Union, 

And hymns the States Communion, 

Takes none the less Ms meal. 

In tlie City. Thursday Last. 

First Member of Stock Exchange ( Uniordst'S, 
I say, Jones, you weren’t in it ! Why didn’t 
you join us marching in procession, with 
Clarke carrying the Union Jack, ehP 
Second Member of the House, Why didn’t 
I join you P Because I didn’t want to make 
a UMon- Jack-ass of myself ! 

[Exit, before the retort is possible, 

A Pair of Spectacles. 

{After hearing a much inUn'upted Speech in 
the Commons,) 

When a batsman has to go 
To the tent with a “ round 0,”^ 

He knows he ’« not made a hit. 

When a Statesman ’s hitting well, 

The round “ Oh’s” around him swell 
(Dullards’ substitutes for wit), 
lu debate or cricket score, 

The “ round 0 ” means nought— no more ! 
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how, in Egypt, Mr. G-. is wrong, and Dhjcb, - who criticised Ministerial 
ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. policy, is not right. To-night he stands on the Roof of the World, 

BITBACTEB FEOM THE HIAET OP TOBT, M.P. _ 

Bouse of Commons^ Monday Kight^ May 1.— Demonstrated in patronismg towards Afghanistan, he takes young China familiarly 
Debate on Second Reading Home-Rule Bill that House may talk and hy the elbow, and bids it be of good cheer, for Tommt Bowles is its 
talk through twelve long nights, and not ajffect single vote—not even friend. Since Hapoleon crossed the Alps, and was caught in the 
Saunlees’s. To-night shown how a single speech may cause to act by the brush of the painter, the world has not seen so moving a 
collapse what was expected and intended to be big Debate. It was picture as Tommy throned on the grandly desolate Panels. 

Mr. G. performed the miracle. Looked in at House on his way House almost empty whilst the Talented One discoursed on 
from Downing Street, where he had received deputation on Eight the subject. Mr. G., who misses nothing, happily in his i)laee. 
Hours Question, and delivered important speech. That might have listening with ea|:er hand at ear whilst Tommy spoke fami- 
served as day^s work for ordinary man. Mr. G., not to put too fine liarly of Asiatic rivers and mountains, not one with name of less 
a point upon it, is not ordinary man. Being here, sat listening to than five syllables. Dicey Temple, who really knows something 
Dilke with close attention, Dilke thinks time has come to evacuate about this mysterious region, looked on in blank amazement at 
Egypt. Stated Ms case in luminous speech ; sustained his reputa- Tommy’s erudition. Edwaed Geey, who would presently have to 
tion of knowing more about Egyptian Question than most men, answer this damaging attack, tried to seem indifferent. But his 
except perhaps Tommy Bowles. young cheek paled when Tommy put his ruthless finger on that 

Mr. G. made no outward and visible sign of intention to follow; Foreign Office dispatch, ont of which a line of print had been 
took no notes, and sometimes, as he sat with drooping arms and dropped. This a Machiavellian device that had hitherto escaped 
closed eyes, seemed to sleep. Dilke done and down, he sat holt detection. Tommy’s falcon eye had noted it, his relentless foot had 
upright, looked round with almost startled air. “Well, really,” he followed np the tracks, and he had discovered, on reference to the 
seemed to be saying to himself, “since I am here, and no one else original, that the criminally-deleted line of print embodied a refer- 
is disposed to follow, I might as well say a few words.” ence to the Oxus. That was all. “ Only the Oxus ! ’* he said, with 

Spoke for half an hour, without withering sarcasm. Then changing 

reference to a note, and without fal- his tone and manner, he shook a mma- 

tering for a word. Preserved through- 7 i tory forefinger at the shrinking form of 

ont that studious assumption of having 1 % ® Peemier, and cried aloud, in voice 

accidently looked in which marked ^ V strengthened with long waxring with 

Ms appearance at table. Evidently I winds on the Pamirs : “ Sir, the 

desired to minimise as much as ^s- stream of the Oxus has been entirely 

sible importance of occasion. Subject omitted from this paragraph.” 

broached, he was, possibly, expected “Poor Mr. G.I” said W. J, Low- 

to say something ; certainly not going Wm r thee, present in Ms capacity as Ex- 

to make a speech, much less deliver llWrtffi'^ Under-Secretary for Foreign Affairs. I 

oration. Carried ont this subtle fancy “What with Labby one night and 

to such extent that, pitching voice on Tommy Bowles the next, he has a sad 

low conversational tone, sometimes time of it.” 

difficult to catch full length of sen- “ Yes,” said Pltjnket, sole com- 

tenees. TMs added to impressiveness panion on the Front Bench. “It’s a 

of s^ne. Crowded House sitting M hard fate for a Prime Minister to stand 

breathless ; Members opposite leaning between L. and Tommy.” 

toward lest they might miss a phrase, Business e/one.— Miscellaneous talk 

Everyone couseious that at the door on going into Committee of Supply, 

also listening were jealous France, ^the Thursday.— I a\X\q difficulty arisen 

ynly Tmk, the mterested Egyptian, f <0 ^ ^ connection with Budget. Squire 

the not entirely disinterested Czae, h ^ faced by deficit of million and half, 

and the other Great Powers concerned V\B V This he met by expedient that will be 

for peace of E'wope. fl historical, as affording Jokim oppor- 

^ affectatmn of im- ^ tunity for a popular jape. The Squire 

premeditetion, evidentlv had lu mind fias <&opped his penny in the slot, in 

these listeners at the door. To their accordance with directions, pulls out 

shadowy presen^ was, for Mm, added drawer, and finds there is some- 

^nscionsne^ of keen ©yes watching thing more than the sum necessary to 

Mm torn an quarters of the House; A PATRON OF OLD CHINA. balance the year’s account. That is 

China :Bou;lesGoUeetion:’) all very well; but there are some 

^dinessto quit Egypt; the^ Opposi- , . " ^ ^ amateur Chancellors of the Exche- 




A PATRON OF OLD CHINA. 
{Vide “ Cfhina Bowles Colleetiony) 


withering sarcasm. Then changing 
Ms tone and manner, he shook a mina- 
tory forefinger at the shrinking form of 
the Premier, and cried aloud, in voice 
strengthened with long waxring with 
the winds on the Pamirs : “ Sir, the 
stream of the Oxus has been entirely 
omitted from this paragraph.” 

“Poor Mr. G.I” said W. J, Low- 
THER, present in Ms capacity as Ex- 
Under-Secretary for Foreign Affairs. 
“What with Labby one night and 
Tommy Bowles the next, he has a sad 
time of it.” 

“ Yes,” said Plunket, sole com- 
panion on the Front Bench. “It’s a 
hard fate for a Prime Minister to stand 
between L. and Tommy.” 

Business done . — Miscellaneous talk 
on going into Committee of Supply. 

Thursday .— difficulty arisen 
in connection with Budget, Squire 
faced by deficit of million and half. 
This he met by expedient that will be 
historical, as affording Jokim oppor- 
tunity for a popular jape. The Squire 
has dropped his penny in the slot, in 
accordance with directions, i)ulls out 
the drawer, and finds there is some- 
thing more than the sum necessary to 
balance the year’s account. That is 
all very well; but there are some 
amateur Chancellors of the Exche- 


tion ready to catch at any token of tendency to scuttle. Occasional quee who would do great things with the odd £20 000 or £30 000 
1 passages he delivered at rapid rate; but you could see him weigMng wMch remains as surplus. Clark wants Graduated Income-tax • 

I every word with due consideration of these manifold and conflicting Bartley proposes Abatement on Incomes below £200: whilst 
+T, • XT. X AT. . Ueant Lawson would let farmers off with half the proposed increase. 

When he sat dowm there was consciousness that the massive Best of aU is, Alpheus Cleophas, who would straightway aboHsh 
ngure of imjKjrtent Debate that had loomed over House whilst the tax on tea. The keen insight of AT.p -pnr.TTH notes the little 
J speaking had melted away. Jokim and Gorst had in- difficulty about the deficit. 

^nded^to s^ak from Front Bench; great authorities on Foreign “ The Chancellor of the Exchequer,” he observed, in his most 
Fohey in other parts of House had proposed to say sometMng, more judicial manner, “may ask me to suggest another source of 
or less soothing. Mr. &. had left not^ for anyone to say, tm- revenue.” The aaniBB pricked np his et^; the Committee sat 
CtKopms, ^d the lAcmraED Toj^, who, attentive. If Ahphetjs Cmophas had given his great mind to oon- 
opposite the P nBMraa , ha4 ’whilst he spoke, sideration of the subject, it might be regarded as settled. All 
taken volnmuwns notes, o^y ocoasKmaUy withdrawing eyes from waited for his next utterances. “That,” he continued, in steelv tones 

CECANCBLLOEof the ExCHEaUBE’S i^l is to O^V 

nutonMions stateMnan. -i- Newcastle Programme.” Alphetts Cleophas thereupon 

n MiBJOEiBAOTS, smiling resumed his seat, leaving tiie SauiEE gloomUy facing the dead wkll 

tofiii<iToMKr in his place, tatog notes, of his deficit. done.— Budgrt BiU passed wport stage. 

Gives (me a of seonntjr. I feel when 1 ’m in the Lobby, IHday iyr,>A<.-Some young bloiSs below SrX onJMinis- 
looki^ after tl^M, it s all nght in the House. BEOWUiwa said terial side, in distinctly low spirits. On Tnesdav nieht state of 

ZfeinflKav^ takJn,;jitrtS ^nterrspS ’IX h 

sometmnginthisway. nimbly moved reference of Employers’ Liahtiitv Bill to Grand Com- 

Opposition ^bo want it referred to Select Committee, were 
» • J It s^ngEt with ^Empire. ^der mpression Mr. G. had promised discussion should not be 

Mustness done. — ^Mr. G. excelled Mmself. taken till Thursday or Enday. Last night Chamberlain protested 

2Ws&y.-Sev^-l®agnedBoots not needed by Talehieb Tomht. ^oS “toohS&w 

He moves about Umverse with ease a-nH o^rflrtA x»« * xA-7:l r spectacle, m. l:f.,_oii con- 
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“ It Tery seldom,”^ says tlie Sage of 
Queen Anne’s Gate, in most melancholy 
mood^ “that our side showthemselyes capable 
of domgr a smart thing. When, by chance, 
it is accomplished, Mr. G. comes along, and 
coolly undoes it.^’ 

To-day, nearly two hours spent in dis- 
cussing question ; Bill, eventnflly, remitted 
to Grand Committee, as it had lieen left at 
midnight on Tuesday. 

“ Shan’t play ! ” cries Chambeelain. 
“All very well for yon, with your majority, 
to bowl ns over, but yon won’t gain any 
time by it. Yon may take a horse to the 
Grand Committee, bnt yon can’t make him 
discuss your BiU.’’ 

Business i^owe.—Budget Bill through. 


Q. E. D. 

{By a Qrumpy Old Baxihelor,) 

“’Tis a mad world, my masters!’’ Grim 
Lohbboso 

Corroborates mild Shazspeaee in this 
matter. ^ [and-so. 

And, though Ms demonstration seems but so- 
ITo doubt the world’s as mad as any hatter. 
The sweeter sex especially I ’Tis sad, 

Bnt that rule ’s absolute, depend upon it I 
'Tis obvious all women must be mad, 
Because— there is a “ b ” in every bonnet I 




WILDER IDEAS ; 

Gr, Conversation as she is spoken at theSaymarket, 

The Disciple. Ah, that supper after the 
Theatre I It was the unspeakable following 
the unplayable. I feel so seedy ! 

The Master. Nay, but have I not told you 
that the two letters to follow “ X. S.” are 
“ S. and B. P ” And you have yourself said 
that “ Soda and Brandy is the last refuge of 
the— digestion.” 

The Disciple. Hang it! I can survive 
everything— except the cast-off clothes of my 
own epigrams,— or, by the bye, death. 

\_Exitfrom this life, to prove it. 

Mem. on the Behring-Sea.Business. 

A FORTY-HOUKs’ Speech by magniloquent 
Caeter I 

That Behring Tribunal has caught a Tartar ! 
Whatever the upshot one cannot but feel 
’Tis a jhne illustration of “ Say and Seal I ” 
Though Bunsly might say of this lengthy 
oration, 

“ The Behring will lie in the application.” 

Appropriate Song (for anybody connected 
with the TourisUManaging Firm of Gaze, on 
hearing a Lady say that she was “ going to 
try a CooV^) 

“ Ah me ! she has gone from our Gaze, 
That beautiful girl from our door I ” 
(The remainder can be added ad libitum, 
and sung whenever opportunity permits,) 

“A Move on the Board” in the Right 
Direction.— Our Surprising School-Board 
has voted in favour of allowing its In- 
dustrial School youths to enjoy “reasonable 
recreation” on Sundays. Its version of Sir 
William: Jones's distich would be something 
as follows 

The mom at Church, the afternoon at play, 
"Will serve to while the Day of Rest away. 

Apparently it looks favourably on a modi- 
cum of Sunday Cricket or EootbaU, and does 
not taboo even the enormity of Lawn-tennis. 
As^ against that eminently strict Sabba- 
tarian, Mrs. Grundy, the tennis-player may 
defend himself by a reference to the “ ser- 
vices ” in which he is engaged. 



CSVIOU:S. 

‘ Want ANirBiNG OUT IT, SiE? ” “Web — co^tomko Ha.ibI 


1 SWNBTJRUEl 

(See ** Ninefeenth Centwryi*’) 

L 

Three times one are always thiee ; 
Waves are stormy on the sea; 

Bonnets oft contain a bee; 

Bear delights in bun. 

The Aigesnon, that ever 
Is linked to Charles, shall never 
From poet Swinburne Eeier, 

The three appear as one. 

n. 

Once he lashed and slashed the Priest, 
Chopped him up to make a feast, 
Called him brute and called him beast. 
Black as crows are black. 

But now he rhymes “ together 
(See Calverxt) with “ weather ’’ ; 

He might have thrown in ‘ ‘ heather,” 
A rhyme that men calL “hack.” 


Clash the cymbal, beat the gong; 

Sense is weak, but sound is strong ; 
Such is Swestburne’s latest song, 

Made by him alone. 

See Watts and Enowdes around lus, — 
James Knowles with ohegtues haLth 
bound ns 

To write ; the Muse hath found us 
With Putney BLill as throne. 


fhaen ith “wiiicd's MDr— ¥«st fby West, 
laMiamdbaeast are rarely lilesai^eL* 
BometiMnes I Itte raauttaon best.. , 

Ofiteii UltaYesal, 

A poet [wti a poup' ’aaO . 

Wtatoiayes aWuttEheUJniou, 

And hpmnss tkae Stetes OoomiTiciiiioa, 

TaZkes noMlee lesas his meal ^ 

In th e CSity . dnrrsd ay laist. 

Fl'nt Jlenkwof SSk^Excchcani%e{^wnist\ 
I sa-y, r ONOS, y-ou uswetei n’t mn Lt I riidu’ t 


you joim rts ncnaicIhiDgry in. procesissoa, with 
C 1 A.JKES oar-i^imriliifill^DioinJaaek. el 1 
^camdlhLmm-iet 'Wky didn’t 

I jonu y -oa 3 eoaunse U yeant to make 
alJ"iiiorm-Ja-ck-«i8scDf]iir.y!el f! 

parrti, boefor^e time rteior w jossibJe. 

A. Fsir of S 8pesct£acle>s. 

ifite=m(p?feiT in 
tke& dmnmfat,) 

WniLNa hatsin!amlas.sto go 
r*otlL.ete ntvwith a" rounadC,”^ 

He know Ae’aasaotcin-de ^alifilt. 
yWkm a Stat esns ai 'sb libtiaK *ell) 
r'leironMLd“ Ok’ s” aerou-ni iim s veil 
(Dw£illa*cds’ sub; stitimtes for witb). 

1*1 do-hate or ericTikat s soore, 

r“he‘ ‘roMoni 0” comore 1 
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Ma. PtTNCH’s Yision at the Opening ( p the 
Impehial Institute. 

This Springes soft hetmiy is a Joy for ever ; 
Its loveliness increases ; it will never 
Pass to forgetfulness ; we still must keep 
Fond memories of this Muyiime^ calm as 
sleep 

Full of sweet dreams^ and healthy and quiet 
hreathing. 

Therefore^ on this May nwrning are we 
wreathing 

A flowery handy to hind us round the earthy 
Spite of despondence y of the inhuman dearth 
Of patriot natureSy Mammen-ridden daySy 
And ToiVs unhealthy and o^erdarkened ways 
Mctdefor our mending: yeSy in spite of all 
This Mayday Vision moves away the pad 
From our dark smrits I 

IKeats adapted to the occasion . 

Thy paxdon, Adonaisy pray, 

That on this msmorahle morning* 

We twist those lovely lines astray, 

As modish, maid, lier charms adorning 
A trail may twine of eglantine 
Into the formal “ set ” of Fashion. 

Yet wonldst thou gladly lend thy line 
To present need ; for patriot passion, 

Love of the little sea-gift land, 

Has ever fired our En^sh. singers. 

Of England's fame, from strand to strand. 
Their songs have l>«0ax.the widest wingers. 
^ AdonatSy this great day 
Were ** Welcome as the fiowers in May ! ” 

!Oie “ flowe^ hand” of Ejeats's song 
Onr Empress sons to-day are vn:eathing ; 


Long may it hind, and blossom long. 

The May-fiower’s fragrance round ns 
breathing 

Is nothing sweeter than the thought 
To patriot hearts of loyal nnion. 

Togetner we have toiled and fought, 

But gay to-day is onx communion. 
Britannia’s helm is crowned with fiowers, 
Britannia’s trident wreathed with 
posies, 

And Fancy sees in Flora’s showers 
Thistles and Shamrocks hlent with Eoses. 
The Indian Lotus let ns twine 
With gorgeous bloom from Afric’s jungles, 
Canadian Birch with Austral Pine. 

Tape-hound OflBLcialdom oft bungles ; 

Some blow too hot, some breathe too cold, 
O'er-chill are some, and some o’er- 

But thf^ame^lood-stream, warm and bold, 
Through all onr veins is ever rushing ; 

And so to all true hearts to-day 

Comes “ Welcome as the flowers in May ! ” 

A Q,xjeen is with us, to evince 
Imperial sympathy nnf ailhig ; 

And pleasant to our genial Prince 
This proof that all seems now plain- 
sajling ; 

With his great purpose. Some sneered, 
“mirnl” 

But general shouts now drown their 
sneering. 

A special salvo ’s due to him 
Amidst to-day’s exuberant cheering. 

Hail the Imperial Institute I 
And. hail the patient Prince promoter I 
The man whn/s neither cynic brute, 

Hear ph»ase-led i^oophMitio doter, 


May echo that. Our patriot tap 
Is old, well-kept and genuine stingo ; 

Hot the chill quidnunc’s cold cat-lap, 

Hor crude fiie-water of the Jingo, 

But sound as good old English ale. 
Full-bodied, fragrant, mild, and mellow. 
To try that tap Punch will not fail, 

Hor any other right good fellow. 

A bumper of that draught to-day 
Is “ Welcome as the fiowers in May ! ” 

Weave on I And may that “flowery band” 
Be surer bond than forged steel fetters. 

Ho! Hands all round I Whilst hand-in-hand 
We need not fear the fierce sword-whetters 
Who ’d make the pleasant earth a camp. 

And stain blood-red the white May-flowers. 
May echoes of no mailed tramp 
Disturb ye in your Spring-deck’d bowers, 
Glad garland- weavers 1 Heaven bestow 
“Sweet dreams, and health, and quiet 
breathing,” 

One thing above aU others know, [ing, 
Ye who the earth-round band are wreatn- 
To-day, to-morrow, any day, 

You ’re “ Welcome as the fiowers in May I ” 


“Playing the Duse.” — Mr. Horace 
Sebger announces the engagement at the 
Lyric of Mile, Duse, The Manager must 
be OToswrous ; at all events, he is not gomg 
to the Duse, but the Duse is coming to him. 
And as to the Theatre — ^weU, if it isn’t a 
success, the Duse is in it I 


“ She answered ‘ Yuss’ 1 ” — The most 
recent and most important change of name is 
from “ I MAY ” to “ L WILL.” 
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POLITICS AND POLITENESS. 

Dear Mr. Punch, — see that the Duke of Arotll, when he 
received the freedom of the Burgh of Paisley, the other day, told the 
following interesting story : — 

was going once to call on a lady in London, and when the door was 
opened and the servant announced my name, I saw the lady advancing to the 
door with a look of absolute consternation on her face. I could not conceive 
what had happened, and thought I had entered her room at some incon- 
venient moment, but, on looking over her shoulder, I perceived Mr. and 
Mrs. Gladstone sitting at the tea-table, and she evidently thought that 
there would be some great explosion when we met. She was greatly 
gratified when nothing of the kind occurred, and we enjoyed a cup of tea as 
greatly as we had ever done in our lives.” 

Now, my dear Mr, Punch, I have great sympathy with “the 
Lady,’’ and think (with her) the meeting, as described by his Grace 
of Argyll, was mild in the extreme. If something out of the 
common had taken jplace, it would have been far more satisfactory. 
To make my meaning plainer, I give roughly (inldramatic form) 
what should have happened to have made the action worthy of the 
occasion. 

Scene — A JDratoing-room, I^dy entertaining Mr. and Mrs. G. 
at tea, A loud hnoch heard without, 

Mrs, G,[greatly agitated). Oh dear, 1 am sure it is he I 

Mr, G, {with calm dignity). Do not fear — ^if he appears, I shall 
know how to deal with him. 

Lady i^ale lut calm). Nay, my good, kind friends, believe me, you 
shall not suffer from the indiscretion of the servant. 

Mrs, G. {pushing her husband into a cupboard). Nay, WrLLliVM, 
for my sake! And now to conceal myself, so that he may not 
suspect his presence by my proximity. [^Rides behind the curtains. 

The ■ JDuke of Argyll {breaking open the door, and entering 
hurriedly). And now, Madam, where is my hated foe ? I have 
tracked him to this house. It is useless to attempt to conceal him. 

The Lady {laughing uneasily). Nay, your Grace, you are too 
facetious 1 Trace the Premier here ! Next you will be saying that 
he and his good lady were taking tea with me. . 

The Duke {suspiciously). And, no doubt, so they were! This 
empty cup, that half-devoured muffin— to whom do they belong r 

The Lady {with forced gaiety). Might I not have entertained Mr. 
and Mrs. Joseph Chamberlain, my Lord Duke ? 

The Duke {aside). Can I believe herl? {Alotid.) But if it is as you 
say, I will send away my clansmen who throng the street without. 
{Opens window and calls,) Gang awaddy Caller JRerringl They 
wffl now depart. {A sneeze heard off,) What was that? 


The Lady {terrified), I fancy it was the wind— t^ cold wmd 
and now, believe me, Mr. Gladstone will abandon Home Hule. 

Mr, G, {suddenly appearing). Never I I tell you to your face 
that you are a traitor I {Sneezes, and hurriedly closes the window, 
TAe -Dttjfee That sneeze shall be yoitt last ! 

[Takes up a kmfe lying on the table, 
Mr, G, {repeating the action), I am ready, Sir 1 . « . t 

Mrs, G, {rushing between them). Oh, William I Do not fight ! 
The Lady {falling on her knees), I prithee stay ! 

Mr, G. Never ! May the better man win I 
The Duke, So he it I ^ ^ t ? /y - 

[The Scene closes in upon a desperate duel, l,urtain. 

There, Mr, Punch! What do you tMnk of that ? , Still, perhaps, 
under the circumstances of the case, it is better as it is. 

Yours most truly. 

One who never Paid Twopence eor Manners. 


THE LITIGANTS YADE MECUM. 

Question, Can you tell me the best possible regulations in the 

universe? x 

Answer, Certainly English Common Law. 

Q, Is English Common Law accessible to everyone ? 

A, Certainly, and if a litigant please, he or she (for sex makes no 
difference) can become his or her own advocate. _ j 

Q, When a litigant prefers to conduct a case m person, does the 
proceeding invariably save expense ? , , . v 4 . 

A, Not invariably, because a litigant may have odd views about 
the importance of evidence and the time of professional advisers. 

Q, When a litigant is affiicted with this lack of knowledge what 
is the customary result ? , n i 

A, That the defendants have to undergo the expense of a several’- 
days’ trial with counsel to match. .... xv 

Q, Supposing that a journalist, sharply but justly, criticises the 
actions of a man of straw— what can the man of straw do ? 

A, With the aid of some speculative Solicitor, he can commence an 
action for libel. , . « -.x . c 

Q, What benefi.t does the speculative Solicitor obtain ? , 

A, The speculative Solicitor, if he can persuade a judge and jray 
to agree, will get his costs, and if the journalist wins he will find that 
the prosecutor or plaintiff is, indeed, a man of straw. 

Q, Is there any redress ? . . . , , 

A, None ; hut a wise journalist wiH never criticise sharply. 
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No. 139. Ca donne a penter. Not a more sngjjestive wse does | 
any portrait possess througlioTit the Galleries. It is described tota j 
4 xiim‘t as “Albert Beasset, Esq.,” work (and the; 

pl^wnre) of W. W. Ouless, E. A. “ ^Tis a fine work I ” says Bob j 
to 'Abet. “ O’ course,” returns ’Abbt Jozee. “ Oreat ! ^Oto hss 
could be expected of ’im tho’, I dun no.” It represents an undecided : 
mcanent in Mr. Albert Bbasset’s life. It is as if he were Mr. ; 
hd ” Bbasset, and wasn’t quite certain of what he should do next. ; 
There is the writingr-desk, — shall he indite a letter ? If he does^ so, | 
shall he take off his thick-fur coat? Or shall he go hunting, since i 
he has on, underneath the furrin’ fur, the pink of hunting perfeo- ' 


A. PICTURES. No. 2. 

BLiRE. Ha ! Ha ! Ha I By St. Q-eorge you Ha’re bound to laugh 
directly you look at it. You can’t help it. “C. R. F. L.” is 
chuckling to himself and saying, “Hal Ha! I ’ve just thought 
of sucA a funny thing! Hal Ha I Ha ! ” And he ts enjoying it 
so ! As the song says, “ 0 Mster (I forget the name), what a funny 
little man you are I ” 

Ho. 653. This, by Mr. Markham Skipworth, is a portrait of 
JDr. E. Ker Gray^ LED., of St. Q-eorge’s Chapel, Mayfair. “Ebr 
Q-rat I ” it ought to be “ Ker Scarlet.” 

Ho. 862. Portrait oj^ a Gentleman^ by Phil K. Morris, A. The 
Portrait, annoyed at being next to Sidney Cooper's, R A., Beit 



No, 543. The Picture of the Tear. Lamp-light reading ; or, Mr. Punoh among the Pretty Pets. “Bulce est dissipere in joco.” H. H, La Thangue. 


tion? Likewise he has his whip and his horn, also his boots! He’s eoer so humble^ 4'^.,” representing head of a jackass, and some 
“got ’em on!” He’s “got 'em all on!” Or shall he hail the sheepish sheep, is evidenfly saying to itself, “Hang the Hanging 
6,000-t<m yacht that’s lying in the reads just a few yards from his Committee ! They show me as next door to a donkey.” 
open window, and go ont for a cruise ? He looks happy, hut Ho. 888, The Wedding Gifts, The pretty Bride is a hit 
« -1^.3 frightened at seeing the Oroom leading up two bare-baok’d steeds. 


puzzled. 
Ho. 167, 


JNo. 167. The Bight Hon, H, H, Fowler^ Hf.P. “Presentation “Oh! ” she cries, “ I can’t ride them! Why {to her hushand)didi 
Portrait,” painted by Arthur S. Cope. “When ^e Right Hon. you give me these?” “My dear,” says he, “why not? Here 
Gentleman rc»e to speak, the House, with the exception of a oleifc at are the bare-backed steeds, and you’ve already got the Ring.” 
the table and two small boys (whose msenoe within the precincts S. E. Waller. 

has never ^en satisfactorily accounted for) was Extract Ho. 892. “ Tour Health I A Birthday Party at Mr. Ernest 

fr^ The Imagtn^y Times Parliamentary Report of that date. Hart’s. Painted by S. J. Solomon. As a subject, the wisdom of 
Ho. 350. Mrs, Kee^^ the age of Eighty-six, Lwking so well Solomon is questionable as a specimen of Haoademio Hart— ahem ! 
and ^rigi^ly, that the Artist must have been at considerable pains However, to the toast of “Fbwr Health as addressed to 
to mduoe her to at still jMt one moment for Mr. Eknesi Hart, Master Sol might have 

her portrait Long may she ranain with us! A added the words, “ JIfosf Ertmay and 

Onr compliments to the Artist, Julia B. '' Martily.” 

wo V • xi. -- — No. 9k Exhibition of Miss Biffin, “■vho 

has no legs to speak of.” “If you saw my 
l^sea-pieoeof the year. It Aows a “CoreeMs ancles,” said Miss Mowcher, “I should go 

s^ien^ sail to up a shipwrecked creuf, home and kill myself.” But Arthur Hacker, 

.4 as the. », I i! — whose capital work it is, calls it “ Ctrca.” 

- --- h ^o, 937. “P might have heen,^^ by F. 

aHo were those who came too late to make a i. . > - Stuart Sindici, represents Hapoleon and 

KciA it i • * X f • - Wellington out walking together, in 1847, 

Anice quiet ^ Horse Guards. “It might have 

comer for a littie composition way from aU \\\\\ . > ^ ^een” if, , But it wasn’t-though F. 

th^spe^g^enesses.” ^ \ ^ Stuart Wci went nap Tn it, and dUmt 

itrXv / Vf it. Why shouldn’t Julius C^sar and Lord 

^ Brougham .have hobnobbed together over 

suffering from I Pommery ’74 at Frascati’s in Re|ent Street, 

W I shouldn’t the Great Duke of Marl- 

® V -'/A S '' BOROUGH and Admiral Hamilcar of Carthage, 

^ A I! after leaving Hoi Adelphoi at the theatV, 

StfSiifL the i^ge of probability \ ^ 1 i^ave taken supper at Rule’s in Maiden Lane ? 

that this, bemg Msociated with the name of M i Whv not? miffht Wo wS’’— of 

^ .. far the well-known L-ttle y* / fi tbpTp’a TinTdiir nntrfLi-noi +.Lo4r Viawra 


ug up tw 
i: Why 


to induce her to sit still just one moment for 
her portrait. Long may she remain with us ! 
Our compliments to tiie Artist, Julia B. 
Folkard. 

Ho. 434. Mr. Somerscales has given ns the 
best sea-piece of the year. It shows a ‘ ‘ Corvette 
shortening sail to pick up a shipwrecked crew,*^ 
“ A sale in sight appeared I ’’—and as the. 
picture, so it is ^id, wai immediately sold, so 
also were those who came too late to make a 
hid. 

Ho. 624. G^leman writing, ** A nice quiet 
comer for a littie composition away from all 
those speakii^ likenesses.” J. W. Forster. 

Ho. 533, This is a sad-looking Kttle girl, 
painted by Wiliam Carter. She^ has an 
unsettled expression. Is she suffering from 
what the Clown calls “ teezy-weezies-in-the- 
pandenoodles,” and, as Sir John Millais’s 

Bubbles served P**RS for an advertise- 
ment, is it beyond the range of probability 
that this, being associated with the name of 
“ Carter,” should he intended as a pictorial 
advertisement for the well-known “L-ttle 
L-v-rP-Us” ? 

Ho. 535. Po]^ait presumably) of C, R, 
JFletcher Lutwidge^ Esq, By to. George 














An Artist’s wodc “ on the Line.” 


there’s hardly anything that mightn’t have 
been, if it had only taken place. Such possible 
subjects would fill the most vast picture gallery 
in the Chdteau d^If, 
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{yew Salkry, Regent Street. Svmmary of SiaO, Summer Exhibition.) 



No. 40. The Bather Bothered. 
B. A.. Why,’ ’ exclaims the hori 


Appropriately painted hy Mr. Waterhonse, 
■rined nymph, “ he’s lying on my clothes ! ” 


No. 216. Night-Mares Neptune’s Horses, but more suggestiTe of 
Night Mares. Walter Crane. 



No. 22. “ Mr. Gr.” in Churchwarden No. 195. Hurried Moments! An Elopement ! ! ** Never mind your No. 27. Posed and Painful ! Stand- 
Church. “ Here endeth the Second things I ” he shouted, at the same time that, catching her up and ing for her photograph, and feels 

Beading.’’ Sydney P. Hall. holding her in his strong right arm, he started off at a fast run. that the head-rest is no rest for the 

“Better to lose your clothes than miss your train!” C.W. Mitchell. head. J.J. Shannon. 



No. 96. The Haunted G-len; or, The Bird-nesting 
Trespasser Consdence-struok. “ Oh ! I ’ll pretend 
I don’t see them ! ” Hon. John Collier. 


No. 92. “ ‘ Eling’ Defiance ! ” Professor Herkomer’s Heel-and-toe lads, “ Jock and Charlie,* 
hack themselves against (No. 108) Mr. Alfred Hartley's “ Harry and NeiV * sons of Lord Rose- 
bery, attired as they are for a reel or a fling, or any form, of National So(h)ottische dance. 
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PICK OF THE PICTURES. 

{Nevp QalUTy—c&ntimted,) 

Ko.!!. First Ball 

or, “ Train Um up in the way 
sheshoM howU^ Portrait of 
little girl preparing to be a 
Lady-Cricketer. She has the 
ball in her hands, and is only 
■waiting to cry out “Play!’^ 
O. P, JAooHB-Hoon. 

No. 15. Charming Ficture 
cf Nobody Nowhere, Miss 
Ahni Alma-Tadema. 

No. 20. FortraitofW, 3Iat- 
thew Mahj Fsq. By Jom 
Paekee. ‘ * All Hale ! ” 

No. 3T. 8Uver MistF This 
onght to have been the picture 
of a gentleman in search of a 
threepenny piece; but it isn’t. 
Feed Hall. 

No. 66. The Beparttng Guest. 
E. BuENE-JoyES. 

The ending of the party see, 

“ 0 let us get a cab for thee ! ” 
**Nay,’* quoth the guest, “I ’ye 
wings ! so I, 

Like to the trout, will take a fly.*^ 

No. 112- Alderman J. Stone- 
JFigg, First Mayor of Tun- 
bridge Wells. 

Indeed you look an Alderman, 

J!Tis true 1 ’ve seen a balder man. 

“ J. Stoxe-Wigg” is the name I 
see, 

Which “Lost or Stolen-Wig 
should be. 

No. 160. Forirait of Lady 
Simpson. Bravo, Mr. Yal 
PfiDTSEP, A.R. A. Uncommonly 
good. A parody of the old song 
should have been selected by the 
Artist as a motto for the pic- 
ture: — ! 

Lady Simpson has a dog— 

I don't know its name — 

Pretty tail has dog, incog. 

Ribands round the same. 



EVOLUTION EXTRAORDINARY. 

British Tourist {wJw has been served with a Pig*$ foot). “ What *s this ? 
I ORDEEED Quail!” 

Negro Waiter. **Wall— v’nv got Quail!” 

British Tourist. “Quail ! Why A Quail’s a Bird !” 

Negro Waiter. ** Not sere I” 


No. 170. *'The Spirit of 
Life,^^ By Archie Macgregoe, 
“ Eh, Archie mon ! aiblins, ’tis 
just the -whusky-still the Led- 
die’s at, takin* a wee drappit V 
the ’ee. And -why did ye nae 
ca’ it, ‘ Still Life ’ ” ? 

No. 177. Fortrait of Mrs, 
George Lewis. Excellent, Mr. 
CoIout-Sargeht ! H.B.— Yery 
few “Sergeants left ; but Mr. 
G-eorge Lewis has secured the 
best of them to paint this portrait. 

No. 194. Yery charming is 
“ The Closing of an October 
Day ,'*^ By George H. Brough- 
ton, A.R. A. He has caught the 
“Early Closing Movement” to 
the life. 

No. 242. “ the Grip of 
the Sea- Wolf’^ ; or, “ JSarty 
Bathing at Boulogne^ E. M. 
Hale. 

No. 324. AndagoodLudgetoo! 
Fortrait of Sir Douglas Straight, 
The Douglas, “bearded in his 
den ” I Q,uarter (Sessions) 
Length. Sad end to a distin- 
guished career to be “quartered, 
drawn, and hung ” ! Congratu- 
late Artist, Miss Yera Christie, 
on good likeness. 


Anti-Epidemic Treatment. 

{Being Summary of Jtolson Boose- 
tem Fasha's Article in New 
Beview.) 

Boil Bacillus, 

Or he’U kill ns. 

From Filter filthy grown 
Don’t drink water, 

Save rates per quarter, 

And so “Leave well alone.” 


Companion Worms.— Shortly 
to appear: My Wifds Bodice. 
By the Author of Mis Wife's 
Soul. 


TO MY TJMBEELLA. 

Good, faithful friend, it seems an age 
Since last we met and walked t<^ether I 

Upon the Daily Graphic's page 
Forweeksl’vewatched the oomingweather; 

The meteorologie girl, 

Despite cold arms, seemed almost jolly, 

And made no effort to unfurl 
That wonderful archaic brolly. 

So I, grown reckless, did as she. 

And gave you quite a Long Yacation ; 

Such weather cannot always he. 

Or you would lose your occupation. 

Think how I ’ve treated you ! A pet 
Might envy aR the care I gave yon ; 

When worn-out with work and wet, 

Think how I did my best to save you 1 

You soon looked well, and eased my fears — 
Recovered after over-pressnre. 

When you “ took silk ” in other years. 

Thi nk what I paid for each “ refresher ” ! 

When last it rained I had to roR 
You up quite wet ; you ’ve been forgotten. 

It rams <mce more. What ’s this ? A hole ? 
By Jove, the silk’s completely rotten I 


Stage-Coach Fh^o.— The Meet, 
which ^ ordered for 11*30 last Thursday, 
wasn t done, and so there was no Lunch. 


ON THE INCOME-TAX. 

[By an already over-burdened tax-payer who 
derived neither enlightenment nor comfort from 
the wordy war about a “ Graduated Income-Tax” 
between Mr. Bartley and Sir William Har- 

COURT.] 

“ Graduation” seems vexation, 

“ Differentiation” looks as had. 

Their the-o-rie 
It puzzles me. 

But their practice drives me mad 1 

“That’s Swear^ It Is I”— In bygone 
days, when the Princess’s was under the 
management of Mr- and Mrs. Charles Kean, 
there was a fine imposed on any member of 
the company who should make use of bad 
language in tbe Green-Room. One evening 
a distinj^sbed actor so far forgot bimself as 
to let slip an expletive of three simple let- 
ters, whereat Mrs. Kean held up her hands 
in horror and quitted the room, foUowed by 
the actresses who happened to be present. 
Subsequently some wag at the Garrick Club 
wrote a song whereof the burden was “The 
Man who said * dam ’ in the Green-Room.” 
T^pora rriutantur^ and now, at the Avenue 
Theatre, under the management of Mr. and 
Mrs. Kendal in the Green-Room and behind 
the scenes, as well as on the stage, “Dam” 
wRl he in everyone’s mouth, as this happens 
to he ihe name of the Author of ikdi latest 
.successful production. 


THE NEWEST TALE OF A TUB. 
{By a Sufferer from the Modem Laundry System, ) 


T scrub. 


Rur-a-rur-rub ! 

Three ghouls at a tub . 

Our shirts and our collars they savagely i 
Tbe fronts they make bagged, 

The wristbauds quite jagged, 

And send borne our linen aU rotten and 
ragged ! 

Scrub-a-scrub-scrub ! 

Three fiends at a tub : 

In chemical bleaebings they dabble and grub. 
Our shirts each bespatters 
Then brush them to tatters. 

The wearers get mad as March hares or as 
hatters I 

Rub-a-scruh-scruh ! 

Three hags at a tub : 

They scrape with a wire-brush, and pound 
with a club ! 

Smash buttons, burst stitches, 

And — sweR Laundry riches ! 

WTw save us from this caiddron-tidi s dread 

Three Witches f 


The Stock Exchange, Mr. Bunch under- 
stands, has gone into poRtics. With a view 
to test the knowledge of the brokers who 
‘ ^ceshed ” to the (JiiildhaR, he asks them, 
—What 'is the Commii|5ion upon Evicted 
Tenants? AR seRers, no buyers. 
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OPENING OF THE IMPERIAL INSTITUTE. 

AyoTEEB Show! A splendid Imperial Show I Magnificent 
weather! Eeal Q,ueek^s weather, and consequently a big success. 
The grandenr, the solidarity of the British Empire — [&c.,_ &c. 

JEditor regrets that for lack of space he is compelled to omit the 
remainder of this remarhahly fine panegyric* JSe suggests to^ Author 
that it would come out well in pamphlet form., price one shilling^ or it 
might he given away with a pound of Indian Obedient to 

the call of duty I was myself present as one of the ’moiblest of the 
distingnished guests assembled to welcome Her Imperial Majestt on 
Ihis auspicious occasion. It was my good fortune to be immediately 
in front of a charming Young Lady and her delightful Grandmother. 



The latter was a trifie deaf, and her Granddaughter being a 
wonderfully well-informed young lady, I had quite an enjoyable 
time of it ; as had also my neighbours, though I regret to say that 
some of them after the first three-quarters of an hour seemed 
rather to resent the gratuitous information given with astonish- 
ing volubility by the amiable Young Lady to her confiding relative. | 
For example, up came his Grace the Archbishop of Caitteebtiex. I 
“That^s theLoED Chancelioe,” our well-informed Young Lady | 
told her Grandmother. Much cheering greets Lord Salisbtjbt. 
“That’s General Eobebts,” said the Young Lady, adding, as if 
rather doubting her own accuracy, “ though why he wears a naval 
uniform I am unable to say .” It didn’t matter ; her Grandmother 
was equally pleased. “ ’Which is Mr. Gladstone ? ” asked the Old 
Lady. The Young Lady used her opera-glass. “I don’t see 
him,” she returned slowly. “ Of course ne can’t be in a turban. 1 1 
know he has no whiskers or moustache— ah I there he is !— there, 
talking to Sir Edwakd Leiuhtoit!” She hadn’t got even the 
Christian names correct. I looked in the direction she had 
indicated and saw Sir William Haecouet in close proximity to 
Sir Eichaeb Temele, But why should I turn and dispel the 
harmless illusion ? Was it for me to bring discord into a family, 
and cause the Granddaughter to be cut out of the Grand- 
mother’s will? l^ever ! So, “from information received,” 
the Old Lady went on implicitly believing in her informant, and 
treasuring up the particulars for the benefit of her other Grand- 
children. “Lord Eobeets is somewhere here,” observed the Young 
Lady, sweeping the horizon (so to speak, with apologies to “the 
horizon”) with her lorgnette. “Oh, I should like to see Aim.'” 
exclaimed the Old Lady, enthusiastically. “ Where is he ? ” “ Oh, 
I think—” replied the Granddaughter, hesitatingly, “I rather— 
think— I ’ve only seen him onee-~^ut— oh yes,” 'she added, with 
wonderful confidence on finding she was commanding an interested 
audience of simple neighbours — “Oh yes — ^there— m a General’s 
uniform,- he has just come in— and he is looking for his place,” — 
and, following guidance, I, too, craned forward, and was rewarded 
by catching a gEmpse of Mr. Feebeeick GoEBOir, Chairman of the 
Grand^ Hotels Co., Limited, who was good enough to salute me with 
that air of conscious power which becomes part and parcel ©f a man 
who has the command of countless battalions in waiting. En- 
couraged by this incident (for I had not rounded on her and said, 
“ that is not Lord Robeets”) the Young Lady urged on her mis- 
taken career more wildly than ever. She pointed out the wrong 
Princess Mat, the Duke of Fife became H.E.H. the Duke of Yoek, 
the Tecks were the MECKiEisrBTTEO-STEELiTZES, the Gentlemen- at- 
Arms were dismounted Chelsea Pensioners in Court dress; the 
Chinese ladies were Japanese (for they couldn’'t get even these 
correct,— and of course these Orientals are most correct), and finally, 
looking up to the gallery where the Orchestra was, she crowned the 
edifice by loudly announcing that Sir Aethub Sullivan was Sir 
Abthub Balfoub, and added that he was only, performing his 
ofELcid duty as Leader of the House of Commons. “ Then,” asked 
the simple Old Lady, “are the musicians all obliged to be Members 
of Parliament?” Her Granddaughter was equal to the occasion, 
and answered unhesitatingly, “Yes, dear, alV^ 


After this, what was the show ! Everybody was somebody else. 
Only the CIueen and the Peince were beyond the^ power of error. 
She found them out at once. She was enthusiastic about the 
distinctness of the Peincb’s voice in reading the Address, and she 
bent forward so as not to lose a syllable of the Queen’s gracious 
reply. She explained everything wrong. A few ladies looked at 
her, mutely beseeching some respite for their ears ; would she only 
give herself ten minutes’ rest ? Ho— it was a great chance for the 
weE-imPormed young woman, and she made the most of it. Even 
the heat didn’t affect her. Processions might come, and proces- 
sions might go, but like the babbling brook, she could and would “ go 
on for ever.” I have forgotten to add that she also knew how every- 
one arrived, and her Grandmother was much interested at hearing 
how Her Majesty’s Judges all came in an omnibus, driven and 
conducted by eminent judicial functionaries. 

A grand show, “ Abely worked by our Secretary,” says Sir Early- 
Springs-and-SoMEES Vine, C.M, G. , Assistant Secretary, and to both of 
them great praise is due. How, then, to adapt the title of Lord Lttton’s 
novel, “ What will we do with itf ” The Man who Went. 


OUR BOOKING-OWICE. 

In the Song of the Sword and Other Verses, Mr. Henlet 
incidentaEy asks, “What have I done for you, England, my 
England ? ” Sinoe^ the question is put so pointedly, my Baronite, 
who has been looking through the 
little volume of verse, is bound to 
reply that, what Mr. Henlet has 
done for England is to make it as 
ridiculous as is possible to a man 
with a limited audience. Mr. 

Henlet has a pretty gift of versi- 
fication, but it is spoiled by a 
wearisome proneness to smartness, 
and an assumption of personal supe- 
riority that occasionally reaches 
the heights of the ludicrous. If 
’Abet had been at the University, 
and had bent what he calls his 
mind upon verse-making, some of 
the truculent rhyme in this book is 
the sort of stuff he would have 
turned out. It seems at first hear- 
ing a far cry from ’Abet to Hen- 
let. But the dispassionate reader, 
turning over these sulphurous 
leaves, will perceive deeply-rooted 
similarity in that narrowness of 
view, and that undisturbed con- 
sciousness that it alone is right, 
which distinguish the refieotions, and are found in the observations, 
of ’Abet when he views society from his lower standpoint. 

I Messrs. Hutchinson & Co. have published a Book of Wise 
Sayings, by W. A. Clouston. Hot that W. A. Clouston said them 
or any of them, but he selected them. One fault has the Baron to 
find with the selecting collector, and that is that his references are 
incomplete. He affixes the name of the author to every wise 
saying, but as he does not give chapter and verse, it is impossible 
for the ordinary unlearned reader to ascertain when and where the 
wise saying was uttered. Periiaps this omission is wise on the part 
of Mr. Clouston. However, here -is a happy example for the time 
present : — 

“ Safe in thy breast close lock up thy mtents. 

For he that knows thy purpose best prevents.’’ — Randolph. 

Isn’t that "good? Isn’t it “Randolph” to the life? Is anyone 
quite certain as to the course our Randolph will take ? 

There are, too, quotations from “R. Chambeblain ’’—not from 
Joseph — ^with whose works the Baron is not so conversant as he 
might be. Saith R. Chambeblain 

“A foolish man in wealth and authority is like a weak-timbered house 
with a too-ponderous roof.” — H. Chamberlavn,. 

The Baron strongly recommends the study of this volume to Mr. 
OscAB Wilde ; it will save him hours of painful cogitation during the 
incubation of his next play. The Babon de B,-W. & Co. 


Anothbe Home - Rule Question. — Ulster objects. Ulster 
threatens. If Home Rule becomes the law of the land, the Ulster- 
men will resist vi et armis. Do they propose to set up an Opposition 
Sovereignty? If so, they have a monarch at hand with the very 
title to suit them. He is to be found at the Heralds’ College, and he 
is the, par excellence, “ Ulster King-at-Arms ! ” 


Staoe Whispeb at Westminsteb.— The Comedy of Committee 
now tends towards becoming Mellor-drama. 
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G«im B^peTOT is r^rted to hare said, “ It was impossible for me to antieipate the rejectioa of the Army Bills, so fuEy did I rely apon the 
ai Imperial Diet to accept tliem unreservedly. A patriotic minorily has oeen unable to prevail against the majority ... I was compelled 
wiesort to a dissolution, and I look forward to the acceptance of the Bills by the new Beiohstag. Should this expectation be asrain disappointed. I am 
dfstermaned to use every means in my power to achieve my purp<)se.»'--rAtfrimiW .3 ... . s, , 

Wm Wilhelm emgt 

^ l™ow ; The Eeiehstag -wouldn’t grant me that bow--wow I 

I^iMppomtoerthngeadayortwoago; Wow-wowl 

?S?® ^ m mow toys, Fo ; she denied me-flat. 

Bat jnst a MtfeDogrcrf War t^bite the other hoys. Now, what do yon flunk of fAof ? 

J ..J- , And I’d set my mind Ml that how-wow-wow I 

^«dieHee{of ffemrcOt and Stqff’Qffieert). Watt? | Wow-wow-wowl 
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Some years ago she did the same, the greedy had old 
Mrl r [coat a-curL 

But I’ve set my mind upon that dog, sharp teeth and 
The other boys have got such tykes, and I should be a 
mug, . Cp^?* 

If when they run to mastiffs I ’m put on wxth a small 
Audimce, Well ? 

Spoken^ Well, 

I mean to make her give me that bow-wow I 
Wow-wow! 

I ’ll worry her until she buys that bow-wow I 
Wow-wowl 

I ’H dissolve the Imperial Diet, 

And I never toUl be q^uiet 
ITntil I get that bow-wow-wow! 

Wow-wow-wow I 

I always meant when I grew old to do just as I pleased, 
I’d have a dozen bow-wows then, and if the old Trot 
teased [shot; 

I ’d shut her up, and everyone who backed her, like a 
For no one who opposes Me can be a pat-ri-ot ! 

Axidtence* Why? 

Spoken. Because 

France has got ahead with her bow-wow I 
Wow- wow ! 

Bussia makes me jealous with her bow-wow! 

Wow- wow I 
And now it is my turn 
To leave them well astern. 

And I can^t without that bow-wow-wow ! 

Wow- wow-wow ! 

I didn’t shake old Bizzv off to take Ciinm up, 

To let my old IJurse thwart me in my longing for this pup. 
’Tis true that I have other tykes, a pack of ’em indeed— 
But what of that ? I want one more, of this particular 
breed. Audience. Well? 

Spoken. Well, 

I will, whatever happens, have this bow-wow 1 
Wow-wow I 

I ’ll have it very soon, if not just now-now ! 

Wow-^ow t 

My purpose I ’ll achieve, 

And the Reichstag never leave 
Until I get possession of that bow- wow-wow ! 

i Wow-wow-wow! - . 


A QuEsnoN OE Thee.— A recent speech by Mr. Lock- 
wood, Q, C,, M.Pm on the Art of Cross-Examination has 
been called “ deliciously frank.” Henceforth, the genial 
Recorder of York is to be known as Mr. DEErciousET 
Fkaijk Lockwood. ■ 

A SOVEKEION MAXIM. 

1 He who risks the answer Hay, 

When he asks he shall have Mat. 



WHEN A MAN DOES NOT LOOK HIS BEST. 

When pebohbd on the Back Seat of a Feibnd’s Dog-oaet ; can take no 

PART IN THE CONVERSATION, AND HAS TO DEVOTE HIMSEEF TO STICKING ON ! 


IN SHEEEIELD PARK. 

Monday, May 8, 1893. 

Fir^ Match of the Australian Cricketers agaimt 
Lord Sheffield's JEnglish Fl&ven, 

In Sheffield Park, in budding May I 
True English scene, true cri^et day, 

A generous host, and glorious play I 
A date to mark ! 

A well-fought match, the Cornstalks’ first ! 
A summer sun, a noble thirst ! 

The Season’s on us with a burst, 

In Sheffield Park ! 

The wondrous, veteran W. G-., 

At forty-five scores sixty-three ! 

[At sixty-three Grace may we see 
Score forty-five !) 

Pleasant once more to have a peep 
At those sharp eyes that never sleep, 

Those bear’s-paws that know how to keep 
The game alive I 

Safe Sheewsbxtrt and giant Gunn 
At it once more ! Oh Lords, what fun 
To see them drive, and cut, and run! 

A May-day lark 


For elderly and pannohy lads I 
Ah, Time his annual inches adds. 

We cannot huckle on the pads 
In Sheffield Park! 

Yet genuine pleasure still ’twill yield 
To sit and watch, with noses peeled, 
CoNXNOHAM smite and Gregory field. 

How ’s that. Sir ! Hark ! 

Thanks to Grace, Shrewsbury, and Gunn, 
Lockwood and Briggs— what glorious fun !— 
The first big match we ’ ve neatly won 
In Sheffield Park ! 

How for a wet after our roast! 

Lords no, there is no call to boast I 
But iu Lord Sheffieed xjoMt a host 
Cricketers mark! 

Who will forget that lovely day, 

’Midst lovely scenery in mid-May, 

Who had the luck, to watch the play 
In Sheffield Park ! 


(Exeter) TTatx Right. — ^It is reported on 
the highest authority that Prince George 
has been recently engaged in May Meetings, 
and has expressed himself as having been 
extremely charmed and interested. 


MORE POWER TO MISS COBBE! 

“ 1 ou say that you ’ve a sovereign way 
To end the placard pest ; 

Oh, Mistress Cobbs, reveal it, pray. 

And give my spirit rest I ” 

“ You’re very green, that may he seen,” 
Th’ aggressive dame shout ; 

“ The way to kill a noxious Bill 
Is— just to throw it out. 

“ ’Mid hills, iu towns, — ^that ’s not so bad, — 
And in the guiet lane, 

We let the advertising cad 
Tyrannically rsign. 

“ So in my walks I take a Inrush, 

Also a watering-can, 

And on the hideous foe I rush, 

And that ’s my little plan I 

“ Without compunction, without haste, 
Though passers-by may stare, 

I strip the paper from its paste, 

And leave the fragments there.” 

“ That plan,’^ I said, “I’ve never tried; 

It shows, no doubt, devotion ; 

But is it legal ? ” Sue replied, 

“ J not the slightest notion ! ” 
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WAITING FOR THE PROCESSIONS. j 

[A Beminiscmee cf tho Opening of the Imperial ! 

Sottb — The JSyde Park SotUh Poc^^ opposite the Cavairy JBarrach$>^ | 
Chsely-paeh^ ranks of Sightseers haoe formed in front of the ! 
long Une of unharnessed carriages under the trees. Outsit this \ 
line the feebler fo^i who invanahlg come on such occasions, and ] 
neper find the courape to trust themselves in the crowd, are wist- 
fuUg wandering, in the hope of procuring a place hy some 
miractdous interposition. 

I iMimnt of Feelie Females. I told you iiow it "would be— not tke 
sUgMest 'orn staying: here I . • J can’t see anything except a lamp- 
and the top of a soldier’s bearskin I • . • We might just as well i 
nave stopp^ at home! {^Vieiouslg.) Where all the people corned 
iro^ I don t know I I’m sure "we were here early enough! 

Commen^ by Feeble Mates. I^o — ^not much to be seen "vmere we are, 
oertamly, but— um— I don’t know that we ’re likely to do better 
^here else. . . . Ept the least good attempting to get in ' 
Well, we try lower down, of course, but it’ll be just the same, 

iney ought to arrange these things 
better! 

[They drift on discontentedly. 

The SeifrJSelper {squeezing be- 
tween the wheels, t nd elbowing 
htmself past the people who have 
men standing patienity there for 
hours). By your leave— ’ere, just 
allow me to pass, please. Thenk 
you. One moment^ Mum. “ITo 
rfeht to push in ’ere,” ’aven’t I ? 

I ve as much right as what you ' 

’ave. Think the ole Park b’longs 
toyow, Isuj^se? Youorter’ave 
a space roped in a-purpose for you, 
you ought! Tork about selnah- 
nessl 

[He arrives triumphantly in the 
foremost row, and obtains the 
Usance, if not the sympathy, of 
alt who are not near erwugh to he 
mconvenienced by his presence. 

Conten^ Peopte in the ^owd. 
we shall do well micugh ’ere. 

11 put their sunshades down 
jmen the Queeit passes ... I can 
fetch a view between the ’eads 
like. And you don’t get the sun 
uimer the trees . . • Sua’n’t have 
much Ic^er to wait now. She ’ll 
[ be starting in another aif honr— 

(fe, &C.) 


' •-l-f ‘"'i % 


I jAere I m— if I want to set down later on, I’ll tell yer 
! (To Bill.) I can’t think what they all »ee in me. I don’t encra- 
! rage em I 

I TJu Lady {in a raM whisper). Ko, HonACE, for goodness sake 
T^x ^ make them worse— we must put up with it 
{they do.) 

across the road). 

Too, if there am’t httle Alexander ! I knoo ’c ^d be ’ere. What 
cher, Alec, ole pal? ^ 

Joe {playing up U him). Ah, and there goes Jack G^avnee I You 
can mot ’im anywhere by ’is eye-glass. 

m. That ’sole Jack a.U over, that is. ’E wouldn’t come out- 
not on a day like this— without a eyeglass. Jack wouldn’t. If it ’ad 
ha hm a Satoday now, ’e’d ha’ ’ad two, to see ’is way ’ome b^ 
{A gorge^ offimal passes on horseback.) There y ’ax— there’s dA 
Lend. W ay qh, Danny I 

Dick. It ’s time ’Er Most GFraoious come along, if she ’s goin’ to 
keep er character. If she don’t make ’aste, 1 shan’t ’ave time to get 
’alf a pint afore I go ’ome I ® 

Bm{sentimentmy). Ah, if she on’y knoo the anxious arts she ’s 

causin’ ! ’XJllo, see that bloke tryin’ 
to climb up on the wall there? If 
I was oue o’ "them sojers, I ’d draw 
my sword and do a noble deed 
against Hm, I would. He wouldn’t 
want to set down on no wall arter 
Fd done "with him I 
If [By this time the two have secured 
a delighted audience — of which 
they are fully conscious. 

♦Tee. Tiine ’s very near up. ’Er 
Majesty ain’t ’urryin ’ersefl. 

Bill {magnanimously). Hever 
unnd. How I am ’ere, I’ll stop 
time. I shouldn’t like ’Er 
A to feel that there was somethink 
wantin’ to the success of the iier- 
ceedins. They say Boyalty never 
forgets a face I 

Joe {with the candour of inti- 
macy). She won’t see enough o’ 
yoT^ to forgit, ole feller — you 
ain’t used much o’ Pears’ Soap this 
momin’j you ain’t I 


A Lgdv m a Zandau {to her hm- 
^}id). I don’t think we could have 
doue better, Horace— we shall see 
everything; and it’s quite amus- 
ing to close to the crowd, and 
h^ their remarks— nicer 
bemg in one of the Stands I 
[Her self congratulations are cut 
I by the an^val of three 

Humorous Artisans, who have 
a day off, and are m the 
highest animal spirits, 

TU-. y JS c -rr * ... . 



“ She costed me a deal already I ’ 


If, she ’4 I >ff gc ^ ^ ^ 

eome up-fheyre 

gc0d BO 

of ymimii ymir good ikC^fflrfCTm 


•UXVXJUUi. ■ JUU. CUJJl u I 

Bill Un nowise pained by this 
personality — which is only too well ; 
■^mtded); Ak, it ’ud take “ Monkey 
Brand” and Puller’s Earth to git it 
aH orf o’ me ! {There is a stir in 
the crowd; a Mounted FoUce- 
s^geant trots past). There ’s some- 
th ihk up now. They’re cornin’. 
Ijoill ’oiler when the CI"deen passes. 
She ’s costed me a deal already, but 
she ain’t got all the money. I got 
three ’apenee of it in my pocket — 
though, come to think of It, three 
’apenee laid out in pots o’ four ale 
among three with thusts for thirty 
^and loyhlty laid on ’ot and cold aU 
over the premises— why, it don’t go 
so bloomin’ fur, and don’t you 
> a deal already I for^titl 

t 4. 1 -I • . 1 . , , JhcTt. ’Ere come tbe Life 
smart lookin’ lot o’ chaps, am’t they ? 

■FaIIo!? Ah, and when they done their time, them 

^ Plaxsterin’ or wood.choppin’-anythiiS 
, There’s the Royalties. I can see the 
ai^erohiefs— them that’s got em. /want to 
wave Bometbiiik— ere, lend me your baecorpipe, "will yer. 

Dick. contaip^persmages in uniform. 

M»kiss o’ Brickdust— don’t yer know 
u ^ T)ook o’ Dridpin’. Look at ’im a 

Ain t gav ole chicking P ’Ere ’s some more o’ them. . 

1? T>ook o’ CAATBRiDaE. Ho, it ain’t— that 
^ femdge. Go on— that was the EniNaBORos I 

Tjf ^ 9 ^ ^ whiskers I There ’s the Princess 

May! mich? ’Oorayl Lor, it’s no good ’oorayin’ 

are \ /f ^ any’ow 1 . Who 

Ostralians, I fancy. Ho, they ain’t 
’a^S» ^ the fancy dress, with slouch 

iem Indians 
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I canglit ’Er Beyal eye, I did. She didn’t bow— ’cos we ain’t on those 
terms— bat she tipp^ me a wink, ser much as to saj;, “ ’Ullo, Bill, 
ole feller, ’ow is it yon ain’t in the Institoot ? ” QdU f orgittin’ she 
neTer sent me no ticket. But there, I dessay' she ’s loU to think 
about! 

Jbe [to iht occupants of the Landau), Ton ’ll excuse me leaTin’ 
yer for a bit, just to git a drink, won’t yer ? I’ll be back in time 
to see ’em return— if yer won’t mind keepin’ my place, 

leaving them glaring in speechless indignation. 

The Crowd {oreaMng up). Oh, I see it beautiful ! She did look 
pleased, didn’t she ? I didn’t notice partickler. 1 was lookin’ at 
the Percesslon. . • Come along, that’s all there is to be seen. . . 
Where’s that silly ole man got to ? I told ’im to be ’ere under this 
tree; he wants more lookin’ after than any— oh, ’ere you are! 
Well, you should ha’ kept along with us, and you’d ha’ seen well 
enough ! It was a pity our leaTin’ the whisky at ’ome — ^*tain’t often 
I oome out without it— and on a warm day like Ibis, a drop ’ud ha’ 
done us good I 

A Loyal Old Lady, Ah, depend upon it, this Imperial Institoot 
’all do good to Trade. Why, there ’s one o’ them men with the iced 
lemonade cans sold out a’ready 1 


HOW’S THAT FOE— HIOH-TEA? 

[A learned Judge is recently reported to hare anxiously inquired the 
meaning of “ high-tea.”] 

Hifl Lordship looked puzzled. He ransacked his brain ; 
His once beaming brow was contracted with pain. 

Till my Lord stopped the Counsel, in saying, * ‘ Let ’s see, 
Before you proceed, what is meant by ‘high-tea ’ ? 

“ I was called to the Bar such a long time ago I 
But I flatter myself that I ’ve learnt now to Imow 
All the ropes pretty well, yet completely at sea 
I confess that I am with this curious * bigh-tea.’ 

“ How I own that I know an Oxonian ‘ wine,* 

Though a * cocoa ’ at Hewnham is more in my line, 

Whilst dinner and lunch are familiar to me. 

So is supper. But what— tell what is ‘ high-tea ’ ? ” 

The Counsel explained in his yery best style, 

{Though he often indulged, on the sly, in a smile,) 

And the Judge was as eager as eager could be 
To learn all flie rites that belong to “ high-tea.” 

But the seguel to all was a square little note 
Hext d^ from a blue-blooded Duchess who wrote 
To the Judge, and this Dame of the highest degree 
Had inyited his Lordship to come to— SEioh-Tea ! 


DIARY OT A " H. D.^^ 

{At the Service of the Departmental Committee on the Treatment 
of Inebriates,) 

Monday, — ^I am afraid that I can no longer resist the temptation 
to return to my customary ^^et. This morning my breakfast was 
spoiled by finding that the pihe de resistance was corked. And this 
when I pay 96s. a dozen, and the yintage is 1884 1 Howeyer, it 
could not be helped, and I managed to exist until lunch. Then came 
another disappointment. I had purposely ordered a light repast, as 
I had not much appetite. But I did intend to take it with sea- 
water— not neat. At dinner I managed to get through a biscuit, 
and as it was “deyilled,’’ it gaye me renewed relish for the 
morning’s champagne. This time the bottles were in excellent con- 
dition, and I quite forgot that earlier in the day one of them had 
been corked. AU in the half-dozen were in perfect condition— 
especially the last ma^um. I do not know howl got to bed, 

^ Tuesday, — When X find that 1 haye not remoyed my hoots oyer- 
night, I know that I regnire a pick-me-up. A friend joined me at 
breakfast, and we both thought the champagne excellent. , My friend 
Beowk, or perh^ it was Jones, and now I come to think of it, it 
may haye been Eobinson. And yet, when I consider the matter, 
there may haye been th;ree of them. I tried to count them, and it 
took me half the morning. Well, Beown, or whoeyer he was, is a 
yery good fellow. ^ Most amusing, and an exceflent audience. He 
laughs at eyerything. Whether you mean it to be funny or not, he 
lai^hs. I like him as a brother. A thorougUy good fellow. We 
had a most iicterasting discussion about the right pronunciation of 
Constitution. He said it in two syllables., I said it was in one. 
I tiiiiik I was right. W e had a long chat about it after dinner. First 
we talked about it oyer the port, and then tmder the table. I don’t 
know bow I managed to §:et home, hut I haye a firm belief that it 
was all right— quite all right. 

Wednesday, — ^Found my boots again on my feet when recoyering 
oonsciousne^. So this is the second time I must haye slept in them. 



NOTE AND QUERY. 

Small Boy (to Companim), “ I sat, Bill, which o’ these Two 's 

TAKEN THE PRIZE?” 


I feel excessiyely melancholy. I haye wept very much, and were it 
not for the si^porting powers of whiskey, I am sure I should be 
much worse, Howeyer, there is only one tiung to be done— to keen 
at it. One bottle down, another come on. I haye floored no end oi 
a lot of them. Strai^e to say that I am now happy after all my 
sorrow of this morning. Everything is right but the lamp-posts. 
They are all wrong. Getting in .my way on my road home. I feel 
awfully tired. However, seems to he my duty to interfere in a 
street-row. 

Thur8day,'—lt appears I had an altercation with the police last 
night. I am free, but sorrowful. I really must put myself under 
restraint. I feel almost certain that I haye given way to intemper- 
ance. On appealing to Beown (or whoever he is), he says I have 
been as drunk as a fly for ages. This hurts me very much. Only 
thing to do is to retire into a retreat, Have, with the assist- 
ance of Beown (or whoever he is), drawn up the application. 
It looks right enough. And, as this is my last chance for some time to 
come, I and Beown (or whoever he is) are going to make a night of it. 

Friday, — ^Boots again ! Beown (or whoever he is) called with 
two doctors. I said I couldn’t he bothered with them. Beown (or who- 
ever he is) said I must. So I saw them. Th^ say that the Aot re- 
quires that I must understand what I am doing. All right — agoing 
into retreat. Word ‘ ‘ retreat ” shonld be pronounced as one syllable. 
All right, they have made the statutory declaration. 

Saturday, — Here I am. Charming place, away from' drink, and 
ought to do well for the next fortnight. Can’t remember how long 
I promised to stay, but know it was for some considerable time. 1 
have just seen the Superintendent. He says he is very sorry, hut 1 
cannot stay any longer. This, in spite of it appearing that I have 
signed an application undertaking to remain for life. Can’t make it 
out. Rather vague about what I have been doing during tbe week, but 
know I wanted to cure myself from habitual inebriety. Superinten- 
dent says he must turn me out under the statute. Ap;^ars that I 
signed the application for admission when 1 was not absolutely sober, 
Can’t be helped. Out I go. W ell, there are worse things in the world 
than whiskey and port, I haye a notion that I am booked for 
another night in my boots I 


THE RECENTLY-ELECTED R.A.’S. 

The pictures these talented gentlemen show 
Monotonous never appear ; 

Waves, woods, and (say) Wenice, MacWhirtee & Co. 
Depict for us year after year. 

Woods always paints Venice, the place that brought forth 
A Moor, but Mooeb’s chattels and goods 
Are seas, not calm south ones, hut those of the north, 
Whilst Noeth and MacWhirtee paint woods. 


A Debt of Honoite.— Will the verse described as Ode by Mr. 
William Moeeis be paid with the Poet Lapeateship ? 



“ I DON’T SEN XT CmOD* ANTWHEKB 1 ” He. “ A— Ci^T I HELP TOD ? WhAT -Name ? " 

UH WELL—Miyg IS H^DIjT A OkEQTTE. A— IT *S A POSTAL OedBK, YOU KNOW, FOR PlFTEBN SHILLINGS ! ” 


OUR OWN AMBASSADOR. 


Mr, Fimck, meeting Columlna at the WorlcTs 
Wair^ thus gredel^ her : — 

Columbia ty Lake MicMgaii 
A treas'are-'dozne did late decree ; 

;^d all the world, in summer, ran. 

In numbers measureless by man, 

The Wondrous Show to see ! 

* ^«re many miles of fertile ground 
wim walls and towers weregSrdledround : 
And there were gardens bright with 
■ smutms rills 

SitTrounding halls of.yast machinery. 
And all earth^s products, from fine arts 
topill^ 

MasE^ in that maze by that great in- 
land sea. 


Through wood and meadow like a riVer ran, 
Vast Exposition of the Arts of Maul 
Hyde Park compared therewith stirred small 
emotion, 

And proud Columbia, waying Stripes and 
Stars, 

Cried, “ The THiite City whips the Champ de 
^Mars 


The shadow of that dome of treasure 
Eloated midway on the waye. 

(See Castaigne’s drawings— they ’re a 
pleasure— 


In the May pictured braye.) 

It was a miracle of rare <myice, 


East, from that deep romantic cbasm which 

filRTI'f lAfT 

nmragh Colorado, tiie Grand CaSon ; oyer 
lellowstone s maryel - teeming miles en- 
chant^; 

Ear -peeping prairies erst by redskins 
haunted; 

Steaming and railing, like bae-swarms to 
doyer, 

Theworld-OTowdswept, with oeaselessturmoil 

seething; 

It seemed me earth in eager pants was 
breathing 

In a neat race to see who shonld be first 
^to that many-acred Show to burst, 

^d oonquenng Columbia there to hail 
on colossal scale. 

By Micbgan^s IsM-e lake, once and fur ever. 

Surpass^ other j^ws, in twrk, by liyer, 

meandering, tto last Tanteel 
JHotlon 


Costing* a pile,” but cheap at any price I 
A danuel with a fiye-stringed “ Jo ” 
In a yision once I saw ; 

R was an Alabama maid, 

SinMg of sweet Su?san-iiaf I ^ * 
Could I reyiye wiUun me 
Ampbiou’s lyric song, 

To such a deep delict ’twould win me 
As the music loud and long 
That sure did raise this dome in air, 


mZ 1 • T UUJ.O lAvriuo BiX, 

That mighty dome I — those halls of price ! 
^mjMBiA ^s magic set them ^ere, 


To do it full jusrice. , To paint such a yisiou 
The limner need call on the aid of the 
Poppy, 

It is a Big Blend of the Truly Elysian, 

And (youUl comprehend I) the Colossally 
-Shoppy ! 

Mix Haeoun* Alrascbh) with Mr. McKinley, 
And Yellowstone' Park with a Persian 
Bazaar, . 

And then the ensemble is sketched in but 
thinly. 

Eor brush and for pen ’tis too mighty by 
far. 

The fragment of Coleeidge hinted at wonders 
His Dreani might haye shown, had it eyer 
been finished. 

Columbia, I bear o’er the ocean that sunders 
But cannot un-kin us, the love uudimin- 
ished 

Of all whom I speak for — ^that ^s England all 
oyer— 

Here ’s luokj in a bumper, to you and your 
. Show I 

Ambassador Punch, your Admirer and Lover, 

Belieyea the World’s Eair will turn out a 
Great Go I 


all who see cry, “Earel 0 rarel 
Ims beats great Edbla.’ Khan’s deriee I 
Gmoago outsoais Kanada ! 

Columbia’s World’s Eair here ou view 
Eclipses Shbdad’s Paradise I ” 

Xhm^ Madam I The Bntish Ambassador, 
Punc\ 

Has bmrowed the lyre of the Opium-eater 


Music in Mat,— Albert Hall gave a good 
Concert last Wednesday night. C, Y. Stan- 
foed’s to TTesV* libretto by Poet 

SwiNBUBJO, is cleyerisn. To encores, Sir 


Joseph Baei^y says, as a rule, ‘ ‘ Hot W Sir 
Joseph.” Quite right. Miss Pallisbb, known 
as Miss Buckingham Pallisee, because she 


To iffpe yonr xmparalMed feat I By his 
huncn 


sang at a Court Concert, charming ; and Mr, 
E, J, LL 9 YI) as The Ola Obadia\ excellent. 
Chorus, like the weather, very fine; Orchestra 
set fair^ or fair set. Hall full, but, now and 
again, it ’s a Hall-full place for sound. 


JJ.UJJIUU 

^Twould tax that great master of magic and 
metre 





Mr. PuircH [fo Coitoiibia). “ C0N(JRATULA.TE TOTJ, MY DBAS I QUITE ‘THE BI0UEST SHOW OK lAETH’ III” 
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anilhoi. 

{Aftei-Tmnyson^i Adeline,^*) 

Aii aronnd one dailjr sees 
Dreadful dyes of Amline, 
"VTom by women fat and 
thin, 

Bonnet, bodice, back and 
breast. 

One can baxdly call tbee 
fair, 

With thy fierce magenta 
glare, 

With thy green, the green 
of peas, 

Violet, and all the rest. 
What appalling tints are 
thine, 

Showy, glowy Aniline I 

Whence did modem women 
get 

Such a gorgeous array ? 
Dear to ’Aeey^s ^Asbiet 
O n a ’appy ’oliday, 
’Owlin^ out on/Ampstead 
’Eath. 

From the ’ill to ’im beneath. 
Also dear to girls who sell 
Flowers in the London 
street. 

They haye always loved 
thee well 

In their frocks and 
feathers neat. 

Why revive those tints 
of thine, 

, Antiquated Aniline ? 

Thou hast almost made us 
blind 

Under Engjland’s cloud- 
less skies ; 

Low-toned tints of 
Orient, 

Such as Turkishrugs 
adorn. 

Would be better for our 
eyes— 

Now upon the pave- 
^ ment bent 
; Since such blazers 
^ have been worn. 



KINDLY MEANT. 

Mr. Macmonnies (cm, old JPrwnd). “Well, look herb, Old Man, I ’ll tell 

YOU WHAT REALLY BROUGHT MB HERB TO-DAY. ThB FACT IS MY WiBB WANTS 

HER Mother painted very badly— and I naturally thought ob You t ” 


Say, has Paris sent to us 
Dyes so dreadfully defined? 

Do the tyrant modistes 
bring 

Colours so calamitous, 

Mixed in ways more 
fearful still, 

In this strangely sunny 
spring? 

Oh, before thou mak’st 
us HI, 

Take away that glare 
of thine, 

Unaesthetic Aniline ! 


Sale ob the Clibden 
AND High Price Pictures. 
— “The Wife of Burgo- 
master Six” went for over 
£7000. This wife of Burgo- 
master Half-a-dozen was a 
marvellous specimen of a 
woman. The Burgomaster 
was so faithful a husband 
that “Six to One” has long 
since become a homely 
proverb. 


A Useful Toole.— Jfr, 
Punch was much surprised 
one day last week to see 
on the evening new^aper 
placards : — 

Toole in the Box. 

A Lucky Dog. 

Was “the Box” a new 
piece to he put on at 
the ^stant period wh^ 
Xo«dow, fails to 
attract ? . No I The hero 
of Momhurg had only been 
helping in the Lucky Log 
Fi^t— merely a case of 
Yerhum Sapte et Alport,^ 
or a Word for Sapte and 
Alport. 


The Shortest Passage 
ON Record. — Aberdeen 
to Canada at a pen- 
stroke. 


SIO ITUE AD— ASTOR! 


SOMETHING EOE NOTHING. 


[The American Millionnaire has purchased Clireden.] 

Rule, Britannia ! ’Twas Cliveden’s fair walls which first heard 
That stout patriot strain — ^wbich may now sound absurd, 

“ Yankee Loodle ” indeed might more fittingly ring 
' ?? Cliveden’s proud alcove,” which Pope stooi>ed to sing. 

0 Piokniokers muse ; and, 0 oarsmen, repine ! 

Those fair hanging woods. Bull, no longer are thine. 

high-mettled racers may pass o’er the sea — 

Shall sentiment challenge thy claims, L. S. D. ? 

Qyj pictures may go without serious plaint — 

What are the best pictures but canvas and paint 
Uyj Press ? Let the alien toff take his pick. 

When the Dollar dictates shall mere patriots kick ? 

Our hills and our forests ? If Oil-kings appear, 

^d want them — ^for cash — as preserves for their deer. 

Down, down with mere pride— so they’re down with the dust I 
^mmen’s word is the great categorical Must I 
The Dollar ’s Almighty, the MilUonnaire ’s Ring ! 

S^l, sell anyone who ’ll hid high — anything. 

What offers for — London ? Who hi^ for— the Thames ? 

Cracks go, Cliveden foRows. What Briton condemns ? 

Cash rules. For the DoUar-King Bull shies his castor. 

Buy ! Buy I That ’s the cry, John. Sic itver ad — ^Astor I 


Booked at the Lyceum Box- Obbioe.— Four nights a week^ecAei 
IS given. Pr9granime is varied on the other two nights. A simple 
^ntleman sam to the Clerk at the Box- Office, “ I want two stalls.” 
TheClerk^ Yot: JBeeketf^^ ** No, ’’returned the simple one; “forme.” 


Dear Mr. Punch, — From a communication to one of the daily 
papers, it appears that “a hundred ladies and gentlemen who 
find the works of Hendrik Ibsen {perhaps not all for exactly the 
same reasons, but who agree in finding them) among the most inter- 
esting productions of the modem theatre, have guaranteed the esti- 
mated expenses of a series of twelve performances, at which three 
of Ibsen’s plays will he presented.” This arrangement is carried 
out by “ each guarantor receiving in seats at the current theatrical 
prices the full value of his subscription,” as “ the State will not sub- 
sidize a theatre, and no millionnaire seems inclined to endow one.” 

This is clear enough, but it has occurred to me that, as after the 
first few performances there may be a goodly number of untenanted 
seats, it would he as well to provide auxiliary aid to fiR them. It 
would scarcely be fair to call upon the guarantors to pay the audience 
to be present at the “ entertainments ” provided for their amusement. 
Amd yet, unless the houses are good, the actors will not do themselves 
justice, and the plays of Hendrik Ibsen wlLL suffer in consequence. 
I fear that it would he revolting to humanity to insist upon the 
attendance of the less intelligent inmates of the Asylum for Idiots, 
and yet here would he an appropriate path out of the difficulty. 
Under the circumstances, could not the State (with the aid of a 
short Act of Parliament) still render assistanee? I see no reason 
why^ thieves and other dishonest characters should not have a 
portion of their sentences remitted on. condition that they attended 
the Ibsen performances.. Such an arrangement would save the 
rate-payers the expense of the prisoners’ keep. The audience I have 
suggested would also be free from temptation, for when they were 
assisting at a representation of one of Ibsen’s plays, I venture to be- 
lieve they would, find nothing worth stealing. ^ Practical Man 
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WASTED IRONY. 


personal ; recall days before you went into politics. Con- 
tess I always do; been cbucklinff just now over idea that 
here we have tke whole tbmg ]^yed out. There ^s Mr. 
Punch in person of Mr, 0. Up comes a head, Geaistdolph’s, 
or someone else’s; down comes the b^ton in the form of 
the Closure. Everyone supposes that Law and Order are 
established and things will go smoothly, when suddenly up 
springs Jobt, cool as a cucumber, and upsets everytliing 
again. There 's nothing new under the sun, not even pro- 
ceedings in obstruction of Home-Eule Bill.” 

After dinner Solicitor-Geneeal discovered seated <ni 
Treasury Bench. A ^eat thirst for speech from him sud- 
denly afflicted Opposition. Mr. 0. spoke, and JohnMorlet 
moved the Closure, but nothing would satisfy them save 
sp^ch from Riobt. Pauses in conversation were filled by 
cries upon his name. He sat unresponsive, looking wiser 
than ever, but still unspeakably wise. 

Dabuno’s Amendment got rid of with assistance of 
Closure. Geandolph rushed in : hotly moved to report pro- 
gress. Only ten o’clock; two hours more before Debate 
adjourned. This merrily filled up with divisions, shouting, 
and scenes. Geandoiph’s motion to Report Progress being 
negatived on division, Peince Aethue moved that Chairman 
leave the Chair, division on which just tided Committee over 
twelve o’clock, without chance of doing more work. 

“I feel twelve years younger,” said Geandolpbc, coming 
in from last division. ^ “ Reminds me of first Session of 1880 
Parliament, when we sat below Gangway there, and bandied 
about these alternate resolutions, me moving to Report Pro- 
gress ; then, when we came back again, WoLPry, Goest, or 
sometimes, to give the boy a turn, Peince Aethhocr moved 
that Chairm^ leave the Chair. That was long before he 
came into his princedom. House of Commons pretty duU 
these six years oack. After all, it *s the same old place, and, 
if we give our mind to it, we can have the same old game.” 

Business done * — Got into Committee on Home Rule Bill. 

TAwraduy.— Noisiest evening we have enjoyed since Parlia- 
ment elect^. Peculiarity of situation was that everybody, 
not excludiag Chairman of Committees, strenuously anxious 
to preserve order. Q,uiet enough till Chambbelaust appeared 
on scene, then foUowed the ordinary oool-oucumbery results. 
Tim Heaxt torn with anxiety that Joseph should limit him- 
self strictlyto Motion before Committee.* Sort of triangular 
duel; Joseph at corner Bench below Gangway to right of 
Chw ; Tim in correswnding position opposite ; Melloe in 
(and out of) Chajh; ^ three on ftheir feet eimultaneouBly ; 
Committee assisting in general desire for peace and order by 
tumultuous shouting. Tim fired furiously at Joseph ; 


** Who *s that Bown-staies, Jane?”— ** Some pEiENBtf OP MINE, Ma’am.” Joseph answered shot for shot; Chairman pegged away 
“But you had some Teiends yesteeday, Jane I” Yes • Ma’am.” * ^temately at both. 

“And ON Monday NioHT 1 ” — “Yes, Ma’am.” * / . GI^^i^olph, finding temptation irresistible, romped 

“Don’t you think you had bbttee have a ebgulae Day at Home he said, “that the words be taken down.” 

EACH Week?”— “Thank you. Ma’am 1 That will be veey Nice I” words? The Chamber was 

oi words, surging like the waters at Lodore. 'Which 

OF PADI lAMFarr rr ^ pa^cular ones ^ would Geanbolph like taken down? 

, cppcniuc Uh rAKLIAIVicIM T. Turned ont that his desire centred upon almost the only words 

EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY MP that had not been uttered. “ I distinctly heard the Member for 

°--V W !»t . a.y „ ». t. b. 

jnst jot into CoBunittee 6n Home-Enle BnifCKABiiE MOStS S'' STEPMerfS 

(my Daelino) was to have opened Debate with Amend- ^ “ 

ment on first line of First Clause; but, as he subse- * 

<iuentiy explain^ to sympathetie Committee, he was 
wmghm down with feeling of diffidence. House, touched 
wi^ this ^usual weakness on part of Member for Dept- 
ford, rea^y accepted volunteered service of Chambee- 
^IN, who undertook to say a few words on another 
Amendment whilst Daeionu was recovering. 

^ Nodiffldence about Joseph. As he observed in storm- 
iest ep^n of sitting, be was as cool as a cucumber. “ A 
gaeumber with full allowance of vinegar and pepper,” 

Malwood added, in one of those asides with 
which he varies the silence of Treasury Bench. Well 
there _TOs somecme at that temperature. Committee, 
tak^ it all together, in voleanio mood. * Peculiarity of 
sit^on, as Saundeeson put it, with smne miTiTig ef 
metaihor, was that “it was the cucumber that kept the 
pot a-b^g.” Whenever any sign of.pladdity was 
vmble, Joseph sure to appear on sowie, rub someone’s 
the wr^g way, or stir up some slumbeaing lion 
^ wm long.pole« 

^TOtch the Punch show in the streets, 

TOBT?” said PlUNKET. “No. T ...... 


v» sto to watch the Punch show in the streets, 
?” said Plu^t.^ “No, I suppose not; .rather 



Ul WA 


“Joey up again'! ” Scone from the Parliamentoy Show. 






OPENING OF THE IMPERIAL INSTITUTE, 

{Bough SJcefch hy Our Artist without elbow-room*) 
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opportanity of looking over Ms notes, and Chairman, standing at penenee can go easy; may even, upon occasion, strategically doze, 
tafie forlornly wrung his hands. Tot Healx sat a model of One did in times not so long ago, and was oanght flagrante asleepoK 
’ ^ Injured Innocence. As it turned Mackwoeth Pbaeb was Member of the House then; made little 

out he, by rare chance, had not speech in verse on incident. You remember it ? 

Spbakbr ; it surely fair, 

^ A I upon testimony of Mao^TI^ should in your Chair ; 

^ \ 2Sr 1 ?^ oaJlykiiDeg. Longer and longer still they grow, 

what Tuf felt most acutely Tory and Hadical, Aye and No ; 

was, not bemg thus ground- Talking by night, and talking by day. 

lessly charged with disorderly Sleep, Mr. Speakeb ; sleep, sleep, while you may 

speech, but that Grakdolph, _ - 

for whom he has a warm respect, Chairman must be on alert every moment m Committee. Rule 

should imagine that if he had under his jurisdiction is conversation as opposed to speech-making . 
an* observation to offer in the when Speakee in Chair. Anv moment out of depths of duZness may 
circumstances, it would be one suddenly rise a whirlwind, which he is expected forthwith to ride, 
so frivolously harmless as that Especially in connection with Bill like tMs now before Committee, 
cited. To observe to somebody Chairman is in state of tension from time he takes Chair till he 
“ "^Tou are knocked up,” might, leaves. Don’t forget all this when yon criticise Meleoe, still new 
commiseration to place. He ’s a good fellow, and a shrewd one : but has, among 
thrown in, be a friendly, almost other difficulties, to fight against pronen'ess to good-nature. Q-ood- 
^ affectionate, remark. Why nature out of place in the Chair. Coubtnet knew that, and success- 
■fche words, if uttered at all, fully overcame Ms natural tendencies. Meleoe too anxious to 
mm should be taken down, no one oblige. Must get over that. Above all, should never explain. 

eMw could even guess. Tim sat in Suddenly called upon for decision on knotty point, must needs make 

dejection, overborne by mistake sometimes. If he does, unless it he very serious, he should 
mm unexpected and unde- sti^h to it Eor Chairman of Committees, better to be in the wrong 

served contumely. Parched-pea and uphold authority of Chair, than to wriggle into the right at its 
rMf business on Benches round him expense. Meleoe should be more monosyllabic in Ms style, more 

became contagions ; Meleoe up rutMess in Ms dealing with disorderly interruption, more wary 
and down in the Chair with about putting Ms foot down, but, being planted, it should he im- 
* corresponding motion ; Swift movable. It would make Ms fortune if he oould only name 

T a ^ MacNeile shouting something Chambeelaht. That would be difficult, I know, for Joey C. is sly, 

^ Mctiok ^ the MsTwor ^ for^a of his voice; Ross rising dev’lish sly. He should begin with Jemkx Lowthee, who gives 

■ Some ofComtiom " ebliaei'— explain; JoHNSToir of Bally- plenty of chances. Thence he might work upwards. Is that a bell 

TnTr.Vl. 


Some of Comtionsf obliges 


In Iri^ I will sing it dear, explmning; Ma- 

saying 

(AwXw.) Which is smettiing; Tom- 

(Sity*) ‘^Biaz-na-Nuaral’^-tooral-looral DOWMS, not 
m-az tolooral ri do ! ^ h® out of it, 

\Chorus everybody^ moving that some- 
body eWs words 
he taken down. At length, in comparative lull in 
storm. Chairman adroitly signalled to CBAMBBSEArN', 
who continued his speech. Members, generally, grate- 
, folly availed themselves 5f Ms interposition to take 
their breath. 

yDo you know, Toby, what tMs reminds me of?” 
said Earl Spevobb, looking down on turbulent scene 
from Peers’ Callery. “Carries me hack to boyhood’s 
days, and what used to happen when, in temporary 
absence of head-master, French usher took chaise of 
the school. 

I. G-. Lawson, on spending time in Library, look- 
ing up native name for proposed Legislative Assembly 
in Dublin. Found what it used to he called when 
Bexan King ; written name down, tries to pro- 
nounce it. Tim He^y says, as far as he can make 
out, Lawson is speaking Welsli ; it is suggested that 
Chmiman shall put dueetion. Mixloe says he’s 
quite enough to do to put Amendments in English ; 
^lines to attempt the Irish. Lawson withdraws, 

S awful language, wMch ha insists is Irish. It 
s even worse. 



Blind Man's Buff with the Chairman ; or, “ The Mellor and His Men.” 


Busmess done^ — ^Blusterous, 

J^&y^^^ --Aiioaer a^mooii in Committee on Home- ’W'® ’v® lately 


Peencb Aethi(e’s last hook in hand. Fancy I must have fa^en 
l^eep ; found tall figure sitting next to me ; drowsily recognised 


in on all fours ? Everything very strange. 
Business done . — Clause I. agreed to. 


Shall go and vote. 


to nave been asking Mm question. 

? &nk about new Chairman?” he was saying. 
_WeIL, of course, that is a deli^te question to put to me ; was 
Cn^rman myself for many sessions ; know every thorn in the 
of the seat. It is, 1 should say, the most difficult post in 
Houi^ j far more so than Sfeakee’s. Speaker is robed about with 
anmority that does not pertain to Chairman. Observations which, 
^aressed to Speakeb, would he flat blasphemy, areC when flung at 
of Ways and Means, merely choleric words. Apart j&om 


TO THE WOOLSACK.' 

SiNCEKE congratulations for 
Our conscience-keeping Chancellor. 
Whom lawyers know as Hbeschele, C. 
Is now Lord Heeschele, G-.C.B. 


An AnnirroN to the Calbnixae. — Sir Somees Vin'e, in re-, 

fsfvni-iAn-n a-C 'UC<. XT.- T t 


choteric words. Apart from cognition of Ms services in connection ^th the Imperial Institute, 1. 
strete^ Of sitting, more arduous. Las b^n appointed a Companion of St. McMtel and St. George. Audi 
Wnm lull-oress debate gbn^ on, Speaker of jndgnieut and ex- why not? He will be found excellent cqmpaiiy. 
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AN APPEA.L FOR INSPI- 
RATION. 

[Mr. Lewis Mobbis lias been 
requested to write an ode on the 
approaching Roj’al Marriage.] 

Awaze my Muse, inspire your 
Lewis Moeris 

To pen an ode 1 to be another 
Horris! 

** Horace” I should have 
written, but in place of it 
You see the word— well, I ’m 
within an ace of it. 

Awake my muse ! strike up ! 

your bard inspire 
To write this— “ oy particular 
desire.” 

Wet towels I Midnight oil! 

Here ! Everything 
That can induce the singing 
bard to sing. 

Shake me, Ye Nine I I ’m re- 
solute, I ^m bold I 
Come, Inspiration, lend thy 
furious hold! 

Morris on Pegasus I Plank 
money down! 

1^11 back myself to win the 
Laureate’s Crown ! 

The Chief Secretary's 
Musical Performance, with 
Accompaniment. — Mr. John 
Morley arrived last Friday 
at Eingston. He went to 
Bray. He was “ accompa- 
nied ” by the Under Secretary. 
Surely the Leader of the Oppo- 
sition, now at Belfast, won’t 
lose such a chance as this item 
of news offers. 

The ♦‘Water-Carnival.” 
— Q-ood idea! But a very 
large proportion of those whom 
the show attracts would be all 
the better for a Soap-and- 
Water Carnival, Old Father 
Thames might be considerably 
improved by the process. 



A RESERVED SEAT. 

Mistress. “Well, Jambs, how did you like the Show? I hope you 

GOT A GOOD VIEW.” 

Jim. “Yes thankte, M’m ; I saw it first-rate. There was room 
FUR Four or Five more where I was.” 

Mistress [sK/rpris^). “ Indeed 1 — ^where was that ? ” 

Jim. “In the Park, M’m,— up a Ches’nut Tree.” 


ODDS BOBBILI I 
{The Tiajah of BobbiU arri'eed by 
P. f O. at Marseilles^ where he 
was received by Col, Mumphrey 
' on behalf of the Qzteen.) 

There was a gay Eajah of 
Bobbili [wobblely. 
Who felt when a steamer on 
“Delighted,” says he, 

‘ ‘ Colonel Humphrey to see,” 
So they dined and they drank 
hobby-nobbeley. 

Is THE Times also among 
THE Punsters?— In its mas- 
terly, orrather school-masterly, 
article last Saturdav, on “The 
Divisions on the Home-Eule 
Bill,” written with the special 
intention of whipping up the 
Unionist absentees, the Times 
said, ‘ ‘ There is an opinion that, 
with a measure so far-reach- 
ing in its character as the 
Home-Rule Bill, pairing should 
be resorted to as sparingly as 
possible.” The eye gifted with 
a three-thousand-j oke-search- 
light power sees the pun at 
once, and reproduces it itali- 
cised, to be read aloud, thus — 
“ Pairing should be resorted 
to as pairingly as possible,” 
What shall he nave who makes 
a pun in the Times 9 Our con- 
gratulations. Henceforth, to 
the jest-detectors this new 
development may prove most 
interesting. 

Imperial Institute Notice 
AT THE Reception. — “ G-uests 
must retain their wraps and 
Mead Coverinas,^* Evidently 
no bald men admitted. 

Australian Song in a 
Minor Key for any Number 
OF Yoices. — “ J Know a 
BanhJ^^ 


A BUSINESS LETTEB. 

Marriage is daily becoming a more commercial 
affair .” — A Society Papei'.l 

Dear Fred,— Y our favour of the 3rd, 

Has bad my very best attention, 

But yet I cannot, in a word. 

Accept you on the terms you mention ; 
Indeed, wherever yon may try, 

According to the last advices 
Yen’ll meet, I fear, the same reply— 

“It can’t he done, at current prices ! ” 

In vain an ancient name you show, 
lu vain for intellect are noted. 

Blue blood and brains, you surely know. 

At nominal amounts are quoted ; 

And then, I see, you’re weak enough 
To offer “love, sincere, unstudied,” — 
Why, Sir, with such Quixotic stuff 
The market’s absolutely flooded ! 

But— every day this fact confirms — 

The time is over for romances, 

And whether we can come to terms 
Depends alone on yonr finances. 

So, would you think me over-bold 
If I, with deference, requested 
A statement of what funds yon hold ? 

In what securities invested ? 

For, candidly, in such affairs 
A speedy bid your only chance is, 

A boom in YankiBe millionnaires 
May soon r^^t in marked advances ; 


With you I ’d willingly be wed, 

To like you well enough I ’m able, 

But first submit your bank-book, Fred, 

To your (perhaps) devoted Mabel ! 

SUSPIRIA. 

{By a Pogey.) 

I WOULD I were a boy ! 

Not for the tarts we once were fain to eat, 
The penny ice, the jumble sticky-sweet, 

The tip’s deciduous joy— 

Not for the keen delight [wet, 
Of break-neck ’scapes, the charm of getting 
The joy of battle (strongest when you get 
Two other chaps to fight). 

No ! times have changed since then. 
The social whirlpool has engufied the boys; 
Robb'd of their simple, hardy, rowdy joys, 
They start from scratch as men. 

The winners in the race ! 

Secure of worship, each his triumphs tells, 
Weigrfiing with faintly-praising syllables 
The fairest form and face. 

Once, in the mazy crush, 

Ingenuous youth, half timid, and half proud, 
By girlhood’s pity had its claims allow’d^ 
And wor shipp’d with a blush. . 

Time was when tender years s 
Would hug sweet sorrow to the heai^ and 
blur ^ 


The cross-barr’d bliss of the confectioner 
With crushed affection’s tears. 

That humbleness is sped. 

The vivid blazon of self-conscious youth, 

The unwilling witness to whole-hearted truth, 
Ne’er troubles boyhood’s head. 

Now with a solemn pride, 

Lord of the future’s limitless expanse, 

The Stoic stripling tolerates the aance 
Weary, yet dignified. 

Propping the mirror’d wall, 

No joy of motion, no desire to please, 

Thaws those high-collar’d Caryatides, 

Inane, imperial. 

Q-irls, with their collars too. 

Their mannish maskings, and their unveil’d 
eyes, 

Would feel, if girls can be surprised, surprise 
Should courteous worship woo. 

From their exalted place 
The boys their favours dole, as seems them 
well, [tell, 

Woman's calm tyrants, showing, truth to 
More tolerance than grace. 


Double Biddle.— Why is a whist-player, 
fast asleep after his fifth game, like one of 
the latest-patented cabs ? Because he can be 
briefiy alluded to^ ‘ ‘ Bubbei; Tires.” ( RideJe 
addptahle also to exhausted niciniputaftor in 
Turkish Bath after a hard day'^s w6rli.) 
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THE MONEY-BOXING KANGAROO. 

{KmcTced-(mt — forthi Time I) 
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The AnstraJian Cricketers in their first 
game 

Went down ; but Blacebam’s bhoys high 
hopes stiJl foster ; 

Differs who think ^twill always be the same, 
Beckoned without their tojPENl Just 
ask Glo’stee I 

So our lynched pugilist, though his chance 
^ hohi poor, 

Will come itp smiling soon, surviTing 
failure \ 

And an admiring ring will shont once more, 
(Pardon th^ Cockney rhyme /) “ Advance, 
Ansiralia III” 


The Ahms (aitd Legs) oe the Isle of 
Mah.— At a discussion on Sunday-trading, 
one day last month, there was an attempt 
made to raise a question as to breach of 
privilege. The Speaker, however, stopped 
this at the outset, advising them that they 
“hadn’t a leg to stand upon.” Yery little 
advantage in having three legs on such an 
occasion. The odd part of these Manx- 
men’s legs is that they are their arms. It 
was originally selected as pictoriaJly exhibit- 
ing the innocent character of the Manx 
Islanders. For their greatest enemy must 
own that “the strange device” of the three 
legs is utterly ’armless. 

THE END or THE DROUGHT. 

(By a Cab-horse,) 

Don’t talk to us in praise of rain ! 

When we are slipping once again ; 

This beastly shower 

Has made wood-pavements thick with sHme. 
Suppose you try another time, 

By mile or hour ; 

See how you ’d like to trot and trip, 

To stop and stager, slide and sHp, 

rulled up affrighted, 

Urged madly on, then checked once moi?e. 
Whilst from some omnibus’s door 

Some lout alighted. 

You would not find much cause to laugh, 
like us, you would not care for chaff 

Were you such dr aggers ; 
Tour shoes would soon be off, or worn. 

You- d get, what we don’t often, corn, 

And end with staggers. 

You ’d long to be put out to ^ass. 

Infrequent so far with your class— 
NEBTJCHAnNEZZAH 
Was quite an isolated case — 

You would be tired of life’s long race ; 

Slaves who in Fez are, 
On-4he Sahara could not bear 
Such toil as faUeth to our share, 

For death would free them. 
You say the farmer wants the wet 
For meadows ; pray do not forget 

We never see ^em. 

Philanthropists, why don’t you walk ? 

Of slaves’ hard lives you blandly talk, 

Like “ Uncle Tom ’’—nay, 
You think what your own horses do, 

But we— there, get along with you ! 

vous promener ! 

Change Its Name I— An estate in the Island 
of Fowlness, Essex, of 382 acres, was put up 
to auction last week, and, according to the 
Daily News, there was only one bid at a little 
short of eight pounds per acre. “ The 
property was wiflidrawn.” This step was 
judicious and correct. It was an act of fair- 
ness to Fowlness. But then, does it sound 
nice for anyone to say. “I’m living in the 
midst of Fowlness ” ? It may be a Paradise, 
but it doesn’t sound like it. 







MISUNDERSTOOD. 


Little Girl, “ Oh, Mamma, I ’m so glad tott •nrA-n such a pleasant Dinner at the 
Yioarage. And— who took you in?” 

Mother, “ Who took Ms in, dear Child ! No Man ever took Ms in. Not even 

YOUR DEAR FATHER J FOR WHEN I MARRIED HIM, I KNEW ALL HIS FAULTS ! ” 


The Mellor of the C. 

Air— “ The Miller of the Lee,*' 

There was a jolly Meixor, 

The Chairman of Com-mit^ee; 

They worried him from noon till night— 
“ No lark is this I ” sighed he ; 

And this the burden of his song 
For ever seems to be, 

“il care for e-ve-rybody, — why 
Does nobody care for me ?” 

Yestries, Please Copy!— Sir Bichard 
Temple has announced a reduction of the 
School-Board Rate by a farthingin Ihe pound. 
May he never become a ruined Temple owing 
to such economies! The Rate-payers will be 
grateful for even a fraction of a penny, so long 
as it is not an improper fraction. This sort 
of saving is far better than squabbling over 
Theology. Says Mr, Punch to Schoolboard- 
men, “ Rate the public lightly, and don’t 
rate each other at all 1 ” 

New Sarum Yersion of “DxRRr Dottn.” 
— “ Derry up ! up I Up, Derry, up ! ” 


Poor Letter H. 

Scene — Undergraduate's Boom in St, Bonifaces 
College^ Oxford, Breakfast time. 

Servant. I see. Sir, you don’t like the 
butter. Summer Aair will get to it this ’ot 
weather. 

Testy Undergrad, Confound it, Ltjher, 
I don’t mind the— ahem — ^hair, but Idndly 
let me have my butter bald the next time I 

[He had swallowed a hair. 

Under the Great Seal is a new work 
by Mr. Joseph Hatton. The Busy Baron 
hath not yet had time to read it, but, 
from answers given to his “fishing interro- 
gatoriesj” he gathers that international 
piscatorial <mestions are ably discussed in 
the work, Joseph has lost a chance in not 


<3c DO., It ougnt to nave been pubushed 1 
by Seeley. However, even Josephus 
Hattonensis can’t think of everything, 
though he does write on most things. 
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I r-Bv There, you see-knocks it all to 

AT THE NEW GALLtRY. pieces at once! 

In the Central Hall. Sis Friend, I was afraid it would, know. How will this do 

A Potential Purchaser {meeting a friend), Ha— just come in to -l- j. x -j. > 4.1, TTr-i: 

take a look round, eh? So did I. Fact i 8 —(ioith a mixture of The P. P, I shouldn’t ohjeot to it myself, but there ’s the Wife 
importance and apology) I rather thought of "buying a picture here, to be considered— and thp, s. Naiad— Bii ? 
if I see anything that takes my /a»cy—y’ know. i • -u i. • 

Sis Friend (impressed), Hot many who can aJfford to throw money The P, P, Yes, but then— those lily-leaves in her hair, you 

away on pictures, these hard times ! know, and— and coming up aU dripping like that— no, it ’s hardly 

The P, P, (anxious to disclaim any idea of recUessness), Just the worth while bringing out the paper again ! 
time to pick ’em up cheap, if you know what you’re about. And The I, Y, P. Isn*t this Neptune's Sorses" ?— They 

you see, we ’ve had the firawing-room done up, and the wife wants canH be intended to represent waves, surely I 
someth^ to fill up the space over her writing-table, between the Ser Mother, It’s impossible to tell what the Painter intended, 

fireplace and one of the windows. She was to have met me here, but my dear, but I never saw waves so like horses as that, 

she wnldn’t tiurn up, so I shaU haye to do it aU myself-unless j 

you’U come and help me through With it? xwuja.. 

Sis Friend, Oh, if I can be of any use— What sort of thing do The L 1 ,P, “ Cain's First Crime," Why, he’s only feeding a 
you want ? stork ! I don’t see any crime in that. ^ 

The P. P. Well, that’s the difficulty. She says it must match Ser Mother, He’s giving it a live lizard, my dear, 

the new paper. I ’ve brought a bit in my pocket vrith me. The L Y, P, But storks like live lizards, don’t they ? And Adam 


Sis Friend, Then you can’t 
go very far vnrong I 
The P, P. I don’t know. It’s 
a sort of paper that— here, I ’d 
better show it you. {Se pro- 
duces a sample of fiery and 
untamed colour,) That ’ll give 
you an idea ot it. 

Ss Friend {inspecting it 
dubimsly), Um — yes. I see 
you ’E have to be careful. 

The P, P, Careful, my dear 
fellow I I assure you I ’ve been 
all through the Academy, and 
there wasn’t a thing there that 
could stand it for a single 
moment— not even the R.A.’s I 
{They enter the West Boom, 

In the West Eooif. 

An Insipid Young Person 
(before Mr. Tadema’s “ Un- 
conscious Rivals"), Yes, that’s 
marble^ isn’t it ? 

{Smiles with pleasure at her 
own penetration, 

Ser Mother (cautiously), I 
imagine so. (She refers to 
Catalogue,) Oh I I see it’s a 
Tadema, so of course it ’s marble. 
He ’s the great man for it, you 
know I 

First Painter (who had noth- 
ing ready to send in this year), 
H’m, yes. Can’t say I care 
about tile way he’s placed his 
azalea. I should have kept it 
more to the left, myself. 

Second Pairder {who sent in^ 
hut is not exhihilmg). Composi- 
tion vrants bringing together, 
and the colour scheme is a little 
unfortunate, but — (generously) 
I shouldn’t call it altogelher 
bad. 

First Painter (more grudg- 
ingly), Oh, you can see what 


In the Hoeth Room. 

The L 1 ,P, “ Cain's First Crime," Why, he’s only feeding a 
stork ! I don’t see any crime in that. 

Ser Mother, He ’s giving it a live lizard, my dear. 

The L Y, P, But storks like live lizards, don’t they ? And Adam 

and Eve are looking on, and 




f ‘ /iif ' 










" X 


There, you see - kr ocks it all to pieces at once 1 ” 


I don’t seem to mind. 

I Ser Mother, I expect that ’s 

- the moral of it* If they’d taken 
I I it away from him, and punished 

him at the time, he wouldn’t 

^ I dM ^ V ^1 t ^ thihk 

- of -fact Person 
(ScAzwd). I wonder, now, 
V where he got his authority 
iucident. It’s new 

Oaeoline, ’v6 got'the 
Catalogue— just see what Ho. 
there ’s a dear. It seems 
mil- ^ country-house, and 

they’re having dinner in the 
garden, and some of the guests 
1^- vnthout 

W^\\ ' wj dressing, and there ’ s the hostess 

W‘ f telling them it’s of no oon- 

segnenoe. What’s the title — 
I Uninvited Quests" or 

hIA ^ ^'PuUing them at their Ease" 

^ The Rose- Garden at Ashridge 

li (containing portraits of the 

SI Earls of Pembeohe and 

W Beownlow, the Countesses 

{She^reads out the list to the 

li Mother, What a nice 

HBBB l |!i picture! Though one would 

\ I L have thought such smart folks 

wouldn’t have come to dinner 
in riding-hoots, and shawls, and 
\ things— but of course they can 

afford to be less particular, 
it all to pieces at once 1 And the dessert is beautifully 

done! 

i In the South Room. 

[ The L Y, P, Wby, here are Neptune's Sorses" again! Don’t 
you remember we saw a picture of them before ? But I like this 
better, because here you get Heptune aud his chariot. 

Ser Mother, He ’s made his horses a little too like fish, for my 


he was tr^ng for only ^well, it’s not the way I should have In the South Room. 

go^abou^t. T. {They pass on tolerantly , The L Y, P, sxq Neptune's Sorses" again! Don’t 

mzltt ZirTt w picture out, Mamma? “PAe you remember we saw a picture of them before? But I like this 

, . better, because here you get Heptune aud his chariot, 

sho^d suppose, my dear— but it would Ser Mother, He’s made his horses a little too like fish, for my 
have been more satisfactory certainly if the animal had been shovm taste. ' - ^ 

75 -L /M. 1 . . T. Y, P. I suppose theyw^are a sort of fish— and after all, one 

i uluch. here s a portrait of isn’t expected to believe in all that nowadays, is one ? So it doesn’t 

r?*4.w reading the Lessons in Hawarden Church. Ido really matter. 

+1, 4. T j X X , , Sorsey Man, Tell you what, TOld Heptune’ Jll come to 

^ \ wonder they awful grief -with that turn-out of his in another second, 

luring ^r^ce!^^ ^ pamt any portrait— even Mr. G-ladstone’s— ^ /Sfeoond S, M, Rather— regular bolt— and no ribbons to hold ’em 

T «««»«)• Jfow that ’s about the size ^'Pirst K. M. Eummr idea, having cockleshells on the traces. 

iLw ’ W wife wonld q,Tute oaxe about the Second JS. M. Oh, I don't know-one of the Hussai regiments 

sutgecs, ^ has ’em. 

for a*^dra^wSg-TO(^ ^ou^ki^r*^ these allegorical affairs myself — ^^irst S, M, Ah, so they have. I suppose that’s where he got the 
The P, P, Well, 1 ’ll just try the paper against it. (Se applies {They go out fueling that the picture is saMsfactorily accounted for. 
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The P, P. {before a small 
canvas). Yes, this is the right 
thing at last. The paper 
doesn^t seem to pnt it out m 
the least, and the sort of sub- 
ject, you know, that no one 
can object to. I^ye quite 
fallen in love with it. I don’t 
care what it costs— I positively 
mmt have it. I ’m sure the wile 
will be as fond of it as I am. 
I only hope it’s not sold— here, 
let ’s go and see. [They go. 

At the Seceetaht’s Table. 

The P. P. {turning over the 
^iced Catalogm). Ah, here 
it is I It ’s unsold — it ’s 
marked down at — {his face 
falls) — eleven — eleven— that ’s 
rather over my limit. (To his 
Priend.) Do you mind wait- 
ing while I try the paper on 
it once more? {His Friend 
consents; the P. P. return-^ 
ingy after an interval^ JS'o, 
I had my doubts from the be- 
ginning— it do, after all I 

His Friend. But I thought 
you said the paper didn’t put 
It out? 

The P. P. It doesn’t — ^but 
the picture takes all the shine 
out of the paper. 

His Friend. I suppose you 
couldn’t very well change the 
paper— eh ? 

The P. P. Change the 
paper?— when it’s only been 
up a week, and cost seven- 
and-six the piece 1 My dear 
fellow, what are you talking 
about r No, no— I must see u 
I can’t get a picture to match 
it at Maple’s, that ’s all. 

His Friend {vaguely). Yes, 
I suppose they understand all 
that sort of thing there. 

[Th^ go oudy relieved at having 

arrived at a decision. 



CARNIVOROUS. 

{On Hosgntdble Thoughts intent,) 


** Oh, they ’be too many to have to Eat all together, Papa ! 
Let ’s knock off the Children for Tea.” 

“Yes ; and we can do with the Father and Mother for Dinner, 

YOU KNOW I ” 


SHAKSPEARE ON ULSTER. 

To Mr. Punch, Sirr,— 
You’re a patriot, divil a less. 
Is it fair, I ask you, Sirr, is 
it fair to quote the IFniversal 
Bard against us Ulster, et ne 
plus Ulster, Loyalists? Yet 
this is the line which a man 
who used to call himself “a 
friend of mine” sends me, and 
he puts a drawing with it, 
which I can’t, and won’t re- 
produce, representing a moon 
up in the sky, labelled “ Home 
Hule,” and a pack of wolves 
(a pack of idiots, for all 
they’re like wolves, for that 
matter), on which he writes 
“Ulster,” with their mouths 
open, looking up at it. And 
this, he says, is an illustration 
of a line in Spcakspeabe, 

“The howling of Irish wolves 
against the moon,” 

which you ’ll find in You 
Like It (whether you like it 
or uot), Act Y., So. 2. If the 
O’ Chamberlain, or the 
O’Saunderson, or any of ’em, 
can make use of this, they ’re 
welcome to it. Yours, 

' A Pip of the Old Orange. 


Hook-t Sailor. — “ Jwaw- 
guration of a New Service to 
the Continent via Harwich 
and the Hook of Holland.''^ 
This sounds as it it ought to 
catch on. Is the Hook of 
Holland any relation to the 
Theodore Hook family of 
England? Were that eminent 
wit now alive, he would be 
the first to ask such a ques- 
tion. The route sounds a 
pleasant one. Advice to Tour^ 
istSy — ^Keep your Eye on the 
Hook. 


A CIYIL NOTE EOE THE MILITAEY. 

My Dear Mr. Punch, — ^I observe that in a preliminary notice 
that has been sent round to the Press by the Executive Council (I 
suppose that that is the proper title of the Q-overning Body of the 
forthcoming Royal Military Tournament), it is said that there is 
likely to he some novelty in the mimic warfare known as the Com- 
bined Display of all Arms. The circular informs those whom it may 
concern, that “it is intended that, so far as space will allow, the 
scene shall be that of one of the more recent conflicts in which 
British troops were actually engaged, and special information from 
those present on such occasions has been invited, so that the result 
is likely to be of more than ordinary interest.” 

duite so. I call your particular attention to the last few words in 
the above sentence, in which reference is made to “the special 
information from those present on such occasions.” I thought the idea 
so good, that I immediately prepared a scheme for the adoption of 
the Royal Military Tournament, founded upon my acquaintance 
with the manners and customs of the English army when at 
Islington and elsewhere. I give it for what it is worth— not much, 
hut (to quote the once popular song) “ better than nothing at all.” 

Rough Idea. 

A dozen Infantry privates sapnter leisurely iuto their places, half- 
way across the^ arena, and aywdt events. 

Enter Bridging Battajidfi; Royal Engineers. They bridge over an 
old cloth river. Thprfiozen Infantry men wait until the erection is 
completed, and riam fire a volley. The Sappers return the compli- 
ment. Ho^ajodfurt, and the dozen retire to the tower-like gateway 
in theJiM^round. The Artillery at this point rush in and &ot over 
tWiIewly-erected bridge. ’ They then fire in the dkection of the 
“uozen heroes, hut without any apparent result. 

Grand charge of Colonial Cavalry, with and without additional 
men. They act as Mounted Inf anri^y. They are fired upon — in a I 


half-hearted sort of way — ^by the dozen of Infantry seeking shelter 
in the gateway. The fire seems to agree with them. 

Enter an Ambulance Corps to pick up one of the colonists who has 
obligingly been wounded by the blank cartridges of the dozen 
Infantry. 

Sudden appearance of the strength of the entire company. The 
gateway is stormed, and the dozen Infantry men are overpowered. 
Music on the hand — “ Pule Britannia ” and the National Anthem. 
Great cheering while some one waves the Union Jack. End of the 
performances. 

There, my dear Mr. Punchy that is what I have sent to the 
“ powers that are ” at Islington. Whether it has been accepted or 
rejected I do not know. You will be able to see for yourserf when 
the proper time arrives. 

But then, I can assure you, my sketch is exactly like the real 
thing. It is not uusuggestive of the Battle of Waterloo, the siege of 
Sebastopol, or the taking of Pekin. This is my “ special information, 
as one present on such occasions,” and it is heartily at the service of 
the Executive. To be worthy of my title, I would beg you to send 
me, say, a fiver, or even a sov, or (if that is too much) a dollar. 
I do not ask for the money as a gift, but as a loan. I prefer the 
latter to the former, although a long experience has taught me that 
gift and loan have much the same meaning. 

Yours truly, A Tert Old Soldier, 

Inaudible Proceedings at the Hotel Yiciobia.— W e have had 
“ The Funny Frenchman ” over here, at the Alhambra, and now we 
Have “The Calculating Frenchman,” M. Jacques Inaudi, who, last 
week, at a stance, exhibited his marvellous powers of addition, 
multiplication, subtraction, and division. It is an error to suppose 
that hb was educated for the French Ravy, and has been appointed 
to a ship, which he was to have adorned as a “wonderful Figure- 
head.” By the side of this Figure-head the “Calculating Buoy” 
would have been quite at sea. 
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THE MINSTEEL BOY. 

{Latest Ulsterical Version.) 

The Minstrel-boy to the wex is gone, 

By tke Belfast road he ’s coming ; 

His sword he has mded on 
And his wild harp lond he ’s thrumming. 
Land of bulls I said the warrior bard, 

“ Though Gladstone’s gang betrays thee, 
sword, at least, thy rights shall guard. 
One faithful harp shall praise thee I ” 

The Minstrel ’s loud— though a little late ; 

What he hopes to gain some wonder ; 

But he swears that harp shall preserve the 
State, 

Which his foes would rend asunder. 

He shouts, ** Home Kule shall not sully 
thee, 

Jester, thou soul of bravery I 
1 B haro wild war, aye, from sea to sea, 

Ere the Loyalists stoop to slavery I ” 

Encoeb Yeese. 

{For me in Clubs and oth^ places where men — md 
minstrels— are eonjidentiah) 

Tim Mins trel ’s hot, and a trifle tired, 
nor his Whitsun task is a torrid one ; 

Such holiday-fervour must be admired, 

But the precedent ’s rather .a horrid one. 

E en Minstrel-boys of Ulsterical zeal, 

Mj^t now and then like a jolly-day ; 

And the brave bard’ s harp, and the warrior^s 
steel, 

Take, together, occasional holiday. 


A WTLUE YABE MECUM. 

{By Professor JS-xhy,) 

Question^ What is rest P 
Answer. Unperceived activity. 

Q. Which is the best way of keeping 
awake? 

A. By falling off to sleep. 

Q. What is sleep ? 

A. Concealed consciousness. 

Q. What is strength? 

A. Weakness in excess. 

Q. What is pessimism? 

A. Optimism developed to its utmost pos- 
sibilities. 

Q» What axe p^sibilities ? 

A, Impossibilities carried into action. 

Q. Wh&t is selfishness ? 

A. Pity in the concrete. 

Q. What is the summit of civilisation ? 

A. The commencement of barbarism. 

Q. What is nature ? 

A. Art in its initial form. 

Q. What is the survival of the fittest ? 

A, The Komanes Lecture. 

Q. What was its comparative commence- 
ment ? 

A. Mr. Gladstone. 

Q. Amd what has been its absolute end ? 
A. Positive . . . bosh. 

‘‘The Wood’s Fate.”— Y es, so it is, 
I^rhaps, occasionally, to some people: but 
* The World’s Unfair” to those on whom it 
chooses to sit in judgment. 


MANNEES. 

[Some indignation has been expressed at the 
manners of many of the “well-dressed mob” at 
the Prince of Wales’s Eeoeption at the Imperial 
Institute on Wednesday night last, manners dis- 
played in rudely “ mobbing ” the Royal party, and 
hissing, hooting, and shouting “Traitor I” at 
Mr. Gladstone, one of the Prince’s guests.] 

Eh? Indignation? Why swcA passion waste? 
Gladstoneophobia has destroyed Good Taste ; 
And rowdy rudeness does not shock, but 
please, [ease.” 

“The moh of gentlemen who hoot with 
As for the ladies, bless their angry hearts ! 
They’ve Primrosed into playing fish-wife 
parts ; 

And now ’ tis one of Patriotism’s tests [guests 
That you should hiss and hoot your f ellow- 
Sho^d they dare don a rival party vesture ; 
Billingsgate rhetoric and Borough gesture 
Invade the (party) precincts of Mayfair— 

To express the vxugar wrath now raging there. 
We are Mob-ruled indeed— when Courtly 
Hob ^ [Mob I 

Apes, near bis Prince, tbe manners of the 
The hoot is owlish ; there are just two things 
That hiss— one venom-fanged, one graced 
vdth wings. [rowdies ? 

Anserine or serpentine, ye well-dressed 
Dainty-draped dames, or duffel- skirted 
dowdies, ^ [slake. 

They who in rudeness thus their spite would 
Have plainly head of goose, and heart of 
snake I 

So why indulge in indignation blind [kind? 
’Gainst those who hiss or hoot— after their 
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^*0 SINO SANI^^ 

A TjEtUTHFITL JaPAKESB IdTLL. 

0 SiFO Sait I 0 Srifo Saijt I "Who waketli me at mom ! 

Why is it that I feel of thee nnutterahle scorn ? 

When I behold thy greasy *^11 and little piggy eyes, 

1 fear that they have told of thee unwarrantable lies ! 

They told me when I wandered forth to seek thee in Japan, 

That I should find a priceless girl, too beautiful for man. 

They told me of thy cherry cheeks, 
thy hair of night-dark sable, 
And how you. sqnatted on the fioor — 
the Japanese for table ; 

They gushed about your merry ways, 
your manners without flaw, 

In thee, the girl idealised, you little 
fraud, we saw. 

But now in wind-swept bleak Japan 
as our sore throats we muffle. 
We see thy senseless pudding face 
and irritating shuffle ; 

As you go slopping thro’ the streets 
of your foul-smellmg city, 
You’re far too common to be rare, 
too brainless to be witty. 



Your senseless, everlasting grin, 
your squatting monkey shape. 
Proclaim your Ma marsupial, your 
ancestor an ape ! 

A curio they promised us to drive a 
lover crazy, 

With little soft canoodling ways, 
and sweetness of a daisy. 

We read of thee in tea-house neat, 
in cherry-blossomed pages, 

But find a girl of gin-saloon and 
Yoshiwara cages. 

You lure the European on, admire 
‘ ’ his rings and collars, 

But never reaUy love his lips, invariably his dollars ; 

We ’d aH forgive thy grin, guffaw, and rancid-smelling tresses, 


which all the gentlemen sleeping in the Castle are up and dressed 
in full armour, freshly burnished, — gente suit complete,” — ^within 
the space of a couple of minutes I 

General excellence of performance greatly assisted byDuke of Teck 
enthusiastically beating time with his dexter 
hand. Such auxiliary conducting must be 
of unspeakable service to Signor M AS’cnrEixi, ^ 

Tuesday Night. — Orfeo^ with Giulia Wk 

Eavogli charming as ever in her repre- / 
sentation of “ Orpheus with his ^oo^,”--his 
“loot” being Eurydice^ who had become 
the private property of that infernal mo- r \ 

narch Pluto. Welcome to MUe. Baueu- 
MEiSTEE as the Meister of Cupid’s Bower, Bp 
Cupid himself, Cavalleria Rusticana to K 
follow, with Madame Calve’ s grand imper- S 
sonation of the simple and sad Santuzza. 

Notably good is Yigkas as the Eustic Swell, 
with the comic-chorus name of Turiddu. 

Beautiful intermezzo heartily encored. The 

thanks of Simors Bevignaot: and Manci- wK 

KELLI again aue to the dexterous assistance 

rendered to them by the Duke of Teck, who 

is evidently well up in the Teck-nique of f f ( 

the musical craft. Crowded House. Forecast \ J % 

of season^ full of promise and performance. \ I \ ( 

Thursday . — Carmen. Always “good /{ 

BiZET-ness.” But on this occasion Madame 
Calve being indisposed. Mile. Sigeid 

Aekolpsok appears as heroine. A most cap- Signor Timas as Turiddu, 
tivating Carmen, but so deftly does she called because he tells 
dissemble her wickedness that the audience bda, “I should like Yw- 
do not realise how heartless is this artful husband, 

little cigarette-maker. Mons. Alvaeez afine 

Don JosS. The premieres danseuses lively and picturesque in Act II., 
with dresses long and dance short ; but in Last Act, when reverse 
of this is the case, a pretty general feeling that skirts might have 
been longer, and dance shorter. Chorus and Orchestra all that could 
be desired; absence of the musical Duke much regretted. 

Friday.’— 'Ehsti Goukop’s charming builetta of Philemon et Baucis. 

MUe. SiGBTD Arkolpsok 


The English woman flashes scorn from aU her comely features. 

To be compared by any man with such “ disgusting creatures.” 
And all the fair Americans, who roam the wide world over, 

WiU trample down this windy chaff and Japaneesy clover. 

’Tis not thy fault, 0 SiKO Sak— we find the truth and strike it, 
EareweU, thou Atjpket of the East— grin on then “As you 
Like It!” 

But never more by writer bold be canonised or sainted, 

Deluded DoU ! 0 Siko Sak, you ’re blacker than you’re painted! 
Yokohama^ April 1, 1893. 


^ OPERATIC NOTES. 

Monday^ May V>.—Y]xst Night of Italian-Opera Season, no longer 
exclusively Italian. A great deal, though not everything, in a good 
start, so^ Sir Deueiolakits leads off with Warbling Wagkee’s 
Lohengrin, Signor Yigkas for first time being White Knight. 
Crowded House at once takes to Yigkas ; applauds, and recalls him 
to bow before the curtain. So, as the now popular song might 
have it, 

“ Tenor came and made us a bow-wow ! ” 

itadame Melba good as ever as Fha, and MUe. Meisslikgee most 
dramatic as Somebody Elser, t.e., Ortruda, the Intruder, Mons. 
DtjEeiche’s style is exactly suited to the light and airyj>art of Fede- 
rico di Telramondo, whUe Castelmaey is quite the gay Enrico. Treat 
to see Yaschetti as smiling Herald, with a lot to say for somebody else, 
and pleasant to note that the last person in the dramatis personce in- 
cluded in the cast of the Opera is “ Conductor, Signor Makcikelli,” 
who beats time, winning easUy. Bevigkaki conducts National 
Anthem, and aU conduct themselves loyaUy on the occasion. 
Dbllghtful, in Lohengrin, Act 11., to observe how four players of 
trtops, each with one trump in his hand,— quite a pleasant whist 
party- (have they the other trumps up their sleeves?) — arouse the 
guests in the early morning, and marveUous is the rapidity with 


o]^inffl o^;^o-peep 
^forej^uarter past 

Santuzza, Madame Calve. Grand tragediemie : ^“^N^^a'^bit ^of ^i™ 

gloomy as an Operatic Calve-niat. Detjeiolakits, 

who knows his operatic pubUc; “they’ve just warmed up for 
Leokcavallo’s Pagliacci. Leokcavallo,” he continues, “is the 
composer for my money; and my advice is, Lat-ok-cavallo’s 
Pagliaccil^ So saying, the Musical Manager Ughtly touches his 
nasal organ with the mdex finger of his right hand, and, at the 
same time “winking the other eye,” he marches in a procession of 
one down the lobby and disappears. 

Great as is the success to-night of new Opera, I feel sure that 
Cavalleria, with its simple story, and its marveUous intermezzo, is 
stiU at the head of the poU. Yet is Pagliacci melodious and dramatic. 
Madame Melba at her best iniVedcfa, and the dramatic power, speci- 
ally of Signor be Lucia as Canio and of Mons. Akcoka as Tonio, would 
have carried the piece, as a piece, even without the musical setting. 
To-night Db Lucia shows himself a great actor. There were encores 
in plenty, Ancona Tonio interrupts the overture in order to sing a 
prologue. This he does admirably, both vocaUy and histrionicaUy. But 
cui hono f It is as pointless as is nowadays the prologue of Chbisto- 
PECEE Sly to the Taming of the Shrew. It seems as if Leokcavallo 
said to himself, “ Mascagki gave ’em a novelty in his intermezzo ; 

I ’ll give ’em something new in the shape of a prologue.” Pagliacci 
and Cavalleria wiU assist each other, and Sir Deubiolakus is for- * 
tunate in being able to run two winners. The new Opera is 
admirably rendered in every resiject, and when Mr. Eichaeb Gbeek, 
as the gaUant young farmer, is matured— that is, has less of the 
Geeek about hiin and more of the ripeness of artistic perfection— 
there wUl not be a single fault to find with the r^resentation. 
To-night second Opera didn’t end tiU just on twelve. Too late ; but 
the hospitable Eule’s in Maiden Lane is open to exceptions for half 
an hour or so, and, “ after the Opera is over,” aUtfle supper chez 
Bayliss is a B(ay)lissful idea. 

Saturday.— Faust to finish, Melba as Marguerite. First week 
augurs well for the season. 
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DELIGHTFUL! 

l^d mvA of^plmsmes of a Drimmg Towr, dOermims to indvlge in thoct Iwfwry during his WhitsmMde Bolidms. 
Ms thsrs/ore mgages a, Trap, mih a Morse that can “get over the gromd," mid securing tM services of <m ^cpcri2ed ZW, U si^fmtK 

^Uhson. ‘‘ A A isn’t he — a — a — hadn’t I bettsb belt ton to Poll at eiu ? ” 

Vrwer. Poll at im ? ‘Wet tee ’d set ’nt oeazed 1 Jist too let ue keep ’is ’Ead steaioht Loe T»T.-Bg» yes these 
X Eomro^^CTBB^Dr ^ ^ ^ nothing, and the Gates ain’t shot at Splintbsbonb Osossing, 


THE IITIGAOT’S VADE MECTJM. 

Q. What is your opinion atout Chancery ? 

A. That, thanks to work being given to Solicitors in preference to 
hamsters, litigation is more expensive in that branch of the science 
man m any other, 

Q. How comes it that this should be so ? 

• -A. Barrister is forced to do his bestforhis client, but a Solicitor 

IS not, As a rule the ^hoitor deputes to his Chief Clerk if he has one, 

ImitSr^h^ChmbeM^^ ^ conducting a 

S* practical result of this arrangement ? 

,4. That a suit when it once gets into Chambers takes a precious 
long time in coming out, 

allo^oe for these Etfle draThaoks, what is your 
opinion of the Law m England ? ^ 

th^nid^^ge^^^^^^^^ consists of the best forensic regulations in 

A ]^EW Clattot IN TBO! HoME-RuEB BiLL.— Instead of a Parlia- 
ment m Dub^, let the Q-oveming Body be called “ A Diet ” as it 

^ ^ House, to be called the 
T ^ House, to be caUed Short Commons, or 

Low Diet. There would be no “ Parhamentaiy Rules,” but eveW- 
tnmg would be ordered according to a ‘-Dietarv.” Perhans 
B-oose might be induced to take a iSng part m 
suggestog some of these arrangements. The “ Orders of the Dav ” 
woid be Prescriptions ” the Bills “ Dinner-Bills,” or 

^ Speaker, would preside, and the subordinates— 
uch M ^crks, ^Sergeant-at-Arms, and Assistants — ^would be 

S^^^-Thfo^raS g^^ Prayers 3d 

Odds in favour of AustraHan Cricketing Team-“GiFEEir” and taken. 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FROM THE DIART OP TOBY, M.P. 

Souse of Commons, Monday, May 15. — Mr, G. reminded of 
advance of time by appearance on Parliamentary scene of new gene- 
ramons. All remember when J oet C. arrived from Birmingham, 
^d have watched his meteoric flight from level of Provincial 


JTiTi j aiAoiucu lu-uay ne nas a Kmaiy, 

mtheriy word of friendly recognition of maiden speech of youngest 
Cavendish, Ho mere compliment this, extorted by old associations 
and personal predilections. Young Yictoe went about bis work in 
style reimniscent of middle-aged Haetinoton. Abstained from 
oratorical effort. Neither exordinm nor peroration. Got some 
business m b^d, ^d plodded on till it was finished. Modest mien, 
simple, unaffected manner, instantly won friendly attention of 
crowded House, 

i-v* Gl*. “These things make me 

think 1 m not so young as I was.” 

Toimger Sir,' I said. “ Pup and dog, I 've known you twenty 
of yonr speeches in that time; honestly declare 
that for hghtness of touch, swiftness of attack, wariness of defence, 
not to speak of eloquence, I 've never heard you excel some of your 
speeches this Session.” 

1 Toby,” said Mr. G,, blushing in fashion never 

leam^ by Yoi^h of to^ay, “ that 's due to your too friendly way 
of looking at tkngs. What I was about to say is, that ever since 
I ent^d public life I have always known a Cavendish to the fore. 
Itoistnes may rise and fall; the Cavendishes remain. Curious 
thing is they have not— at least in recent times— personally a 
passion for ]^utios, as Pitt had, or such as, in some degree, influ- 
ences me. They would, if they had their own way, he out of it. 




THE CHAIRMAN OF COMMITTEE'S HOLIDAY DREAM. 
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But the Ci.TEN 3 )i 8 HES huYe had their place in English pnhlie life 
thronghont the Century, and, it being their duty to fill it, they fi.ll it. 
Toimg Yictoe^s speech on Friday night carried me back OYer space 
of thirty-four years. I remember another Cayendish: coming out. 

He moYed resolution which 
defeated Derby’s CoYemment 
I in 1859. I remember the diffi- 

^ ^ bringing him 

T aSL/ ^ scratch. It was 

u/ot Bbiohx who finally succeeded. 

Bbioht always had great 
iJ W nn Tl l BniLL opinion of Haetington’s 

abilily, a Yiew,^ as we haYe 
seen, amply justifi.ed. A great 
deal has happened since 1859, 
und now here ’s another 
Cayendish moYing another 
Amendment, and, oddly enough” — here 
wrinkled into smile of 
/ delighted humour— it’s me who would 

^ be turned out of office if the Amendment 

m T were carried.” 

'Vm h . l.ii ^ Being thus in melting mood, Mr. G-. 

suddenly turned upon inoffensiYe Jesse 
•M ' |. CoLiiNGS, who had been saying a few 

/ 'M . . ! , Wm.. words, and almost literally rent mm into 

i_Vff fragments. Scarcely anything left of 

( I him but benevolent though feeble smile. 

J !'||HE JBminess done . — ^Verv little in Com- 

f yBp mittee on Home-Rule Bill. 

V Tuesday Night. — Ambrose, ^ C.C., 

roused at last. House known him for 
^ . ,T. m . V eight years ; only to-night learned that 

Victor, or Tig-Tory-ish, cherishing upon its bosom a 

T Av o . * . sleeping volcano. Following fortunes 

In the SprmgDnio^tTime Conservative leaders, Ambrose has 
01 ms loutn. crossed and re-crossed lloor, always 

taking up seat about centre of Bench immediately behind Prince 
Arthur; has occasionally risen thence and offered a’few observations. 
Characteristic of him that he was bom in a Cathedral town; is 
a Bencher of the Middle Temple . 

Persuasion tips Ms tongue whene’ er he ’ 11 talk, 

And he has Chambers near the hang’s Bench 

vralk. 


Victor, or Vig-Tory-ish, 
Cavendish. 


“ It ’s all very well Chamberlain insisting on keeping this tMng 
going,” said !I^ince Arthur, anxiously ; “but I have my respon- 
sibilities. If Debate at this comparatively early stage thus affects a 
mau like Ambrose, where shall we all be in another week ? ” 

Business done, — Still on Clause II. 

IFednesdory.— Pretty to see Gorst just now balancing Macartney’s 
hat by brim on tip of his nose. Looks easy enough when done 
by an expert; those inclined to scoff at the accomplishment 
should try it themselves. Opportimity came suddenly, and un- 
expectedly. Ho ground for supposing Gorst had been practising 
the trick in the Cloak-room before entering House. Ho collusion; 
all fair and above-board— or, rather, above nose. Came about as 
incident in Committee on Home- Rule Bill. Jokim, taking part iu 
game of Chairman-baiting, challenged Mellor’s ruling on puttog 
Motion to Report Progress. House being cleared for a Division, 
rules of debate require Member to address Chair seated, and wearing 
his hat. What would happen to British Constitution if, in such 
circumstances, Member rose and addressed Speaker or Chairman 
in ordinary fashion. Heaven only knows. Ho mere man bold enough 
to try it. Even Mr, G., who has Disestablished a Church, and now 
tampers with TJnity of the Empire, shrinks before this temptation. 

JoKiM, making his complaint, got along all right. Performed 
task in due form; Mellor justified his action; Gorst proposed to 
follow. Hadn’t got his hat with him ; hut that of no consequence, ! 
since Jokim was at hand. “ Lend me one of your hats,” he whispered 
hurriedly to his Right Hou. Friend. 

“ What do you mean ? ” said Jokim. “I’ve only one.” 

“ Oh ! ” said Gorst, raising his eyebrows with polite inoredality. 
Macartney, sitting behind, proffered his. Gorst planted it on his 
head ; found it three sizes too small ; still, if he held on to it. he 
might manage. “ Mr. Mellor,” he commenced, hut got no further 
with projected speech. Attention of House drawn to him his 
dilemma discovered : shout of laughter burst forth as hat gradually 
tilted forward, and Gorst, deftly catching it by brim on tip of his 1 
nose, balanced it for fifteen seconds by Westminster Clock. Chair- I 
man seized opportunity of abstracted attention to put question, and 
when Gorst, reoaptunng Macartney’s hat, had fixed it again on 
summit of his head, division was called ; too late for him to speak. ‘ 
Business done, — Second Clause Home Rule BiR added. 

Treasury Chest Bill on for Third Reading. Has since 


j tongue whene’ er he ’ 11 talk, 
bers near the hong’s Bench 




The^ things we knew; but not till 
to-^ght came^disoovery how persuasive 

It was the Tenth Clause of the Home- 
Rule BOl that roused the (attorney’s) £ U 
devil in him. Fact that Clause 11. was / j 
under discussion, and consequently out « I 

of order to debate Clause X., an incident /fi [ 

of no cons^uence, except that it indi- / | { 
reetly supplied incentive to his passionate /j 

eloquence, and led to disclosure of the / 1 lll DBK8laBiW^B 
true Ambrose. When he approached /| 

Clause X., cries of “Order! Order!” .(i| | \ 

interrupted. The Chairman recalled him jllU vMHyK||i M Pffi 

to consideration of Clause 11. He came 

back, said a few words on amendment, ^ 

then was off again at Clause X. , pursued i ; V; 

by howls. Had got a start, and kept it \\\Www * 

through some moments of thunderous 
excitement. Waved his arms, thumped 

Ms papers; shouted at top of voice; House still howling ; Chairman on 
feet ineffectually protesting. “ Glad to see the Solicitor- Gentleman 
in Ms place,” he observed, in one of the temporary pauses, 
(Rigby usually alluiied to as the Solicitor- General, but 
Ambrose, once started in new character, was lavish in originality.) 
“Heed I go further ? ” he asked, a few moments later. House, with 
one accord, shouted “Ho!” “How Sir,” he added, waving his 
notes in face of Chairman, “I’ve done with the Tenth Clause.” 









Lite A JOlCt? ' "I 


this time) “if he were at liberty to speak” (this with a withering 
glance at Mr. G.), “ would say about the Tenth Clause ? ” 

A roar angrier than ever hurst forth ; shouts of “ Hame ! Hame ! ” 
persistently heard above uproar ; Chairman on Ms feet, with hands 
outstretched; crisis evidently arrived; Ambrose will be named to a 
dead certainty; suspended, and, perhaps, in addition to Ms bench at 
the Middle Temple, will have one provided for him ip Clock Tower. 
W'ould like to hayfe said few more woiAs on Tenth .Clause, but 
numbers against him overwhelming. So wildly waved Ms notes 
in sort of forlorn despairing fareweU, and resumed Ms seat. 
Incident created profound sensation. 


Mr. G.’s “Table-Talk.” 

I introduction wrought singular effect upon Hanburt. Hohody knows 
I what Bill is about,’ least of fill Hanbury ; but he has opposed it at 
; every stage. Yesterday divided Committee on First Clause ; returns 
to attack to-day. “Better let ns get away for our hardly-earned 
holiday,” I said. 

“ That ’s very well for you, Toby,” said HanburY, beating Ms 
chest in default of getting at the Treasury’s ; “ but there ’s a dark 
! mystery under tMs business which I mean to fathom. You remember 
the case of another chest and its weird associations ? 

I * Fifteen men on a dead man’s chest— 

Ho ! Ho 1 Ho ! and a bottle of rum 

j B^rcourt may, or may not, have been one of the fifteen. I ’m not 

I quite clear on that point. Indeed I ’m somewhat muddled in the 

^ main ; but I suspect the Sq-UIRE is up to some deed of infamy, and 1 

I I have done my best to plumb its slimy depiths.” 

, pas^d n^ertheless ; other business wound up, and so off for 
i holidays. Business done, — House adjourued for Whitsuu Recess. | 

The Real “Rejected Appresses.”— Those fhat cannot be 
deciphered at the Geifdral Post OfiSde. i 
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MLVED NOTIONS. 

XI.-THE PEEKAGB. 

{Scene and Persons as mual,) \ 

Inquirer {to First Well- \ 

Informed Man), Wlio was 
that yoimg fellow you were 
talking to on the platform ? I 
thought I knew his face, but 
I couldn’t put a name to him. 

First W, L M, {with an 
affectation of unconcern). 

What, the chap who gave me 
a cigarette? That’s Lord 
Peckham, the son of the Mar- 
quis of Nunhead, He’s out 
Member of Parliament, you 
know. Hot at all a bad chap 
when you know him ; a little 
stiff at first, perhaps, but it 
soon wears off. 

Second W. L M, You know 
him pretty well, I suppose. 

First W, I, M, {suspiciously) 

Yes, pretty well— that is, I ’ve 
seen him at meetings and all 
that, and voted for him at the 
last Election. 

Second W, L M, Ah, I only 
asked because his name doesn’t 
happen to be Lord Peckham. 

First W.LM. What?!!! 

Second W. L M, {doggedly). 

His name doesn’t happen to be 
Lord Peckham. 

First W, I, M, Ton my 
word, this is really a little 
too much. Is there any other 
little scrap of inf ormation you’d 
like to give ? Perhaps you ’ll 
tell me your own name 
isn’t 

Second W, I, M, {inter- 
rupting), . I said his name 
wasn’t Lord Peckham, and it 
isn’t. It ’s Lord Algeris’on 
Peckham, as a matter of fact 
I never met Mm at meetings, 
or voted for nim, or anything 
of that kind, but I know I’m 
right all the same. 

First W, I, M, {derisively). Pooh ! what’s the odds ? If you like 
to talk of lords by their Christian names, I ’m sure I don’t want to 
prevent you. You’ll be telling us something about Lord Bill 
Salisbury or Lord Jimmy Spencer next. 

Second^ W, I, M, Rubbish. You ’ve got to call certain lords by 
their Christian names, because they ’ve got courtesy titles. 

Inquirer. What’s a courtesy title ? 

Second W, I, M, Oh ! it ’s not a real title, you know, at all. So 
they shove in a Christian name to distinguish it. It ’s a matter of 
politeness. 

First W, L M, All right ; next time you see him you ’d better 
call him Algernon, and see if he thinks you’re so blessed polite as 
you seem to think yourself. 

Inquiaer. But, look here, isn’t his brother called Lord Brocrley? 

Second W, I. Jf. Yes. What about it ? 

Inquirer, Well, is that what you call a courtesy title ? 

Second W, L M, Of course not. He’s the eldest son of the 
Marquis, and eldest sons don’t have courtesy titles, because they 
inherit their fathers’ titles afterwards. 

Inquirer, Well, anyhow, I can’t make it all out. Both these 
chaps are lords, and they ’re both of ’em brothers, and one has got a 
courtesy title, and the other hasn’t, and their names are different— 
and yet they ’re both Members of the House of Commons. What ’s 
the use of having a House of Lords, if we ’re to have a lot of lords 
in the House of Commons as well ? I don’t see it. 

First W, I. M, {testily). My dear chap, you can’t have every 


.UUUJ VJLXajJi JfKJKJL VOiUL V V C WV' 

, you know. There isn’t room for ’ 


lord in the House of Lort 
there 

Inquirer, Well, then, if you can’t get into the House of Lords, 
what ’s The use of being a lord ? 

Second W. I, M, {sarcastically). You can always stand on plat- 
forms, you know, and give away cigarettes to your intimate friends. 

First W, I. M, {stung beyond endmance). Oh, we ’re jealous, are 
we? That’s the latest Radicalism, I suppose. Why, you’re one 



Rude Boy {to Stout Barty on Weighing-Machine, which is out oj order, and 
won't worJc), “Shove in another Penny, Guv’ner. It 's Double Pare 
TO Chaps o* your size 1 ” 


of those who want to do away 
with the House of Lords alto- 
gether. 

Second W, I, M, Well, 
what if I do ? 

First W, L M, What if 
you do? I call it a moat— 
{adequate words fail him in 
the indignation of the moment) 
— a most revolutionary pro- 
ceeding. 

Second W, I, M, I don’t 
mind what you call it ; it will 
have to come, so you’d better 
joEyweU make up your mind 
to it, my hoy. W e ’re going to 
get rid of the lords altogether 
if they don’t take precious 
good care. 

Average Man [interposing 
mildly). But you won’t do 
away with Lords, even if you 
do abolish the House of Lords. 

Second W, I, M, How’s 
that? 

Average Man, They’ll be 
lords aR the same, whether 
they sit iu a House of Lords 
or not. 

Second W, I. M, That’s 
quite impossible. 

Average Man, Ho, it isn’t. 
They haven’t got a House of 
Lords in France, hut there are 
lots of Dukes and Marquises 
there all the same. 

Second W, I, M. {with in- 
effabk contempt). Oh, France 
is (juite different. We ’re not 
going to be guided by France 
in anything we do, nor by any 
other foreign country for the 
matter of that. 

Average Man, All right. 
Have it your own way. 
[Resumes newspaper. A 
pause. 

Inquirer, What does it mean 
when they say they ’re going 
to take a case to the House of 

I Lo^s ? _ 

; First W, I, M, It means 

what it says. The House of Lords is {remembers by a flash) a 
Supreme Court of Appellate Jurisdiction. 

Inquirer, What ’s tnat ? 

First W, I, M, Well, if any Johnny loses a case he appeals to the 
House of Lords. 

Inquirer, But how do you account for young Blossom’s case then ? 
They had him up for assaulting a ticket-coUector last Derby Day, 
and when the Magistrate convicted him, they asked him to grant a 
case, but he wouldn’t. 

First W, L M, I don’t know how that was. Perhaps you haven’t 
got it right. But old Hobbs fought Barnacle & Co, right away up 
to the House of Lords in that steamship case, and won it too. 

Inquirer, But, look here, supposing you were todoan^pthingtome, 
knocked me down, or bagged my watcL or anything of that kind, 
conld you fight me up to the House of Lords about it ? 

First W, I, M, of course I could. 

Inquirer [with conviction). Well, then, I ’m for doing away with 
the House of Lords. [Terminus, 

Hothing Hew.— The Telephone was known to the Romans, 
Horace, Ode XIII.— 

“ Quem to, Lydia Telephi,” 

which is evidently, when properly rendered, “Whom you, Lydia of 
the Telephone, will tell me all about”— or whatever the next line 
may be. Lydia was a “ Demoiselle du TelI^phone.” Horace a 
gay dog, probably a trifle jealous. 

Correct Card as to the new Dramatic Star at the Lyric. 
Sianora Duse's name is pronounced, not as “Deuce,” hut as 
“Du-say,” and, as Zummerzetshire folk would observe, ‘fthey 
du say as she be uncommon good.” Hot having yet seen her, our 
Critic can’t he asked, “ And what d’ you say?” 


VOL. CIV. 
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r heartfelt symp^ahy with the t 

HE^«gB^.JWtheEates- 

of twaddle in defence of them 

- he prates ! 


How he patters, patters, patters, 

About • precepts,” and their m%ht ! 
Tdl our last faint hope he shatters, 

1 Mt in our “ narochial matters,” 
Things may be — some day — put right. 
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Por they climb, climb, climb, 

Rising higher every time, 

While, to our exasperation, Bumble 
bumptiously orates, 

Of the Rates, Rates, Rates, Rates, 

Rates, Rates, Rates— 

Of the rising and the swelling of the Rates I 

IX. 

See the quarterly Poor-Rates— 

Growing Rates ! 

What a world of misery they mean to our 
poor pates ! 

What an utter bore one votes 
The collector, who will call for them, and 
grumble, while he gloats t 
With what a pompous bearing he despotically 
* ‘ Latest dates I [state s 

How it grates 

On his Victim I How he prates 
Of the dread Distraint that waits 
The poor chap who shirks prompt paying of 
the Rates, Rates, Rates ! 

Of the Rates, Rates, Rates, Rates, 

Rates, Rates, Rates ! 

The paying, sam delaying, of the Rates ! 

m. 

See the County-Council Rates— 

Rising Rates I fcessive prates 
What a tale of terror now ! The prim Pro- 
In our startled ears attent 
Of the “ Unearned Increment,” 

Of Ground Values which they seek 
To tax high, to help the weak 
Out of pocket I 

They make clamorous appealing for our votes, 
which they desire ; 

We make vaia expostulations that the Rates 
— of which we tire— 

Jump up higher, higher, higher. 
With a manifest endeavour 
To come down— oh I never, never I 
But rush upward like a rocket. 

Yet the wor.man fully knows. 

By tne babbling. 

And the gabbling. 

That theBij|^Tide flows and flows, 

With a progress sure as Pate’s. 

And the wrang^ug, 

The dread danger nought abates. 

Of the swaying and the swelling in the flood - 
tide of the Rates, 

Of the Rates, 

Of the Rates, Rates, Rates, Rates, 

Rates, Rates, Rates, 

The choking, drowning, flood-tide of the 
Rates ! 

IV. 

See the ruinous “ Board ”-Rates— 
Rampant Rates I 

What a world of solemn thought their domi- 
nance dictates I 
In the silence of the night, 

^ How we shudder with affright. 

At their melancholy menace! Big, full- 
blown 

Boards— Asylums, School— your votes 
Thrust huge charges down our throats 
Till we groan ! 

And the People— ah the People ! 

What care School - house, Vestry, 
For their moan? [Steeple, 

After wiling, poUing, polling 
Our olind votes for men scarce known, 
The elect exult in rolling 
On our ac!tog hearts a stone. 

They are neither man nor woman— 

They are neither just nor human— 

They are Ghouls : 

These elect of purblind ^ 

Each one rolls, rolls, rol 
Rolls 

That huge stone of rising Rates 
O’er our bosom and our jates. 



A POST-OBIT. 

Thbeb, Majob, it ’s the best Likeness I bvee had taken of me— and pooe 
Peed nevee saw it 1 ” 


’Tis our Nightmare. It inflates 
Every time, time, time, 

Without reason without rhyme, 

But, by heaven, it is time 
We should kick against the crime 
Of this robbery by Rates, 

By big Rates, Rates, Rates I 
Raise a bobbery ’gainst these Rates ! I ! 
Lambeth feels that it is time I 
Bumble prates, prates, prates I 
HoNEv’d words won’t stint the crime, 
Lambeth’s protest elates, 

So he slates, slates, slates 
The Boaxd-ogres (whom he hates) 

Who pile up their crushing Rates 
Upon poor sbop-keeping pates, 


And clerk-incomes I (Hard their fates 1 ] 
And on PuncKe heart it grates 
Does this poverty-squeezing crime 
Of high Rates, Rates, Rates ! 

And he ’s ready any time 
With his Idtm fpr their pates 
Who would harry the Ratepayer in South 
London, or elsewhere, 

Who raise— and none too soon— potent 
Protests to declare 
’Gainst the raising of the Rates, 

Of the Rates, Rates, Rates, 

’Gainst the Rates, Rates, Rates, Rates,. 
Rates, Rates, Rates, 

Rightly moaning, rightly groahing 
’gainst the Rates 1 ! II 1! 
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• own— to-day— -and are we to be 

told — P &o., &c. ( This argument 
hits the L. L. very hard indeed^ 
became he cannot help seeing^ as a 
reasonable man^ that if the Ame- 
ricans and Colonials prefer to 
entrust the conduct of their affairs 
to Irishmen^ we must be safe in 
following their example.) Then 
there’s the question of finance, 
and on that I say— treat ns 
generously, and you’ll find we 
shan’t forget it.^ {His audience 
show a magnanimous willingness 
to waive all sordid considera- 
tions of expense^ and the L. L. 
feels that since we are going to do 
the thingy we^d better do itjiand- 
somely.) Yes, we ’ ve fought your 
battles for you in the past, and 
we ’re ready to fight them for 
you in the future. You ’ll find 
we can be good friends— and {with 
a sudden change to menance) 

d d bad foes! 

[Enthusiastic cheers from crowds 
amidst which the L. L. leaves 
for the next platform, with a 
conviction that it is hopeless to 
think of maintaining the Union 
any longer after that The next 
Orator is discussing the Ninth 
Clause^ concerning which the 
L. L. vaguely remembers having 
heard there is some little differ- 
ence of opinion. 

Fourth Orator. Well, now, about 
this Ninth Clause. What we say 
is this We ’d rather be quietly 
at home in our own country, ma- 
naging our affairs our own wa;y. 
But—]! England wants us, or if 

ion, on the thousands luiiciiiuncDOT/^nn Gladstone wants us, or if 

jands of the Working ivi I o U Hi U c It o I U U U. John Mobley wants us,— why, 

ibis great City of Lon- {U the QUb Smoking-room. ) we ’re perfectly willing to stay on 

bled in this Park to- at Westminster and help you to 

mined, every •ma.Ti of Brown. ‘‘You have no enoagement to Dine heee on Monday, manage yours. Whef^oredoyou 
how that they will no my dear Fellow, have you ? ” want of us ? 

&Q.y&Q. {Which causes Jones {hastily corisulting his ^femoranda). “No; I think not. I [The h. h. feels that nothing can 


HIBERNIA VICTRIX. 

{Impresswns of last Whit-Sundafs 
Home-Mule Demonstration.) 

Argument. — The Reader 
revested, for the purposes of 
this Sketch, to^ place himself %n 
the mental attitude of one of the 
ordinary Lukewarm Londoners 
who habitually attend Hyde Park 
Demonstrations on fine after- 
noons. In fhe present case such 
political opinions as he possesses 
rather tend towards Unionism ; 
hut he has come out with a laud- 
able disposition to listen to argu- 
ment — so long ^ as he finds it 
amusing. He is reassured by 
the sentiments, ** Union ts 
Strength^ and “ United we 
stand — Divided we Fall,^^ which 
figure prominently on the ban- 
ners, and do not appear to be 
considered at all incongruous w th 
the objects of the meeting. Thread 
ing his way through the harids- 
men, and vendors of badges, 
penny slices of pine- apple, So- 
cialist Catechisnw, Official Pro- 
grammes, and lime-juice tablets, 
who are all old acquaintances oj 
his, he arrives at last within ear- 
shot of the First Orator, who is 
gesticulating from a waggon un- 
comfortably full of Patriotism, 
and seems to be expressing the 
stereotyped satisfaction with the 
attendance. 

The First Orator. with a 

heart full to overflowing that I 
look around on this magniflcent 
demonstration, on the thousands 
upon thousands of the Working 
Classes of this great City of Lon- 
don, assembled in this Park to- 
day, determined, every man of 



lAOrjr f TOA iliil iiVVM WTV/XJ JULAWiAA VJL - — ^ ^ ^ 

them, to show that they will no my dear Fellow, have you ? 

longer &c., &o. ( Which causes Jones {hastily coTisuUing his H 

oMr Lukewarm Londoner ^0 shall be delighted ” 

that the Demonstration, exceed- Brown, “Well, no — it is n 


be fairer, and that this dis- 

that the Demonstration, exceed- Brown. “Well, no~it is not exacfly that; but I want you poses of the whole difficulty, 
ing, as it does, by several hum- to be good enough to Lend me your Name, as I have three JBut here his attention is 
dreds, one which met last year to Strangers dining with mb.” attracted by the name^ of 

protest aga nst the wrongs of ; Utster from a Speaker m a 

Washerwomen, is too significant of the state of popular feeling to waggon further on, and, as he still has some lingering misgivings 

be ignored.) Yes, my friends, the great and glorious cause for on this subject, he is anxious to have them removed. 

which Emmett died, for which O'Connell pleaded, &o., &c. . . . Fifth Orator. Some of you may ask me, “ What about Ulster?” 
that cause is at last attained. A Committee of the House of Com- {Derisive laughter.) Well, I’m going to tell ye what my opinion 
mens has Anally and irrevocably declared, by a substantial majority, about Ulster is. 1 ’ve no opinion of Ulster at abl.^ As for Orangeism, 
that Ireland is henceforth to have a separate and_ independent the only Orangeism that ’s of anny importance is the Orangeism of 
Legislature. the old women who sell that delicious vegetable in the streets. 

[This puzzles the L. L., who doesrUt quite understand why, if {Cheers and laughter.) I teU ye what they are up in Belfast— a set 
it is all comfortably settled, they should trouble to demon- of hitter, persecuting bigots — that’s what they are I Why, they 
strate at all; he decides to go on, and hear what the man in won’t appoint a man there — even to the lowest ofGloe they have— if 
the next waggon has to say, and finds him passionately im- he happens to he a Catholic. Now we ’ve none of that in the South. 
plor mg the meeting to concede self-government to his country. Some years ago, under Mr. Balfour ah, don’t 'hiss 

Second Orator. All we ask of you is to give us a chance of ’um now, he’s not worth it — ^under Mr. Balfour, I got three 
managing our own affairs ourselves, and see what we make of them months’ hard, and six months’ soft after that— and all for hwhat ? 

to let us alone, and leawe ns free to live in peace together, and Why, just for advising the Catholics down in the South to treat the 
make our down-trodden country a gomg concern. If only Ireland Protestants there the same as they treated them np in the North I 
IS mdependent,^ her thousands ot barren and uncultivated acres But, as I said, we’ve no ill-feeling against them wnativer — we only 
wiU hurst into bloom once more, her factory- chimneys will smoke, want to live in love and brotherhood with them if we ’re allowed, 
^d her machiimry be set in motion again, and from America, from and take our fair share in managing the industry and commerce of 
Canada, iroin the Colonies, and from every part of the world, she our common country, and, if Ulster presumes to resist the will of 
will see millioiis of her expatriated children hurrying back across Parliament and the will of the People of England, — ^why, Ulster will 
^ occupy the desolate cottages from which they were driven have to he put down by main force— and there ’s an end of it I 

oppressive landlordism ! ^ [This convinces the L. L. that any internal discords are in the 

[lhe h. L. %sconsid^ably impressed by this picture, and thinks highest degree improbable, and, with a mind at ease, he 

tAar, if Home-Rule is going to do all that, it cant be so moves on once more, and is fortunate enough to catch a 

bad. all; after which, he moves ofi, to listen to the scathing attack from a humorous Orator on various members 

mi- ^ , of the Opposition, which covers them with well-deserved 

2h%rd Orator . flh&y tell you we Lnsh are not flt to govern our- * ridicule. 
selves. It s a lie! Look at America, look at Australia, where I Sixth Orator. As for Joey Chamberlain, why, he’s only 
wme irom meseH# Why, every chief poKtioal post in all their trying, before he’s made a juke of, to drive a few more Birmingham 
(±overni]^nts out there are held— by whom do ye think ?— by Irish- screws into the coffin of the Home-Rule Bill, so we need say no more 
mem xes, it s Irishmen that govern every country but their about him. {The Audience observe he ^^ let Joe ’aue it, and 





things one would rather have expressed otherwise. 


_ " I^SHltLVamg ofT”""^ 

)EEBT “SWEEP ; ’ OE, THE GIPSY’S WAEHIHG. Coercion’s captiTity led 

n.assured that Mr. Gladsto,... .* .v.- ^ to save I 


THE DEEBT “SWEEP ; ’ OE, THE GIPSY’S WAEHIHG. 

An ^psom JEslogue, set so^xOuct to iAe strain of “ LoekieVs 
Warning,^* 

a. 

-PI /% Chamierhin at Birmingham'^ 

«»«i«r-foofe«p QiPsr 

Qrandohnan {impatiently). 

OH hotlier! Get out I Don’t you see I am busy ? 

“Hme E^T>“7bfr“f ? t*"® ‘^Sweep.” 

For I fancy the^li^LtfS jXUt STire of my tin, 

Gipsy Jcsefa {mcimsly), 

•' Betvare of the day 

is I w/fe® of Midlothian are scatter^ ii fisfht. 

nerf talf a chance, 

eyyho backed that old crock are reduced to despair. 


Grandolman [disdainfully), 

^®^®> ’^® ^ naisance, my girl ! 

w, preach to the coward, you doom-dealing seer. 

cned MoCaetht. And what is my horse ? 
Home Rule, as you see 1 A good omen— of course ! 

Gipsy' Josef a [gloomily), 

ProLd b^^nffh^^”’’ tlioa laughest my vision to scorn I 

TV^tt^ ?®^J®^tty forth 

St +1^1 ^® 4“'H-rolling clouds of the North, 

^tte % shower of ruin the Birf shall be driven ’ 

^m his erne. Ins home near the dark Scottish heaven. 
Gea^olman, the peerless in fight 
^® JosEPA was right. 

?n ^0’"^® yo’i ’*”11 “ot cross her palm. , 

To %t™« for nothing I >Tis balm 

w oft-flouted gipsy to picture your fate, 

But ? ^®®*^ ®“ fb® ®0'®P® from yonr plate I 

A^d ? '^®®F revenge comes— she oL. wmt— 

And the Eomany s warmng you ’ll heed— when too kte ! 

Grandolman (defiantly). 

-f have mai-shalled my clan • 

T W fi?bt like one m«p 
A A.^® ^*^® f® jb® of their blood and their breath 
Sf/®®'Pl”>a‘f®®oo“*f f® tbe harvest of death. ’ 
Sausbtot’s steed to the shook I 
But ™o tl.°v ^® j®®5^ be shall find me a rock. 

Whpp kindred, and woe to his cause. 

When Geatooimah- his claymore indignantly draws ; 
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THE DERBY “SWEEP;” OR, THE GIPSY’S WARNING 

Me. G. {jubilantly to Mb. J-si-ir McC-etht). “HOME RULE, BT JOVE ! THAT IS LUCK ! 1 ” 

Gipsy JosEPA." LET ME TELL YOUR FORTUNE, MT PRETTY GENTLEMAN!!” 
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When Ms bonaeted Chief tains to Yictory crowd, 

Rosebery the danutless, and Mobley the proud, 

All plaided and plumed in their battle array 

Gipsy Josef a [venomouily), 

Gbandolmait, Geandolmait ! beware of the day ! 

Yourself, and your horse, and your followers shall 

Grandolman {viciously)* 

Oh, shut up, false tipster ! I trust not your tale. 

Go vaticinate, in your own verjuice style, 

To Bookies and Brummies ! At bogies I smBe, 
Gbanjdolman, untainted by; Bight or by chains, 

Whilst the kindling of life in this old breast remains, 
Shall victor exult, or in death be laid low. 

With. Ms back to the field and Ms feet to the foe ! 

But that ’s peroration, not Derby-day chat. 

The Oracle 's fair— though ’tis only a hat ; 

I ’ve drawn a good chance ; I *m in holiday mood. 

And tMs lobster salad’s remarkably good, 

So why, my Josepa, your teeth sourly crun'jh ? 


DERBY DREAMS DP TO DATE. 

The Areiitisliop o£ , oa awaieniag from a reoeat sietta, aiked, 

“What had become of the Giraffe P” _ Oa farther UKiairy, it 
appeared that His Grace had seen, in a vision, one of those sc^ce 
animals at the Zoo offering him some jelly. Upon the strength of 
this omen the Archbishop’s Examining Chaplain _ 
immediately backed Isinglass for a place in the ; o ') 
forthcoming race at Epsom. ' r 

A certain Prime Minister the other day dreamed 
that he was standing in front of a mirror, wMle / yfe A . 
humming his favourite melody, “ The Wearing of j| 
the Green*^^ His youngest sou, noticing the glass, ‘ / 
and hearing Ms father exclaim “I sing,” added , 

“ glass ” to it, and has since put the pot on the ‘ w /I /T' 
favourite heavily, ^ ^ ^ 

A noted Golfer, who has a commanding position on ^ n 

the Conservative side of the House, dreamed the ^ U 
other day that he saw a maiden being frozen to 
deatb. on the links at Felixstowe. It immediately 


Bnibnt u/ aSme ^etbTwXm^^ occurred to Mm that the lass was being iced, in ^ 

\Turm thereto with fresh appetite. bel^^ 

Turf Commissioner resident in Boulogne. 

lii rtTc o ^ well-known Temperance Lecturer had a vision the other day that 

UrtKAIIv./ iMvjl CiO. pursued by the Drink Demon. He tried to catchit, and looked 

Thursday, May 25.-Special Night. Attendance in State-usual for it everywhere. SuddeMy he heard a voice saying, V is in glass.” 
state (after short dinner) of looking forward to supper— of your He noticed that the spirit had indeed tak^ 

Commissioner. Excellent performance Since then the gallant Baronet has backed Mr. McCalmont s horse 

§ of Romeo et Juliette^ in mixed French for any amount. . ^ a. , -n -l i 

and Italian, by Madame Melba, as the The sequel to these interestog dreams ^ be k^TO on Epsom 
Fair Capulet, and M. Alvabez as the Downs at about 4 p.m. on Wednesday, May 31. Until then, the 
Touno* Montagu. Waltz song perfect, Dreamers can rest in peace. After that date these dreams may prove 
and both Romeo and Juliet in excellent themselves to have been not dreams of winning Worses, but, 


voice, M. Planqon very good as Friar simply, night-mares^ 
Lawrence, the Friar of Orders not ad- 


* Lawrence, the Friar of Orders not ad- 
mitted after seven.” Tybalt, by M. 
Bonnard, good. The duels very tame. 
Madame Gtteecia, as Ste^hano, the Con- 
tralto Buttons in the service of the House 
of Montagu, who has such a Mg chance 
with that one song, lacked spirit exactly 
where she ought to have had the courage 
of her opinions, that is, in her fight with 
i Benvoglio Rinaldini* Why is Juliefs 
\ poison-drinking scene invariably omitted ? 
I She does take the poison in the Friar’s 
i \ presence, but she drops the solo— which 
“ is a drop too little, or too much, according 
to the point of view taken of it by the 
* \ '^/ b"’^r7 audience. Mile. Baxtekmeisteb good, of 

' course, as Wwrse, but looks more like 

disguised fairy whose crutch will turn 
Signonna Yibrata. •\^and, and who, on shujfiing off 

the mortal coil, will pirouette on one leg and sav to Romeo ^d 
Juliet, “Bless you, my children I” and all will end happily. 
Crammed house. Opera going strong I 


Signorina Yibrata. 


BALLADE OF AN OXONIAN. 

I DEBATE with a logical calm, 

V A cool, imperturbable ease, 

My opponents succumb in alarm ^ 
p ^ As their points I relentlessly seize, 

f “ And wMstle them aU. down the 

Sl^ Among actors I ’m (juite in the van, 

My style ’s rather better than 
Tree ’s, 

I ’m a talented Oxford Young Man. 

My volume of Y^’erses, Aux Dames, 
With, the .“Lines to the Lovely 

^ fragment of singular charm— 
Neither Cbatto nor Unwin could 


And yet, when at afternoon teas 
I recite them as only I can, 

On this each old la^y agrees, 

I’m a talented Oxford Young 
Man. 


The Imaghnativb Faculty {Suggested by a recent lecture full of man. 

Treeisms)*—li a man be by profession an actor and cannot act, this Spohr and Mendelssohn soothe D Envoi* 

should not tell against Mm with an imaginative public. Granted me like balm ; . i j m i 

an imaginative public, that is a public which when it sees a thin man By ear I can play, in aU keys, Again I am ploughed. Take your 

playing the part of a fat man imagines that the tMn man is a fat Any air from a jig to a psalm, fees, 

man, then when it sees an actor acting who can’t act (a contra- And funeral marches and glees. Accursed Examining clan I 

diction only in terms), let them imagine that tMs actor act, and I dabble in colours ; sweet peas But — wby should I care lor 

such a pubiio is satisfied. Carry imagination further, let the manager Isketchon AacBLiA’sfan, [these, degrees— „ , 

imagine that a failure is a success, that an empty house is full ; and And show her, by actions like J ’w a talented Oxford loung 

let the actor imagine that he is in receipt of fi.fty pounds per week, I’ma talented Oxford Young Man. Man. 

when, as a matter of fact he is being paid only five. What , == 

pleasure all round I (2b be probably introduced into the next lecture ]jj;oEE Plums for Master J-hnny L. T-le.— M r, Elliot Stock, 

by Mr. Birchbeoom Twig on “ Various Branches of Dramatic Art* ) ^ ^ Jameses Gazette informs ns, has just published an 

edition of Walker's Siege of Londonderry* Another chance of 

1 E-azn in Fashion. — During the Season, whenever there is a advertisement for the lucky come^an, J. L. T-le. Of coi^se he u 
fashionable function going on, the Society papers notify the fact of go on tour — a Pedestrian or Walk^ tonr—and will a(m Dei^ to 


fashionable lunotion gomg on, the bociety papers notiiy the tact; oi go on toui 
the presence of several “smart people.” Last Tuesday fortnight, London.^ 
when tbe rain put in its welcome appearance, — it just “ dropped in” the public 
for half an hour,— the papers generally referred to it as a “ smart 
shower in London.” “ The ] 


When at Londonderry the theatre will be besieged by 
anxious to see Walker* 


shower in London.” “The Royal Couple in Timova,” read out Mrs. R.’s nephew. 

■ “iWelll ” exclaimed the good lady ; “ I never ! I suppose we shall 

I SoiOTHiNQ- IN A Name — ^BUT “ NOT MUCH.” — The St. James" s next hear of the Emperor and Empress goiug in a ro^dabout swing 
** tells us that the subscription to the Shelley Memorial Library at a fair They’d better | turn over ’ a new leaf , added Mrs. R., 

will have to be abandoned if the funds do not speedily and consider- smiling "satisfaction at her little joke, 
ably increase. Subscriptions may be sent to the Secretary and his - 7” 

name is— “Little.” Descriptite of a Phrenologist.— A Bumptious Person. 
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FINAL INSTRUCTIONS. 

Traiii&r {to Stable Lad^ who has been pu/t up to ride Outsider of wicked reputation and considerable powers in the way of buckip.g his 
Jockeys off), Now, Tim, it ’s precious pew Bors 'ave such a chance as yours. Yof ’ve got a Mount for the Derby, and a 

GOOD 'DN, too ! Now ALL YOU ^VB TO DO IS TO SIT ON BIS BaCK. AS STILL AS A MoUSE, AND DO YER BEST TO PRETEND YOU AIN’T THERE I 
Tim {from the Emerald Isle). Not tssre? Faith, Sirr, I ’m thinkin* matbb he *ll be makin’ the DECEPnoN aisy 1 Sure 

THE TROUBLE ’S LIKE TO COMB IN IF I PRETEND THAT I AM THERE ! 


TARTARTN i L0NDRE3. 

There is rewon to believe that M. Alphonse Daudet, after bis 
approacbing visit to London, will publish another volume of the 
adventures of Taetarin, in which the following will probably 
appear:— 

Chasse au Lion. 

C^tait un grand desert sanvage, orn§ de quelgues plantes de la 
Soeiete Metropolitaine des Plagroxins^ grandes comme le baobab 
dans le pot de reseda. Sous le jour discret du brouiUard, on les 
voyait a peine. Vous savez qu’a Londres le ciel est tonjours brun. 
Adroite, une masse confuse et lourde, une montagne peut-^trel 
. . . A gauche, un bruit sourd, probablement la mer qui roulait. . , . 
Tin vrai gite d tenter les fauves. , . , 

QrUittant la gare de Ch&rincrosse^ un fusil dans les mains, Tar- 
tar avan^a lentement. . . . Tout k coup, k quelques pas devant 
lui, quelque chose de noir et de gigantesquel . . , C’etait un lion 
couchant, un lion enorme. k n’en pas douter I . . . Tartaein se hissa 
suTT^mur a c6te. . , . Enjouel feu! pan! pan! Au coup de feu 
le Tarasconnais, renvers^, tomba du petit mur. . . . Bah! . . . 
Pouah ! C’etait de Beau I La Tamise ou la mer ? 

Now then^ commout! 

Taetaein saisit une grosse main qui sortit du brouiUard et se 
leva peniblement. 

“Pouah! au^saco?” fifc-U. 

I Le tueur de lions,' stupefait, se frotta les yeux ... Lui qui se 
croyait en plein desert ! . . . Savez-vous ou il etait . . . ? Sur un 
pave sale entre deux hommes en habits bleus. 

Son Sahara avaU des poUssmans ! C’etait la Place de Trafalgar. 
A droite la National Galery, monument superbe de rarohiteoture 
anglaise. A gauche le Vite A.1^ et ses omnibus, qui roulaient 
sourdement. 

Et les lions ? . . . Au moment de quitter la Place, pour se rendre 


avec les polissmans au Scotch Landyard, il les vit de nouveau, 
grands, calmes, se couchant au pied d’une colonne, dont on ne 
voyait que la base, evidemment un phare. Mais toutes les lumi^res 
du monde ne pourraient §clairer ces tendbres d’ enter ! . . . Et Peau ? 
n,*/ ii’flait ni la Tamise, ni les vagues dominees par Britannia. 
C etait le liquide sale et boueux des petits jets d’eau, qui pr^tent au 

plus beau site de PEurope,” centre de la capitale de Pempire 
britannique, la beaute magnifique, la sublimity grandiose, et la 
splendeur eclatante d’une seringue ae jardinier. 

OUR BOOKINO-OFFICE. 

That Gray Lady Jane^ by Florence Warden, who wrote The 
House on the Marshy should attract the Baron’s attention, is not 
wonderful, but that so original and sensational an authoress should' 
have given us such a disappointing story as is this of the Oray Lady, 
^ marveUous. It begins well, and goes on well, up to p. 60, end of 
Chapter v., which is about the half-way house, and then there is 
only one surprise to come, and^ that is the surprise all Florence 
Warden’s admirers must experience on arriving at the linish of the 
story of this shilling heroine of one hundred -and-two pages. The 
title is catching, as it suggests something new about that historically 
interesting personage. Lady Jane Grey. The only resemblance 
between her and the heroine of the novel being, that this Lady Jane 
frequently loses her head, and the other Lady Jane lost her head 
only once and never recovered it, Baron de Boon- Worms. 

Theatrical Weather Intelligence.^ — The frost has been so 
prevalent and severe lately in London playhouses, that it is believed 
many of these places of entertainment will be immediately converted 
into skating-rinks for the unemployed. If the Theatres still remain 
open, and the aforesaid “frost” continues, the actors wBl be paid 
on a slidmg-soale. 





THE POLITICAL WATER-SHOW. 
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Ladies, farewell to ye! 

that illustrious 
Beau of ApoUo, that stormer 
industnous 

Of hearts and the sex’s 
attraction, 

Render my sword and re- 
tire from action. 

Here, where your “Brum” 
bids a strategist, wary at 
Meeting Maminas, to a cheap 
commissariat, 

To muffins, to— coquetry’s 
blighter— 

Tea, and the Rive-o’clock- 
tea Reciter, 

Here, where you tame the 
professed lady-killer, I 
Boffi my accoutrements, yield 
my artillery, 

Smiles, ogle, society prattle 

—All that once thrilled 
with delight the battle. 

When through the rout I 
careered, a K^apoleon— 
Groddess of gallantry, grant 
wholly on 


HORACE IN LONDON. 

To A Five-o’clock Kettledrum. (Fixi pusllis.) 

I, 



me,’ 'now Half-payment, this meed of my mettle— 

One in the et/e for the Drum and Kettle . 


A COMPLAINT. 

(By the Westminster Sunshine Mecorder,) 

Pitt the woes of an over-worked instrument ! 

I have been much too exhausted to speak ; 
Forecasts of sunshine (which all have come 
since true) meant 

That, for two months, rest in vain I should 


Once I considered my work was a sinecure ; 
How Aix or Homburg would not mend my 
state, 

Useless to try water, grape, milk, or piney 
cure, 

Sunstroke at Westminster— that was my 
fate. 

Eight hours day, indeed 1 Folks philanthro- 
pieal 

Overlook me, but the miners survey, 

Their work is sunless, but I, in a tropical 
Blaze, worked at least twelve long hours a 
day. 

Though I have rested a little, it’s truly an 
Effort to write even what I have done. 

And if grey skies turn to blue so cerulean, 

I shall again be recording the sun. 

Han| such fine weather, with sun so infernally 
Bright, and with sky so unchangeably blue ! 
Think of me, worn out, working eternally I 
Think of the rain-gauge with nothing to do I 

Think what high times for the upstart ther- 
mometer I 

I must toil on, no one asks what I like ; 

I should rise boldly, were I a barometer. 
Were I a clock, I should speedily strike. 

Advice G-eatis. — ^From among the Adver- 
tisements in the Times:— 

C OOK.— English and foreign cooking, ices, French 
bread, dinners, baU suppers, garden parties. 
Job preferred. Disengaged. 

A most accomplished Cook is this! She 
cooks everything, from “ices” to “garden 
parties.’" She is “disengaged,” but “Job ” 
has her preference. Job, T^oever he he, is a 
lucky man. By all means let ‘ * Job preferred” 
make disengaged Cook his better half, , and 
hi? domestic happiness is assured. 


LUEED EEOM LUNCH; 

Or, a New Industry foe Ladies. 

(J Serio-Comic Tragedy ^ in any number of Acts.) 

Scene — The Judge’s Doom attached to a 
Court of Law. Enter Aged Ecclesiastic 
and Young Widow, ushered in by Official, 
who places chairs, and bows. 

Official. His Lordship is now summing up, 
but he will be glad to see you after lunch. 

Young Wid. And now, my aged, my nearly 
only friend, I think it vSl be better if I see 
the Judge alone. A woman’s tongue is often 
more powerful t^n a soldier’s sword. 

Aged Ecclesiastic (with old-fashioned 
courtesy). Or a parson’s homily. My dear 
young friend, I will be within call. Raise 
but your voice in anger, and you will find no 
firmer friend, no braver defender, than the 
Venerable Aethue Txjeniptop, Archdeacon 
of Beanshire. ^ [Hides beneath a table. 

Young Wid. (with her hand to her heart). 
How my arm trembles. Have I the courage 
to show him the portfolio ? Ah, here it is ! 
(Produces large paper parcel.) Will he look 
upon it ? Will he forgive this intrusion ? 
Soft, he comes. I must dissemble. 

[Retires behind a desk. 

Enter Mr. Justice Eastebit briskly; he casts 
aside his official robes, and pulls off his wig. 

Mr. J, E, And now I shaR have just time 
for my chop and nicely browned potatpes. I 
ran it rather close, hut I* was forced to refer 
to that last point. And to quote to me 
Sheliet’s ease ! A man who is a mere lad- 
why, he only took silk a dozen years ago. 
And he to quote to me the case of Shfllet! 
However, let me east off all thoughts of care, 
^d turn to food. My chop awaits me ! (He 
is about to leave the room when his progress is 
barred by Young Widow.) Hem! a lady, 
and comely, too ! 

Young Wid. (sinking on her knees). Oh, 
forgive me, my Lord, if I have been guilty 
of contempt of court. Pardon this intrusion. 

Mr. J. E. (courteously). Nay, rise fair lady. 
You have done no harm. I presume you are 
a ward of court. I am no doubt your legal 
guardian— you wish to consult me f What is 
it ? Is it anything to do with a mortgage ? 


Young Wid, (aside). His goodness brings 
the tears to my eyes. (Ahud, but nervously.) 
Well, my Lord, it was scarcely about a 
mortgage that I wished to consult you. The 
fact is — opens her bundle ) — a firm of 
eminent chocolate-makers are introducing 
into the market a new kind of tea. See— 
(takes out a packet )— can let you have this 
at one- and- fourpence-half penny the pound. 
Can I tempt you ? 

Mr, J, E. (after a struggle to repress his 
rage). Begone! No, do not argue with me. 
I sav, begone ! Away, false one I 

Young Wid, (raising her voice). You treat 
me unfairly I Would that I had some one to 
defend me I 

Aged Ecc, (emerging from under the table). 
You have I I am weak, hut every drop of 
my blood is at your service. 

Mr, J, E, (haughtily). And who are you. 
Sir? 

Aged Ecc. (solemnly). I am the defender 
of the weak. Yes, proud representative of 
the majesty of the law I scorn ye ! 

Mr. J. E. Why ? What have I done to 
merit your reproaches ? 

Aged Ecc. By refusing to take this lady’s 
tea. Bo you not know that she receives a 
commission for every ounce she sells, and yet 
you will not buy one pound 1 

Mr. J. E. (with deep feeling). Archdeacon, 
you have conquered ! I feel that I am wrong. 
I should encourage thrift, and a noble effort 
to make both ends meet. Madam, I do not 
know your name, but will you put mine down 
for ten pounds of tea ? ^ You will charge the 
commission, and share it with me— will you 
not ? 

Aged Ecc, Of course. This lady is not 
only in straightened circumstances, but a 
thorough woman of business. 

Mr, J. E, (who has been summoned by an 
Official), And now farewell. I go to adminis- 
ter justice. I leave with you my benediction. 

Aged j^cc. Bless you (He sinks upon his 
knees, and his example is followed by Young 
Widow.) Good bye, we shall meet again. 

Mr, J, E. I hope so. (To Young Widow.) 
You will not forget the tea. Good bye ! [ Exit. 

Aged Ecc, (^o Young Widow). Nay emile. 
Bo not grieve. And now for another attempt. 
We will call upon the Archbishop I 

[Curtain closes in upon the tableau. 


A CIT to sir JOHN. 

[Sir John Gilbert, R.A., has presented some of 
his pictures to the Corporation of London,] 

Air— “/o/m Anderson, my Jo ! ” 

John Gilbert, good Art Knight, John, 
When first I knew your fist, , 

I was a boy, who in my books, 

Your “ go ” could ne’er resist. 

And now my crown is bald, John 
(As yours may be, also,) 

But blessings on your dashing brush. 

For stni ’tis full of “ go ” I 

John Gilbert (Knight), my jo, John, 
Your pictures, grouped together, 

Will brighten many a day, John, 

For cits, in gloomy weather. 

Much modern art seems tame, John, 

But canvasses all glow. 

When hold J. G. is signed at foot, 

John Gilbert (Knight) my jo ! 


“The Missing Link.”— Few things more 
annoying, if you possess only one set, than, 
at the last moment, when you are already 
late for your dinner-party, to be unable to 
find the companion link for your shirt- cuff. 
Let this occur on Bank Holiday, when all 
shops are closed, and disconifort for the 
evening will he that man’s portion. 
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A SKETCH AFTER THE ITALIAH. 

Scene — The Stalls at a West 
^nd Theatre during the per- 
formance of^^'Cavalleria lius- 
ticana.^^ Enthusiast, seated 
"beside party of ladies who hate 
come to see^ Signora Duse. The 
Curtain rises^ showing the cus- 
tomary operatic scene^ among 
the customary operatic acces- 
sories. 

Enthusiast. Isn^t that charm- 
ing ? So natural. The Gendarme 
is looking into the police station. 
And that the old mother. Ex- 
cellent. 

Young Lady [who has been 
consulting a brochure). This hook 
of the words does not give much 
of the dialogue. 

Enthusiast. Q,nite unnecessary. 
Yon see the Italian action is so 
explanatory. 

[Enter a woman wearing a white 
shawlshe converses with her 
mother — she seems to he much 
distressed. 

Young Lady. Who is that ? 
Enthusiast. I don*t quite know. 
One of her friends, I fancy. Isn’t 
it very good? 

Young Lady. Excellent. But are 
we not to have any of the music ? 

Enthusiast. Oh, no. It would 
spoil it. The Italian language 
is so essentially melodious that 
orchestral accompaniment would 
he superfluous. 

An Actor [throwing his left 
hand over his shoulder). Mo 
novento nonaTascrama de potato! 
[Or something that sounds like it. 
Enthusiast. Camtal! 

Young Lady. What does that 
mean ? 

Enthusiast [telling the truth). 














AES LONGISSIMA. 

[One of the pictures ia the Paris 
Salon is about forty feet in length.] 

This is art ! Ca saute auz yeux. 

Not en DetIiixe, hut en gros ; 
Quite unlike the work oifeu 
Meissoniee; i\,i^detrop. 

Such a noble spread of paint ! 

Such a mighty work to send I 
Why, it almost makes one faint 
Just to walk from end to end ! 

A (“long run” indeed!) 

Panoramas five yards high 
Rolling mechanism need, 

W e should sit while they pass by. 

WTiat ? Chaue roulante f That 
might do, 

But the wall space soon will 
cease ; 

Euture works must split in two, 
If their sizes still increase. 

Scaled by furlongs, not by feet I 
We may see in future show. 

On some chef-d'oeuvre, ^^Voir la 
suite 

EarbS le prochain numero'^ 


Two Routes to Holland feowc 
Haewich.— One the new one to 
the Hook of Holland, which saves 
making the two or more hours 
circumbendibus of the Maas up to 
Rotterdam. The Eds, out for a 
holiday, en garden, would choose 
this way in order to avoid the 
Mdas. Travellers can now go 
to Holland by Hook or by Crook. 
Hook preferred. 


ua. ueputaLOJ cafr^i lou v/m i w xioiiana oy xlook or oy i^roox. 

rounds like it. ^ SO E NGLISH, ^ YOU KNOW ! Hook preferred. 

d ! , , Foreign Owner [very proud of his Stable and his Sporiing English— to 

at does that 'Nervous Friend). “ Ip you have nothing better to do, peat, Sie, On a Siunatube.— One daylast 
COMB AND SEE MY Ceackbrs.’' Week a letter appeared in the 

g the truth). -Fri&nd. “Oh, thank you, very much; but the fact is— I 'm Times headed, “A New Street 
late it, but it bather afraid of Fireworks!” Danger,” and signed by “Tom 


I can’t exactly translate it, but it bather afraid of Fireworks I ” 

is wonderfully characteristic. 

[The Italian part of the audience roar at some the far-famed Italia 

joke or other. The action proceeds. The Signora Dose plays 

Soldier flirts with the coquette, and quar- quently addresses the 
rels with his betrothed, end of the Act the C\ 

Young Lady [making a discovery). Why, much applause. 
that must be Signora Duse — the lady in the Young Lady. As so mai 
white shawl 1 ing, it must he very good. 

Enthusiast. Of course. They call her in understand the fun. 


; y— * Bird.” The London birds are 

the far-famed Italian Marionettes. La uncommonly spry, and the only danger to a 
Signora Dose plays archly, and fire- simple Tom Bird would be -from a crafty Tom 
quently addresses the Audience. At the Cat. But stay, is there a real Tom Bird 
end of tJw Act the Curtain falls, amidst (some relation, perhaps, to Jack Daw ?) or is 
much applause. ~ this only a Nom de Flume f 

Lady. As so many people are langh- - — 


But I don’t quite 


Italy La Duse. Isn’t she marvellous ! Enthusiast. UR, didn^t your* 

Young Lady. I dare say. But you didn’t full of good things. Excellent, 


recognise her at first P must say good-bye, 

Enthusiast. Didn’t I ? Well, one gets so Young Lady. Yc 
carried away by the poetry of the thin^. So Enthusiast. So s 
good. There, you see he has bitten his ear, pointment to keep, 
and they are going to fight. Capital 1 admirable, every 1 


Enthusiast. Oh, didn’t yon? Why, it’s 
full of good things. Excellent, And now I 
must say good-bye. 

Young Lady. You are not going P 
Enthusiast. So son^. But. I have an ap- 
pointment to keep. The rest of the play is 


“GOING,” BUT NOT “GONE.” 

“ This Mansion in St. James’s Place,” 
So spake the Auctioneer, 

“ Als meeting-ground of wits and Lords, 
Is quite without a Peer ! 


he rest of the play is “ What offers? Fox and Wellington, 


admirable, every bit as good as the Firtt And heaps of famous sodgers, 


Young Lady. But they have missed out Act. 
the intermezzo. Surely they might have [He leaves the theatre, and meets a Friend 


given us that ! 

' WeU, I don’t know. It would 

have impeded the action of the piece~it ’s 


outside. 

Friend, What, are you off ? 
Enthusiast. Yfs, such a pity. 


nave impeded, tne action of the piece~it ’s Enthusiast. ITf s, such a pity. Splendid 
so wonderfully realistic. There, you see, performance, my dear boy. Splendid I You 


they are ringing the hells 
it is Easter Sunday. 


That’s because ought to see it. 

Friend. I am going to. 


I have got two 


[General commotion. A woman rushes on, stalls for the next performance of the same 


screaming. Tableau and Curtain. 


programme. You shall^ have one of' them, 


Young Lady. Why, it’s all over. And and then you can see it all through from 
we didn’t see much of Signora Duce, did we ? beginning to end. 

« TAi* lot is TOet a dismal ‘frost, 

jthat a wonderful hit of hy-play when she put town. [Bids adieu to his fnend, and then It’sreallYhardtothawit- 
her white shawl over her head? murmurs to himself in Anglo - Italian :) ■ - • ? 

Young Lady. Yes. But I roaUy think Notse eef I knows eet ! 

:ir i* lA. ^ ? _ r TT. . .T - .T . . . 


And neaps oi lamons sodgers, 

Here talked with Byron and with Moore 
When breakfasting with Rogers. 

‘ Sydney Smith joked, Macaulay prosed, 
Lamb bleated— with a stammer ; 

And now this home of witty * Saws ’ 

Of course ‘ goes to the Hammer.’ 

‘ ‘ Two thou. ! ’—Your liver, Sir, is wrong ; 
Try Karlsbad or Ben Rhydding I 
‘ Three thousand ! ’—In a bid so low 
There ’s something" quite forbidding! 


1 prefer it with the music. 

! Enthusiast [in atone of surprise). Do you? 
Well, it ’s a matter of taste. 

.[After a pause, an act of “ Goldoni's spark- 
I lir^g comedy, ^La Loeandiera,' ” is played. 


[Exit in search of other amusement. Curtain. 


Adaptation Cricket Prophecy for 1893. 


And, since its past is not a draw, 

‘ At present I withdraw it ! ” - j 

After the Fourth op June Boats’ 
Banquet on the Bank. [By an overcome 


The actors repr^oduce the movements of day, May^Uh,) 


•Nothing succeeds -like “Sussex” !—(Afon- JEfomaw. Volt’s a very old school. Old as 

‘ Yes, ' . . 


he was in the Garden of Eton. 


VOL dv. 
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Mrs, ColumlicL-Squeers, 


MTS , Columlm - Squeers , Open youe Mouths, and shut your Eyes 
^ And see what I will send you ! ” 

Awax^ for awarding medSi! wtoblv* t%ev”n gentleman’s mouth con- 

isai:^&.a?^B'aLafe.iS’ii7 a»„ .,d.. 

brimstme j aa immense basin of i . So Mrs. CoLUMBU-SoTTBBES stands at the desk (or hnreaa), presid- 

StS ^ SSTiSs : 5li8iSSi.S?fffs\r ■ 

wooden spoon, wlucb misht have been onginaily manufactured for eome| » J Mt hZ, Air Sgueers). -That u>ormn i. 
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always the same — always the same lustling^ lively^ active^ saving 
creeter that you see her now^ 

Exactly I Limned to the life my Boz. An up-to-date American 
Note— for General Circulation. 

“ She is more than a mother to them ; ten times Tnore, She does 
things for them hoys, Nickiebt, that I donH believe half the mothers 
going would do for their own sons,^^ 

Bight again, to a nicety! Unfortunately, however, even “her 
own sons” (like Mrs. Sqtjeees’s “ young nohlemen ”) seem rather to 
disrelish the dose she is intent upon administering, and the way in 
which she desires to “ dab it into ’em.” The Tribune^ s correspondent 
at Chicago telegrai)hs as follows : “ The sentiment among American 
exhibitors in opposition to the non-competitive plan of the Bureau of 
Awards is growing, and if the rebellion continues to spread, the expert 
Judges will find few exhibits to examine^ and the Jury of Awards 
will have 34,000 medals, and a lot of pretty diplomas, on their hands 
when the summer is gone^'* \ 

Poor Mrs. CoiuMBiA.-SQifEEKS I "With a lot of “ expensive flower 
of brimstone and molasses ” on hand, and no “ boys ” willing to be 
dosed by her energetic hands ! 

I “ Open your mouths, and shut your eyes, 

j And see what I -vm! send you ! ” 

cries the liberal Lady. And the boys— her own boys, the French, 
German, British, Italian, Bussian, and Japanese, and other boys — 
ought to echo Mr. Soxtbebs’s pious “grace after— brimstone,” and 
cry, “For what we have received may the Award- Bureau find us 
truly thankful.” And they dorCt , — the ungrateful ungracious 
urchins rebel, and protest, and actually propose to do their own 
Awarding in the old-fashioned way, and simply ignore Mrs. 
Columbia-Squbbes and her Brimstone-basin, we mean her “Bureau 
of Awards.” 

“ Commiss^ers of the foreign countries represented have 
decided to enter irdo a competition among themselves^ to establish a 
Board of Jurors, independent of those in the American section, and 
issue diplomas in disregard o/Mr. Thitchee’s work*^ 


Now this is sad! Bad weather (which is bad luck) and big 
charges (which are poor policy) are quite sufficient sets-off against 
what Afr. Punch sincerely hopes will be, all the same, a Big Success. 
Therefore, he sympathetically submits that Mrs. Columbia (droppiBg 
the SouEEES) should throw over Mr. Thatchbe (the obdurate Presi- 
dent of the bumptious Bureau of Awards), drop that ‘ ‘ common wooden 
spoon,” pitch away the autocratic arbitrary Brimstone-and-Treacle 
style of diploma-distributing, and so make things fair and pleasant 
for the “Boys” all round. 

’Tis clear that the obdurate Thatchee 
Of trouble all round has proved hatcher. 

But, having dismissed him. 

And that “ Single- Judge System,” 

Of success you may yet be a snatcher. 

So mote'it be, says Mr. Punch heartily. 

Abpeopeiate.— At the recent meeting of the Boyal Geographical 
Society, among the medals distributed was one called “The Gill 
Memorial Medal,” which was presented to Mr. Foebes for his 
explorations in “the Chatham Islands.” Bravo, Mr. Foebes. 
whose name, in connection with Chatham preceded by “ London ” 
and followed by “ and Dover,” is known to all the travelling world ! 
Though, by the way, by what bye-law, sanctioned in committee, 
Chatham has been converted into “ islands” we are not told. But 
perhaps the matter is explained by reference to the initials of the 
prize-medallist, which are “ H. 0.,” and not “ J. 8.” 

Mrs. B. as ait Intebpeetee.— Mrs. B. knows her French. Her 
nephew read an extract from a French newspaper, in which it was 
said that a French ambassador in England “ doit parler fermeP 
“duite so,” interrupted the excellent lady, eager to exhibit her 
intimate acquaintance with the language. “England is an agri- 
cultural country, and a foreign minister who comes here ought to 
be able to “ parler ferme,^^ that is, talk about farms and so forth.” 
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ROUND THE ROYAL ACADEMY. 

1. 


L mean 


In Galleet Ho. 

Miss Femmican (of Minerva Souse, JPeckham, entering with her 
two favourite pupih. Miss Ella Poetee and Miss Lauea Peech). 

How, my dear girls, I ho^e you botli understand that I shall expect 
you to show me that my indulgence in giying you this little treat 
ha^ not been thrown away 

. ^Miss Porter and miss Perch* I ’m sure we ’re awf ^rery much 

I; obliged to 3 rou for bringing us. Miss Pemmican ! 

Miss Pemm* (calmly concluding her sentence). By writing out, 

‘during the recreation-hour this evening, a full description of all the 
pictures that have attracted your attention, with any reflections that 
may raggest themselves to you. 

Miss Porter' (to Miss Peech, behind their Preceptress's hack). 

There— didn’t I tell you she meant to be a Pig ! 

Miss P^ch (soUo voce). If she thinks we ’re going to describe all 
the pictures, and find our own reflections, she ’s mistaken ! I m( 
to crib all mine out of 'the Ulus- 
iraied, and you can get yours 
from the Graphic; joU^aw, 

Miss Pemm, (with satisfaction). 

You will^ find it an invaluable 
exercise in English composition 
and style. 

Mr, Bpreadtaxl (a true-born 
Briton^ to M. Machin, an Intel- 
ligent -Foreigner, ^ whom he' has 
obligingly taken in tow),' . Here 
we are, M’soo ! This is only one 
of the rooms ; but still it ‘giv^s 
you some idea of the enormous 
extent to which Art is carried on 
in this coirntry, (M. Machin 
assents politely,) I take it, now, 
you ’ve no -Exhibition in Paris to 
be compared to this, ' 

M,, Machthi": To‘ compare— ho. 

Ye ’ave only now two Salons, in 
ae Champs Elys^es and ze Champs 
de Mars. 

Mr, Spr, Only two ? We Ve 
got dozens of small shows, if 
that’s all ; ^but here you get the . 
pick of the basket, y’ inow. 

M,^ Mach,^ (to himself), Sa- 
ypnstil Estril emb^tant aveo sa 
pio’che ! (Ahud,) I am ’appy to 
get. a peekjyiz you. Already I 
’ave ze -pleasure to be’ old a por- 
trait of Saeg-ent — ^magnifi^ue, 
zis Miladi Agnew,^^ hein! 

C'est ravissante, ^a I 

Mr, Spr, Ah— clever enough, 
in its way, I daresay, but too 
French for My tastes. We lie 
more finish in owr portraits, M’soo, 

There ’s.a picture up there, I see, 
that seems to be a subject from 
King Lear, (S.e refers to his 
catalogue,) Ah, I thought I 

wasn’t mstaken — Shakspeaee, ^ Exhibition in Paris to’be compared to this.” 



Second P, P, I expect that ’s intended— from the dresses, you 
know. 

First F, P. I daresay— hut he ’s put the lawyer’s chair too near 
the fire— much too hot for him in winter-time. 

A Sportsman (before The King's Libation^^), H’m— half-a- 
dozen lions — not a had hag with one bow and arrows ! 

JSis Friend. Hot if he killed ’em all himself ; but depend upon 
it those chaps behind with the javelins did the business, and he gets 
all the credit of the shoot. 

Miss Femyn, (arriving with her charges),^ This is a picture, girls, 
which you will on no account omit to mention in your themes. 
It represents an Assyrian Monarch thanking the Gods— (sAe con- 
sults her catalogue)— (orHinip) and Hergal, on his return from 
a lion-hunt. 

Miss Perch. I don’t see Hip and Gargle in the picture, though. 
Miss Pemmican. 

Miss Pemm, Because they are very properly left to the spectator’s 
imagination, my dear. 

Miss Porter (relieved). Oh, then we needn ’t describe only 

the king and the dead lions? 



Mr. 8pr, W dip into 

H How he is astonishing, this man, with Hs 

heie*^ deeps ! Decidedly I am not in my proper place 

A CriUcai Matron^ [before "The Girlhood of St. Theresa"). 

face, my dear; and J don’t oon- 
sider aU ttat ^avy embroidery at all snitahle to a child of her age 

it peculiar, but commends the 

orange %n the oops hand, 

like that. 

Oh,iAo<one. (SheaUowsher eve 
to r^ ontyor ab^ a se^.) So, I don’t thiik 1 care for jt mulh. 

I he Phlegm. Man. Veil, of eonrse it’s 

[He finds U too much trouble to select an adjective, and 
leaves Ass sentence suggestively ineom^^. 

Lsr Gaieeet Ho. II. 

JtS r ”)• It a sttildd 

subject— hv,t |he room nice— old-fashioned, though. 


But why should he spill 
over them, poor things ? 

Mies Pemm, It was a libation^ 
my dear Ella — a ceremony 
among the ancients on such occa- 
sions, the precise significance of 
which is not apparent in these 
more enlightened days. 

Miss Perch, I should think 
not. Fancy Lord Eandolph 
Chuechill making all that fuss 
over a few lions 1 
Miss Pemm, (severely). Miss 
Peech, oblige me by suppressing 
any flippant observations of that 
kind in future I 

Miss Perch. I thought you 
wished us to make our own reflec- 
tions, Miss Pemmican. 

Miss Pemm, By all means, if 
they are intelligent— yours 
was not. 

Miss Perch, (sotto voce to Miss 
Poetee). Go on— it’s your turn 
to make one next time. I ’ll hack 
you up ! 

[Miss Poetee intimates that 
she does not feel equal to the effort. 
The Phlgm, Wife (to her Hus- 
band), That ’s not badly done I 
Her Husband, Think not? 
It— er— seems to me the King is 
rather 

\_He forgets what he considered 
the King was rather and 
evades the difficulty by 
moving on as before. 

In Galleet Ho. III. 

Miss Pemm, (before “ The 
Funeral of a Viking ^^), You see 
what the subject is — ^it illustrates 
in a highly impressive form the 
practice of burying deceased warriors in— er— that period ; the body, 
you see, attired in the dead man’s richest armour, was placed on hoard 
his ship, and then, having previously set fire to it, they, &o., &c. 

Miss Ferch. Ella has a reflection, Miss Pemmican— a really 
intelligent one ! (Miss Poetee denies the impeachment,) You 
know you have^ Ella, only you don’t like to say it out loud. 

Miss Pe7nm, I shall be happy to hear it, my dear, whatever it is. 
Miss Perch, Ella thinks that burning a ship .whenever they 
wanted to bury a man was rather like the old Chinese way of doing 
things. , [Ella looks as learned as possible at such short notice. 
Miss Pe^nm, A very thoughtful comparison, Ella— but why 
Chinese ? [Ella makes despairing signals to her friend. 

Miss Perch, Why, you know how they used to bum down their 
house in order to get roast pig— it reminded her of that, didn’t it, 
Ella ? [Mute indignation and reproach on Miss Poetee’s part. 
Miss Pemm, If I hear any more such frivolous comparisons, Miss 
Poetee, yon will write out yonr essay in French I 
Miss Ferch ^ Mss Poetee, soothingly), Hever mind,' dear, you 
can make a reflectio^i for me. J don’t .care how idiotic it is I 
First F, P. What ’s that green affair up there, 228, with a girl, 
and something like a ghost leaning over her ? 

Second P, P, (referring t& Catalogue), ’^'' Thereto "the Silent Voice 
replied,^^ 
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First P. P, That must he bosh. How the deuce can a Silent 
Yoice reply ? • 

Second P. P. Well, that what they Ve got it down as. 

In' G-aileex JSTo. IY. i 

Miee Ferch [before The Child SandeV'), I wish people 
objected to my getting up early to practice. They wouldn’t haye to ! 
hide the piano away in the attic for me ! 

In G-alleet Ho. Y. 

First P. P, “ The SUep of the Gods ; ” chosen a nice damp place 
for it, seemingly. They’ll all wake up with rheumatism, Gods or| 
no Gods ! 

Second P. P. [reading from Catalogue). ^^Boohe! ah! Fvohe! 
Ah ! Pan is deadP The brown one ’s Paw, I suppose, though he 
don’t look particularly dead, but which of ’em ’s Eyohe ? 

{They^give it up. 

Miss Pemm. [hastily). Yes, my ^ dears, yes t- a ^mythological 
subject—we ’ve no time to look at- it now. There ’s ‘a picture up 
there of a nurse pouring out tea for a sick child, which I particularly i 
wish you to observe. i 

In Gaeleet Ho. YI. 

A Phihsmhic Visitor ijbefore **A Glass of Wine with Ccesar 
Borgia’^). Yes, he knows the particular bin that came from— and 
he’d Kke to get out of-it Jf he conld. Pity he didn’t ..join the 
Blue Eibbon before dining out with a family of that sort— but there, 
1 daresay they’d have doctored his ginger-beer, then! ■ They did 
their guests well, those Borgias I 

The Person [who always goes wrong if there^s: half a chance). 
I suppose thaVs the picture there’s been so much talk about— 
^'‘Your Health!^ They’re all portraits of well-known] people, my 
dear— but I don’t seem to recognise any of them. That can’t be 
Ieving as Cardinal Wolsey^ can it ? 

Mr. Spr. [to M. Machu?’ if ef ore a domestic subject). How here’s 
one of our characteristic subjects— just a qniet English family at 
home — that ’s one of the things you haven’t got in France, M’soo, 
no home life^ you know. I ’m right there, eh ? 

Mr. Machin [who is getting restive). You are alwiz raight, 
my dear. In France ve ’ave no mozzer, no vife, no ’ome — ^nossing 
at all! [To himself.) Hast thou finished making a head, old 
Taetote ? 

Mr. Spr. Bless my soul, I’d no idea it was as J)ad as that. It’s 
a wonder you ’re no worse than you are ! 

On tbob Staiecase. 

I can it quite up to the average— such perfectly delightful puppies 
and kittens ! . . . Not a good Academy this year ; the only wedding 
I saw was a Silver one, and not more than two funerals, and one 
of them was a Yiking’s I . . , Miss Peech:, you will be good enough 
to write one half of your essay in French, and the other in German, 
and beke’ptin for the rest of the week. And you. Miss Poetee, 
will write out, “It is irreverent and unladylike to giggle at solemn 
subjects ” fifty times, in your neatest handwriting, before break- 
fast. And 1 shall not take you to have afternoon tea at a confec- 
tioner’s aS I fully intended. . . . Bother the beastly old Academy I 
I wish it was burnt, I do ! 


OPERATIC NOTES. 

Monday, May %%. --Lohengrin. Who. would be the manager of 
an opera? To manage a theatre is a ^'fairish trial for ordinary 
ijjA^ mortals, but to have the responsibility of an 
# opera, where the attraction of the evening is 

S seriously endangered by the absence of one 

K single individual, is enough to turn the hair 

B prematurely grey. Ho wonder that Madame 

Gheblsen seemed nervous when called upon 
to^ sing Meiea’s part of Elsa. Giuxia 
BIvogli— always * * something . about Giuxia 
^ - ^0 very pecuHah”— is k first-rate dramatic, 

^ I ^ ^ excellent operatic^ Ortruda. 

^1 Signor Yigitas and th^ rest good as before. 

till choke fuU,— white choker full. 

““ Those jwho ^d not hear 
Madame Oaxve as Carmen lost a real treat, 
dramatibaUy. This is one of 
successes of the season; at present the 
19^ greatest success.' An operatic actress who 

^ gives us the perfect ideal of Santuzza and 

' Carmen is indeed a rara avis. Mile. 

' ^ , Arnsroinson- sang sweetly as Michaela 

( Micibe Ellar ” some people pronounce it, als if she were Irish), 
and, with Madame Calve, was summoned in front of the curtain to 
share in the general tribute of praise. House crowded, and thoroughly 
appreciative. Salve CalvS! 


Wednesday. — ^^Eappy ThoughV^ of Sir Detjeiolahtts for Derby 
Hight— “ Give The Favourite!^ Sir Deueiolajstus , changed his 
mind and substituted Philemon et Baucis. Title with a special 
flavour of Punch in it, as Mabi LiMOiir (not Phil Lnkon) was 
Mr. P.^8 first Premier, and the primest of his Prime Ministers. 
Mile. Signd Arnoldson- Baucis charming,* 
e.ndL' Messieurs ^Bonnard-Philemon, Cast^ 
mary-Vulcan, esA^JupiterrPlanqon make 
up an exceptionally good bast. WeU, if 
it is not La \Favorttd,' as ..,yas expected, ^ 

at all events, it, gives -US'. two],.favourites, 
the opera itself," and Mlle..SiGkn) AENOLfi- 
SON. After which EEOHOAVALLo’sPaprZmca. 

This grows up6n, the audience. It must 
not be compared with Cavalier ia. Let them VS. ^ !■ ' 

be considered apart. has jumped « j / /.' ■ Sfi ■' , 

into favour at oncei'^tiiougM the music, ' /'■ I /I 

but especially V through J, the ' acting „ and / I JJ ^ 

singing. of* Signor Ahcoha as Tonw, and of ^ .fi „ „ 

Signor i)E'LiJCiAas,Camb.- Most powerfully Fayonta. 

dramatic opera,'', and who has' not seen Ancoha and De Lucia in 
this, andDTJEEiCHE,jYiG]srAS, andCALV^ m Mascagni’s Cavalleria, 
and Calve in- Carmen, has yet three great dramatic and operatic 
treats in store for bun . ■ . 

Thursday. — La Juive. “ A Grand Opera in four Acts.” Scbibe’s 
libretto ; tragic story ; HalIbivy’s music. . Somewhat" conventional. 
Book well worth the -money;:, very amusing, on .account of the 
English libretto, which is, as ahnanacks ' have it, “Old style.” 
First appearance of MUe. Yasquez as Rachele. Hot much chance 
for her in this, but so far so good. Funny make up of ' Signor 
GiANNm as Eleazar the Jew, with a couple oi side curls, ^ftist for all 
the world as if he were wearing an old-fashioned frump’s raise front. 
Regret artist not here to sketch him. , Sometimes he reininds me of 
Mrs. Gamp, in that immortal scene where she is pledging , 

Prig, and sometimes he reminds' me of the latter lady. These curls 
do it. Why shouldn’t he make Eleazar dignified ? at all events, as 
dignified as Shyloch f Between Giannini and Plan(?on, as Cardinal, 
honours easy. Sigeid Abnolbson nice as Principessa Eudossia, but 
character hardly in her - line. Somehow La Juive more popular 
abroad than here. However, Sir Deueiolanus gives it, as he gives 
everything, his very best care and attention. Wonderful man Sir 
Deueiolanus 1 German Company, French Company, Italian Opera, 
Palace Theatre, ' Provincial Companies, and a few other things 
besides, dll on at once. ' “ How do you do it? ’f I ask. . He smiles 
warily. “ EEtat c’ est moi,^^ says Sir. :Deubiolanus. Covent- 
GAEBEisrsis. “ It ’s ail done by kindness,” he adds > pleasantly, as he 
bids me “good night,” .being button-hojpd by an Ambassador, a 
musical Peer, a French critic, ah Italian agent, and a' suggesting 
subscriber, all at once. ’ 

Saturday. — Calve excellent in Pecheurs des Perks, and admirable 
in Cavallct'ia Busticana. 


TO THE EOYAL GEOGEAPHICAL SOCIETY. 

[" Sir,” said Mr. Pickwick, “ you are 'a fellow.”] 

Ye Admirals, who brave for us the battle and the kreeze, 

What meaneth all this hitching of your trousers ? 

Why are timbers to be shivered, “what makes you ill at ease, 

Ye briny, tarry, glim-destroying dousers ? 

Has Britain lost an ironclad,' that riaked you pipe your eye ? * 
Have reefs been found improperly projecting ? 

Has a hundred-tonner burst and blown a company sky-high. 
Whose remains will take a week in the collecting ? 

Has France destroyed our commerce ? Has Russia burnt our 
towns*. 

That ye rage in all this nautical commotion ? 

Has a Dutchman, curse his broomstick, gone and anchored in 
the Downs? 

Has a Yankee fieet outfought us on the ocean? 

Then an Admiral made answer, and gloomy was his face, 

And his voice was like the booming of a ’cello, 

“Avast there with your fooling ; there ’s a lady in the case, 

A lady whdm they want to make a Fellow. 

. “ A lady an explorer ? a traveller in skirts ? ^ 

The notion ’s just a trifle too seraphic : 

Let them stay and mind the babies, or hem our ragged shirts ; 
But they mustn’t, can’t, and shan’t be geographic.” 

And stiR tie salts are fuming, and still the ladies sit, 

Tho^h their presence makes these tars, who women trounce, 

For no womaii, bless her petticoats, will ever budge a bit, 
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AT THE WESTMINSTER “TOURNAMENT.” 

SwoBD V. Bayonet. . 

It draws— like a big moral magnet, 

This loEg and sensational duel. 

Will sword really spiflicate “ bagnet,” 

Or “ bagnet ” give swordsman his gruel ? 
So everyone asks as he gazes, 

Eyes eager, attention ne’er nodding, 

At Sword’s flashing silvery mazes, 

At Bayonet’s pitiless prodding. 

They go it like regular demons I — 

Minor champions try at Tent-pegging, 

“ Heads and Posts,” or the Slicing of 
Lemons; 

But these for applause may go begging. 
Burly HAnoopBT may cross his long lance 
With Balpoier’s light blade, keen as 
razor ; 

Men scarcely vouchsafe them a glance. 

But this fight absorbs every gazer. 

There is not a swordsman like Will, 

Has not been since/fld days of Dizzx ; 

The foe who would Imffle his skill, 

Will have to look sharp, and be busy. 

But Joe with his Jmyonet-prods 
Is a mo^ unmistakeable “ snorter ” ; 
j He ’s willing^ to fight against odds, 

I And he neither gives in, nor gives quarter. 

There’s hardly a man woman-bom 
Can stand that redoubtable shock of his. 
MOTeover jimp J oseph has sworn [his. 

To have William: off that “old crock” of 
Hehates the Old Man, his Old Horse, 

His old-fashioned, punctilious fighting. 
Joe trusts to shrewd latiless force, ' 

The old rules of chivalry slighting. 


No Lancelot scruples in Joe ! 

But Joe is a^strong, clever fellow. 

Good judges declare they scarce know 
How these rivals will end their duello. 
Meanwhile ’tis a rattling good fight 
(No mere up-and-down, hugger-mugger) 
’Twiit the Old Man with soul of a Knight, 
And the Young Man, with style of a 
“Slugger.” 

“Anglino.”— Says the Times, m a note 
under the foregoing heading, “TAa coarse 
fish-anglers will he able to resume sport on 
/w»e.l6.” Shade of Old Izaak! Can the 
line of “ Gentle anglers” be so degenerated 
that it has come at last to be “ Coarse fish 
anglers ?” “ Fish” is unnecessary, as no 

one “angles” for anything but fish, except 
at. billiards. But, as Kippeeed Heering 
says, “this is another story.” 

THAT CASSOWARY’S COMPLAINT. 

(Private and Gonfidentiah) 

Punch ! I am that Cassowary, 

On the plains of Timbuctoo ; 

I did bolt that missionary. 

Hat, and boots, and hymn-book too. 

But did querying quidnunc follow 
(SuchdoTHACKEEAY’s doggerel quote), 

Sim I ’m sure I could not swallow ; 

He would stick in my poor throat I 

Ask the ostrich or the emu, 

Ask the cormorant or the shrike ; 

Ask the osprey, ask the sea-mew, 

If such morsel tough they like. 


Tenpenny nails, Tibet Mahatmas, 

I could swallow at a pinch ; 

Bony black papas and fat mas, 

I would bolt and never flinch. 

Send me out an Astral Body, 

A sea-serpent or a spook ; 

A Salvationist in shoddy, 

Weird Blavatzsey's wildest book : 

Ashmead Bartlett’s last oration, 

The next “ play” of Oscar Wilde ; 

Tyndall’s thumpingest jobation, 
Eandolph’s rhetoric when most riled ; 

The Macullum More on Whiggery, 
Proofs of four- dimensioned space ; 

Or that Mongoldom and Niggery 
Must absorb the Human Hace. 

Olcott’s Karma, Ibsen’s Troll-dom, 
Besant’s dismal “ Devachan ” ! 

Mystic theories of SoTil-dom, 

Monstrous avatars of Man ! 

Anything that’s heavy, hollow. 
Nauseous, tough, or indigestible ; 

And I ’ll undertake to swallow 
It as a mere light comestible. 

But the man with a new “ variant ” 

Of Titmarsh’s quaint quatrain ? 

No ; the hungriest Cassowary aint 
Equal to that peptic strain ! 

“Conspicuous by Absence.” — Monday, 
May 29th, was a “Collar Day” Levee at 
St. James’s Palace. Mr* Gladstone was 
not present ' ! Why ? No Collars home 
from the wash in time ? Too bad I 
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QUITE THE FIRST MRS. TANQUERAY. 


not Happy — Tanquemy is a peculiar, but^ far from Tinfamiliar, 
name, associated cMefly, I fancy, with, .tbe wine trade. ^ Sir 


TiB:&Se^nd Mrs. Tanquerayis Mr, Pinero’s latest, and far and George Orreyed^ pronounced Orrid^^ — speaks for itself; 

away his best piece. The plot is simple, and intensely interesting ; the part of the sodden fool is capitally played by Mr. Yante-Tehpest ; 
the characters marked, clearly drawn, and distinct ; the situations the name of Frank Misquith, Q. C.y is a sort of compound of 

natural ^d powerful ; the dialogue a^ipropriate, and spontaneously Fra^nk Lockwood, Q,.C., M.P., ahd Mr. AsauiTH, Q.C., M.P. ; 
witty. ' Thus in construction and dialogue it is a model play. Gordon Jayne, M.D., is not very far off what it rhymes with. 
There is no waste of words,' there are no sharp-sounding but yclept Q,irA.rN, M.D. ; and Cayley Drummle suggests at once to all 
pomtless attempts at epigram d.ragged in neck and crop anyhow, who remember Great Expectations, the name, but not the person, of 
1^9, .saws, no crackling of thorns to keep the pot Bentley Drummle. to whom Mr. Jaggers took so great a fancy, 

a-boilingr-iio furbishing up of old Jo Millers, no attempt at passing Curious to note that, though this is the first piece on any English 
off paste for dia- ^ ^ • stage, within the 


off , paste for dia- 
monds, A bold au-' 
thbr is Mr. Pinero, 

. being an” English 
dramatist,:" to 'eon- 
■eoive .such a play, 

. still bolder td write., 
.it; and bolder still* 

; was ' the m'anager 
who, with all the 
audacity of youth, 
has dared to produce 
what I venture to 
, think would not, 
some years since, 
and not so very long 
ago either, have 
passed the Lord 
Chamberlain’s 
Dramatic Licensing 
Oflace, 

’ The story is of how 
a kindly - natured, 

; somewhat eccentric 
^ widower, of between 
; forty and fifty years 
^ of age, with an 
unsatisfactory expe- 
rience of wedded 
life, becomes so 
enamoured of a 






last half century, in 
which a spade is 
most decidedly 
shown to be a 
spade, yet has Mr. 
Pdstero been afraid 
to let his undis- 
ciplined heroine, — 
who does not stick 
.at. a trifle and who 
' will blurt out any- 
thingii that comes 
, uppennost . in , her 
thoughts,' — utter 
point - blank, the 
most simple state- 
ment of fact either 
when she is making 
her confession to her 
husband, or when 
she is confronted 
with Hugh Ardale 
(a very dififienlt part, 
brusquelyplayed by 
Mr. Ben Webster), 
her former loyer-in- 
chief. N'o doubt 
he permitted the 
woman to retain 
this shred of delicacy 


I enamoured of a Proceeding by leaps and bounds. The Second Mrs. Tanqueray a good first. this shred SdeHc^y 

[courtesan, one of the upper that he determines to for the sake of actress and audience. But in such a play as this, the 

I “make an honest woman of her,” by marrying her. That is dramatist who compromises is lost. 

all; and enough too. She is not a French Manon Eescaut, nor a The Second Mrs. T. marks an epoch in our dramatic annals. It 
. conveniently-consumptive Italian Violetta. No; she is “English, is every inch a play. Whether this dramatic food is too strong for 
you know,” a thorough, right-^wn Londoner, no matter where “the young person,” and whether, on that account, the elder per- 
she was born and bred ; and of her parentage, whether gentle or sons will not patronise it, remains to be seen. But lor Mr, Pinero, 
simple, there is scarcely a tot in the play. What was she ? What for Mr; ALekandee, and for Mrs. Patrick Campbell this success is 
was her bringing up? What ought by right to have* been ^her “arecord.2’ » ^ • Private Box. 

position in life? Was she a waif and stray from the commence- i—. ■ nr .. : : • ; 

then, with a shrug of the shoulders, she dismisses the recollection. ^ matter of im;^rtance to ^ number. 

She has learnt the piano, that is evident ; she has a refined taste, 8:^^«ater nnmber, in fact to everyone, the Heavy Dews 

oddly enough, in music; she is loving, she is vulgar; she can purr; same ques- 

she can spit; she is gentle, she is violent; she has good impmses, farthest-reaching interest. As 

and she is a 'fiend incarnate; she is affectionate, she is malicious; ^ umbrella, observes of the ram, it 

generous and trusting, selfish and suspicious ; she is all heart and perhaps was on friendly terms with the 

no soul ; she is a Peri at the Gates of Paradise ; she is a lete fame btointpsh:, 

that should be under lock and key. 


And not Sara Bernhardt herself, mistress of all feminine felme Cracked I 

arts as she is, ^ could play this part better than Mrs. Patrick CSy Qynic, after seeing a certam Blay.) 

Campbell. It is a wonderful performance, most striking, most “ Cracked lives to meud I ” some cry. It sounds like mockery, 

convincing, f^ni the ntter absence in it of all apparent conscious- For broken lives are unlike broken crockery, 

ness of the effects she is producing. She is to be most sincerely Moiety gives once shattered crocks no quarter ; 

congra'^ated t so is Mr. Pinero, most heartily, as indeed may It votes that mended lives will not hold water : 

he to be on the entire representation from every point of view. Though Charity’s cement may do its best, 

Mr. Alexander has never been better, indeed has never been so Cracked characters: when rung, won’t stand the social test ! 

thoroughly and entirely good. One word of friendly warning ; the -1 l! 

telling effect of his pauses is endangered by their being unreasonably -.r '-r> ' ’ . . .• 

prolonged. On the stage a second’s pause, “ as well he knows it,” « ^ Probability, — Mrs. R. had heard that Sir Arthur 

seems a good five minutes to an audience, and -that five minutes’ StumvANr was to he made Her Majesty’s “ Master of the Musick.” 
“wait” is fraught with danger to all; it is here momentum unde , me I” exclaimed the worthy lady, “it seems rather hard 


“wait” is fraught with danger to all; it is here “ momentum unde 
pmdet aternitas.^l On the other hand, his great scene with his 


that they can’t find a better appointment for him, considering all he 


where the action is rapid and impulsive, when at last the truth will done— (wasn’t he on the stage, too, playing in Shakspeabe ?)— 

out, and where he dominates her by hid suddenly uncontrollable ^ Music-master 1 Of course he ’ll have to teach 

violence, is very fine, both for him and for her. - ^11 ^he youngest Members of the Roy^ Families— but that will be 

^ Js there a moral to this fetched history ? Why should there he ? work.” * ’ / 

iWhy should there be -any moral ekcept for those who contemplate 7^”^ ^ 

t^ing such a step as Aubrey Tanquerayin. this play, and to Note {on the objection of Mr. Michs to the admission of Ladies as 
them the adyioe is summed up in Mr. Func/is immortal adyice to Members of the Jttoyal GeograpUoal'Mdety). — “ ‘Hicks ’ objects to 
“ifersonsahouttomarry,” (.e. “Don’t” ' ^E<bcs?^^ ' . . w.* f. .: , 

! I Cannot say that the title is an atoactive one ; perhaps, in its r . . < . ^ rrmrT? rr. 

original folm, it occurred to Mi. Aaraim PnraEO aa “ The Second- “ A Non Esi Man.”— P roveifBikl flayu^ atoted to the ease of Mi. 

. hand Mrs. Tampieray:’ The nameaof lus dramatis pertonee are J-b-z S. B-up-e, “Letus qieak of a'ln'anas'we don’t fiad him.” 
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THE F.R.S.’S YADE MECUM. 


Question, What is believed 
by many worthy people the 
greatest hononr on earth ? 

Answer, To he elected a Tel- 
low of the Royal Society. 

Q. What are the qualifications 
for such an election ? 

A, To he fairly popular with 
^ a narrow clique. 

Q. If a candidate does not 
possess this popularity, what 
may he expect ? t 

A,^ A hostile circular suggest- 
ing, in lien of his own reception, 
the election of someone else. 

Q. What is considered a dis- 
qualification for the honour ? 

A, To haye contributed to the 
newspapers. 

Q, Is there no exception to 
this rule? 


A, Yes. A scientist may 
write letters to the press upon 
general subjects if he is careful 
to put his name in fuU, with 
initials of his degrees complete. 

Q. How long does it take a 
man of science, of a retiring 
temperament, to become a Fellow 
of the Royal Society ? 

A, About a quarter of a 
century. 

^ Q. Camot an energetic scien- 
tist obtain the distinction in a 
shorter period? 

A, Certainly j ^ in about a 
twentieth of the time. 

Q. Does the election of an 
energetic scientist impede the 
promotion of outtiders r 

A, Unquestionably, because 
the energetic scientist, feeling 
that his own election has been 
too expeditious, attempts, by 
preventing the election of other 
candidates, to maintain the 
pr^r average. 

Q, Does there exist any power 



THE NEW DEAN. 


“ 'JS wouldn’t stop jl Pio in an Entry I Could ’k, Jim ? ” 


outside the Society to respond 
to the claims of justice ? 

A, Yes; the Press, when 
invoked, possesses the necessary 
authority. 

Q. Is this fortunate ? 

A, Certainly; for did not the 
Press possess the wholesome 
power, the letters F.R.S. would 
stand for farce I 


WETTER-INAnT TREATMENT. 
—Mr. Wtndham:, in his adver- 
tisement of the play now attract- 
ing its crowds to the Criterion 
Theatre, has this novel inf orma- 
tion:— “Doors open at 8; m 
wet nights 7’30.” A very good 
idea. Why not annex to the 
Box Office an extra stall for the 
sale of waterproofs and um- 
brellas? Also, why not carry 
the idea further, and say, on 
very wet nights doors open at 7, 
andon the wettest possible nights 
at 6*30 ? Then the Criterion Res- 
taurant, being under the same 
roof,^ might obtain a special 
keeping-open license for such 
exceptional weather, and some 
convivial spirits could take ad- 
vantage of tMs to have “ a very 
wet night of it,” occasionally. 


How TO Fix ;Em.— T here is 
some evident distinction between 
an actor and a music-hall singer. 
Mr. Albert Chevaixbr was 
good as both, but specially good 
as a nmsio-hall comedian. His 
imitatioDs are not Albert, they 
are “ AU-but ” Chevalier. A 
theatre actor has a marked man- 
ner; the other has a music- 
‘ ‘ h^-marked ” manner. 


So Simple. — ^W hen is a fish 
like a streak of light P When it 
is a Lamp-rey. 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

IXTEiCTED FSOM THE DUST OF TOBT, M.P. 

Souse of Commons, Mondaj/, Say 29. — Uembers gro'wing' 
quite accustomed to see their elders conversing with Chairman of 
Committee seated and wearing their hats. This custom in aooord- 

important traditions that buttress 
tounaatious of British Empire. In circumstances of ordinary debate 
Member so conducting himself would be set upon with howls for 
Order I If he persisted, would be named and walled-in in Clock 
lower. But it is ordered that when House has been cleared for 
Dmsiott. Member desiring to address Chair must so comport himself. 

Ihus B^tlet to-night found himself opening tete-a-tete conver- 
satiou with unwilling Chairman. Had jnst been closured by SqxjiRE 
threw into performance of public duty unmis- 
takeable gusto. Bartley having something to say, and not per- 
mitted to uttor ms thoughts upstanding and bareheaded, resolved to 
accomplish it otherwise. So kept his seat, pressed hat firmly o’er 

his manly brow, and observed, “Mr. Melior, Sir But he 

got no forrader. Like 

Him who left half told 
The story of Cambusoan bold, 

stumped. Mellor snuffed him out with 
beginning of formation of 
Habit of regularity and despatch. Everyone perceives this happy 
effectmerely result of accident. 

worn ordinary Itead-gear, he miiyht have spent a 

IW minutes m aiYIlAnblA /tAn'vavoof.A'vt *1 . 



* j 1 — •' ■‘■o Tviui uxttujL uauut L/UEurmau. 

encouraged by r^r of execration which greeted apparition of the 
Babtcet by pattinir question, and, before he quite 
kngv where he was. Committee was dividing. 

Business done.— Yote cm Account through Committee. 


TFednesday^ 1 a.m,— House still sitting. Report of Supply 
exempt from Twelve-o’clock Rule ; so House may, an’ it please, sit 
ml night. Am glad of opportunity for quiet meditation whilst 
Dicky Temple and Acland discuss accommodation in schools and 
playwounds, ^ Fact is, Weir just made maiden speech. House 
throbbing with delighted emotion. Weir is its own peculiar 
pMsession, uutranslateable, inexplicable, incommunicable. People 
who read Parlimentary reports, finding Weir’s rising to put questiou 
hail^ with “cheers,” every remark he makes echoed by “loud 
laughter,” wonder where fun comes in ? He says nothing beyond 
^nest com^nplaoe ; his inquiries are as trivial as they are frequent. 
Why should he delight six hundred gentlemen, forming in themselves 
miorocosm of English society P Ah I yon should see Weir — our Weir, 
the Only Weir— when he rises to confound Campbell-Bannerman 
with conundrum about cordite powder, or further whiten 
Trevely^’s once raven locks with problem about the pathway at 
Pennicuik or Pitlochrie. 

From below Q-angway there slowly rises tall figure with tawny 
^ard fringing a face of infinite solemnity. House knows it well ; 
huarumsly cheers ; the face, slowly turning, regards with expres- 
sly 01 far-away wonder the boisterous throng. How in a world so 
sad as tms, with telegrams delayed on their way to fishmongers’ 
mops, "mth inegnlarities in steam-boat communication in the 
mghlands, mth rifles fouled by use of cordite powder, with 
members wastmg time by asking unnecessary questions— how can 
wsponsible human beings smile, much less laugh? AU this 
Weie dumbly says m he looks round on the merry throng, 
w iuist he does this he is not wasting precious tirwA j jg rummaging 
in recesses of his^ waistcoat for pince-nez ; having found it, he 
slowly withdraws it, and, bringing it round with majestic gesture, 
raps it on his nose. ^ Sozuetimes it won’t affix itself ; be pauses to 
wrestle with i^tiU it is in ppper position no sound issues from bis 
Closed tips, when the strain is becoming too much for ordinary 
humanity, he, with slow movement, brings the question paper into 
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f if in His left hand whilst with his right he secures may think, but ju^oiously leave unsaid. “I suppose you know, 

. »mongyouaxe. Mr. G. Seems odd^^I know but it’s the 


sea ui Tnlps nf Orknev “ Wrong vou ate. it's Mr. w. fseems oaa, i jkuow, duu it's me 

after a storm round Sauda, Stronsa and Ves , \igh.t fact. Jo^^C., I admit, is formidable adversary. He is the_ head 

2on. G-entleman,- the Secre- and front, the inspiration and execution of deadest opposition to 

TART OF State foe Wae, the Bill. But his right hand man is Mr. G. He with charming 

^ 0 nes-ti-on No. 33.” innocency plays their game, which everyone else can see through half- 

Simple wds these; re- closed eyes. Look what happens night after night, and hour after 

c' i peated. with slight variation, hour through the night. Some more* or less inconsiderate person 

" hv a hundred Members in a rises to move amendment nndisguisedly obstructive. As Riobt 

/ VL shting. No one conceives of occasionally tersely puts it, ‘ either the provision proposed is abeady 

what import they are capable included in the Bill, or, if inserted, it would be impracticable.' 

'mnSm N. tiU he hears them rolled That is a thing which Solicitos-Genebal or Chief Seoeetaet 

WfMM forth in stern, sonorous voice, might be left to say. . Possibly silence were the most pergct answer ; 

^ issuing from this tall figure, but courtesy re(iuires some notice taken from :^easury Ben^ when 

portentiously upright, below amendment, however ridiculous, is moved to Government Bill. Is 

M Se Gangway. A man fresh' Mr. G; content with having such answer made ? Not he. He 's on 

t/AMK I from witnessing a murder in his feet like a catapult ; divides the subject into three courses, ^ and 

jj/ \ Mr W the Lobby might come in and sails eagerly up and down each, as if the fate of the Ministry 

\ ^ ^ J make brief announcement of were at issue. Inevitable conseauenoe follows. Interposition of 

V A the tragedy without thrilling Prime Ministbe raises standard of debate to his own level, 

i \ the audience as Wbie does Pbustce Aethue follows; Joey C. generally joins in; Jokim ^ay 

when he recites this prosaic have a word to say; and-HBNEX James peradventure untaps 

formula. In capacity for the fiood of legal and constitutional erudition. ^ A monse is 

\W W { making the human fiesh creep, bom and lo! Mr. G. insists on treating it as if it were a lion. 

)W\ Fat Boy m Pickwick noiiriit You remember what Goldsmith once said to JohnsoNt- H you 

^ ^ '^th the elect of Boss and were to make little fishes speak, they would talk like whales/ 

t ^ Cromarty. There is an analogy in Mr. G.^s dealings with the opposition to this 

/ i Members, with premonitory Bill. He treats every trumpery amendment as if it were an organ- 
\ m J shudder, turn to paper, to see ised and ofiLcial vote of censure. He is a great map. but not a 

^ ^ what the question addressed supreme General, since he lacks the faculty of devolution. He 

to the hapless, perhaps sin- insists upon doing all the fighting himself, which, in addition to 


foe Wae may be. To me snouia noiu nimseii in reserve, airectmg me ngm ramer wcar- 
overstrained mind, 4ues- ing aH its burden bn his back. I Ve been away, you know ; brought 

o; T> 1 , ' 1 T 7 • / -u- tion 33 seems to stand out back by these- abominable Black Lists; but understood it was 

list ^ letters arranged that' Mr. G. should take only a fair share of the work, re- 

return from to long sojourn m Pam). maining np to the dinner-hour, and thereafter leaving BUI in 


** How many cartridges, loaded 
with cordite powder and nickel- 
covered bullets, can be fired from 
the Metford regulation *303 barrel, 
before the same becomes worn, and 
unfit for accurate shooting ? ” 

Looked at next morning, it 
seems to partake rather of 
ch^cterof conundrum; ex- 
pect to find appended parti- 
culars of prize for successful 
guesser. This fresh testimony 
to magnetic inhaence of 
Weie’s personality ; an infin- 
ence to be felt in order to be 
I appreciated. The snpremest 
comic character on any stage ; 
nniqne, but— alas ! for those 
who never hear him-inde- 
Bcribable. 



T. II. B-lt-n, with his Family of Twelve LLtilc Amendments. 


Business done,~-Yote on Account passed Report stage. J. Gallo- competent hands of John Moelet, with the Squire of Malwood at 
WAY Weir makes maiden speech. hand, in case of need. It wiU have to come to that in the end, Toby, 

Saturday Member for Sark turned up last night, dear boy, and, ‘if the end of all things is to be postponed, the sooner 

Haven’t seen him lately ; regret tempered by consideration that he it is done the better.” 

is occasionally a little compromising. Blurts out things which others Business done,— In Committee on Home-Rule Bill. 


(NOT) HAND IN GLOYE. 

[It is said that it is now becoming the fashion 
for ladies not to wear gloves at the theatre.] 

SiNO a song of fickle Eashion, 

Women following like sheep, 

Theirs an all-eonsnming passion 
AH its foolish rules to keep. 

But woman now— what degradation!— 
Deserts the fashion that she loves, 

And in the fight for admiration 
She fights to-day without the gloves ! 


CTjvhappy Pairs. — ^The parliamentary ones 
who, on the latest “Black List” system, got 
wigged by the Times and the Daily News^ 
,&c., for their YHiitsnn wanderings. 


“Diplomacy.” — Mr, John Hare very 
wisely , decided non to wear his Prince of 
Wales!s scarf-pin to the Derby;. . The pin he 
actually wore was stolen, but it is reported 
that the thief was very angry at finding he 
had taken only an ordinary HAEE-pin. This 
will now become a “HiRB-loom” in the 
family. 

Cui Bono?— To those who are querying 
why Lord Salisbury" spent his Whitsun 
holiday orating in’ Iceland, it has been sug- 
gestively. vaguely) answered that “he 
doubtless did it with TJlsterior objects.” 


liithpings from High. Latitudeth. 

Fohle Lord loquitur 

A TOTE on account for two month ? •. 

Bah ! Balfour mutht be a big dunth I 
Gladthtonian gang are thnch rum unth, 
They' ought to be kept on short Commonth. 
One comfort the thubjeot affordth : 

They %oonH he kept long in the Lordth I 

SUMM4ET OF A LONG SPEECH BY A NpSLE 
Lord [From the GladsUmian point of View), 
—Large cry and litUe Wolmee ! 


A Debutante.— Last week the Dowager A First Lesson in Book-keeping.— Never 
Duchess of Sutherland “ came out.” ' lend one. 



June 17, 1893.] 


BIOaRAPHY i LA MODE. 

(By OUT ovm Eee-Eaw-eist.) 

AlO) Dr. -^scuLAPitrs turned 
and left tlie room, and I neyer 
saw Mm aliye again. 

If only we knew I 

It is true our friends come and 
go. Andtheytrytoholdustothem, 
and we turn our backs upon them ! 
And oh, how sad it is to think we 
haye seen them for the last time I 
And they tried to secure our 
company, and we were proud and 
haughty, and we would not stay. 
We were cruel, and their memories 
now oppress us. Let me make a 
confession. It will he good for 
the soul, and it will also serye 
as a means of cataloguing my 
friends, and my faithful friends, 
and my good and grateful friends. 

The last time I saw Sir Au'BED 
Apollo, and he said “are you 
going ? ” as though he had said, 
“ Will you stay no longer ? ” and 
I went. And oh, had I hut stayed 
with him ! And how pleased he 
would have been I And I might 
have read him some of my poetry ! 
As Ibsen would say, “think of 
that I” 

And the last time I met Field- 
Marshal Sir Mobice Maes, and he 
was walking in Q,ueen Anne’s 
Street, on the opposite side of the 
road, and saluted me, and I never 
crossed over to speak to him ! And 
if I had, how delighted he would 
have beenl My button-holing 
him might have saved his life 1 
And oh, the pity o’ it ! 

And the last time I met Admiral 
NEPTtrNB, I neyer went up to Mm 
to say good-bye ! And the last time 
I took Lady Jttno down to dinner, 
I never took the trouble to call 
upon her in the morning I And 
if I had seen Neptune and Jtino 
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“WHITE MAGIC” 

He, “I OFTEN THINK— AT LEAST I SOMETIMES WONDER- 
I WISH I KNEW IF YOU OaBED FOR MB, DON*T YOU KNOW ? 


-I MEAN 


before they departed from earth, 
how pleased they would have 
been I And it is still a mystery to 
me how they exist in Olympus 
without me. And poor things I 
they must find it very dull I 

And the last time I saw Mer- 
cury, the great Explorer, was just 
before he started for the North 
Pole ; and, although he was to 
leave hy the Penny Steam-boat, 
I never went to Pimlico Pier to 
see Mm ofE. And oh, if I had only 
known! I would have accom- 
panied Mm on his way, and shared 
his labours with Mm as far as 
7auxhall I 

And the last time I saw Lord 
CMef Jnstioe Pluto he was stand- 
ing on damp grass. And I thought 
I would expostulate, but no— I 
aUowed bim to catch cold I And 
when he left us I felt that I had 
neglected Ms last invitation. I had 
somewhere else to go. And I was 
crowded with all sorts and condi- 
tions of other invitations, but he 
passed away, and I had never gone 1 

And the last time I met Jupiter, 
hetookmetothethresholdof Olym- 
pus, and did not ask me to return. 
And I never did. And IxiON gave 
me a lift on his wheel, and we have 
never gone hack. And what a sad 
thing I And I remember once again 
that ^scuLAPius called me into 
his room — was my last chance— 
and I refused! How fain I would 
have been to accept my last chance I 
And how long and lingering would 
I have talked with my friend ! And 
how loth would I have been to go! 
And yes, what ahore ! what a bore 1 

Automatic Aphorism. (By 
Penny - in - the - Slot,) — One 
millionaire can build six man- 


“Oh, but they’ve got a Clairvoyantb in the NEXr sions, but six millionaires cannot 
Couldn’t you find out?” - 


PRODIGIOUS ! 

[Another musical prodigy is announced.] 

Prodigies here, prodigies there, 

Prodigies, prodigies everywhere. 

Neat Httle nimble prodigy-girls. 

Short frocks, stookmgs, and corkscrew curls. 
Pert little priggish prodigy-boys, 

Long hair, “ knickers,” and lots of noise. 
Prodigy concerts at half -past eight ; 

Prodigies stop up far too late. 

Prodigies taking by storm the town, 
Sketching an octave up and down. 

Swelling fugues with a massive bass, 

Fingers all in their proper place. 

Firework fantasies, oh, so smart ! 

Chopin, Schubert, and old Mozart. 

Some with Beethoven making free, 

Wagner as easy as A B 0. 

Prodigy A. deserves a medal 

For skill in the use of the softer pedal. 

Prodigy B. should have a prize 

For her manner of using her hazel eyes. 

Prodigies playing qnick or slow, 

Pwzno, FORTE, fortissimo. 

Little females and tiny males 

All of them thumping out their scales. 

Little Halles in socks and shorts, 

Beating their Broadwood piano-fortes. 

Little Yebudas in friU and frock, 

Scraping away like one o’clock. 

Little PiATTis— hut why proceed ? 

PGsto, agreed, agreed! • • 

Prodigy-hearing ’s an amul bore ; [more. 

We ’ve enou^rh, and too many, and don’t want 


THE COMING OAR. 

At the Booking-Office, — ^I want a Third- 
Class Circular Tourist People’s Palace iHar- 
tioket to Edinbur§:h, Aberdeen, Inverness, 
down the Caledonian Canal to Oban, and 
round to Glasgow by the Kyles of Bute, 
please, at your new reduced fare of eighteen 
shillings and sixpence for the round. 

I believe this ticket allows me to stay at 
any town or village en route for any time np 
to ten years ? Yes ? Thank you ! 

What do you say ? That merely taking 
the ticket acts as an Insurance of £2,000 a 
year to my relatives in case of a fatal accident, 
with £1,000 a year to myself if in any way 
disabled? Really, that is a most liberal 
arrangement. 

In the Th%rd- Class Dining-Saloon, — It 
certainly does seem surprising that the Com- 
pany should be able to supply a dinner com- 
prising turtle soup, lobster salad, lis de 
veau, cotelettes de volaille, ice pudding, and 
the best dry champagne, at two-and- six- 
pence a head, with the Band of the Grenadier 
Guards performing in the adjoining luggage- 
van during the meal. 

The provision of free Turkish and other 
baths for the use of third-class passengers 
makes a long railway journey quite a 
“TraveUers’ Rest.” 

I hear that the Great East-Northern Com- 
pany, in order to draw custom, is now offering 

f ratuitous medical attendance for a year, a 
ox at the Opera once a week during the season, 


I build a tree. 


and a three-guinea subscription to Mudie’s, 
to every passenger who takes a couple of 
tMrd- class tickets to Scotland and back. 

In a Third-Class Sleeping-Car Cuhicle , — 
Maple seems to have furnished this elegant 
sleeping chamber regardless of expense. We 
are landed (or perhaps it would be more 
I correct to say Midlanded) in luxury I 

Every passenger, it appears, is now entitled 
to one of these apartments for the night, with 
use of brass bedstead, eider-down quilt, 
feather mattrass in winter, and unlimited hot 
water in the morning, without any extra 
payment. This is a distinct improvement on 
the old “ Truck System ” of five persons on 
each side, courting sleep bolt upright through 
a stuffy summer’s nignt, and attempting to 
dispose of ten pairs of legs in a space intended 
by nature to hold two. 

Go to bed singing— Car of the Evening ^ 
Beautiful Car!^^ and wake up at Perth for 
my early cup of tea and buttered scone. 

From the Upper Domestic Circle.— 
What is the special duty of the “Groom of 
the Chambers” ? He has to take charge of 
the towel-horses, and pay particular attention 
to any valuable stud that may be committed 
to his keeping;^ 

Yery Discourteous.- Mrs. It. read in the 
“Sir E. Clarke was opening the 
plaintiff’s case when the Court rose.” ‘ * Well,” 
observed Mrs. R., “I did think the Court 
would have been more polite.” 


TOL, eiT. 










PUTTING IT DELICATELY. 


Dealer (^o the Duke's Btud-Oromi), “Now thet Maub *ad owht to be in the Book's Stable !-she*s a Thebe-Htjnderd- 
Guinea Make, she is. Loe' how them Gents does like to pat in Guineas 1 Now them Odd Shilltn’s is alus kind^ o 

TEOUBLESOME TO Mb. YEE SEE, IP THE DOOK BUTS HBE, THEEE 'LL BE A LITTLE MATTEE O' ThEEE HuNDEED ShILLIN’S AS I 'LL 
HATE TO GIVE TO SOME ChBEITABLE InSTITOOTION, JIST TO GET EID 0* THE 'AEEIS ON ’EM,” { iTmmUttingly ,) “ NoW, AS SOON AS 

I GITS His Geaob's Check foe them Theee Hundeed Guineas, You and Me 'll jist have a Bit o' Talk about thet thbee 
Cheeitable Institootion 1 ” 


I came, much, like Balaam, for sharp— comminatioE 
Of all you have done ; hut I frankly confess 
That, so far as I see, your prolonged Occupation 
Has proved, on the whole, a decided success. 

Like Balaam I bless where my mission was cursing 
(“ I make haste to laugh lest results make me cry,’’) 
The poor Coptic child you are tenderly nursing. 
Perchance it will yet run alone— by-and-by ! 
Meanwhile it seems nowise averse to your dandling, 
(Though Leo as Nana seems funny at first.) 

I cannot find any great fault with your handling. 

Nor such Occupation condemn as accurst. 

With approving Eeports I must pack the portmanteau 
Intended for documents dead against you ; 

In fine, I could pipe Leo’s praise in a canto. 

But that ’s not my business at all— so adieu! 


OUR BOOBHNQ-OPFICE. 

Theee is only one word that will fittingly describe A Cathedral 
Courtship, which Mistress Kate Douglas Wiggin writes, and 
Houghton, Miffun & Co. publish. It is delightful. My Baronite 
took it up gingerly, remembering Timothy's Quest, by the same 
Author, and fearing to be disillusioned of the charm of that work. 
The new effort is, in its way (quite a different way), equally good. 
We have a charming background of English Cathedrals and Aunt 
Celia, whilst through the quiet closes winds the golden thread of 
an idyllic love story, over which Aunt Celia blinks unconscious. 
Its one fault is that it is too short; but then gems are rarely 
large. One is vexed, a third of the way through the volume, to 


find the Cathedral courtship brought to an end by the prosaic deyice 
of marriage. The rest of the volume describes Denelope^s English 


Leo, loquitur : — 

Farewell, my dear “ Figaeo I ” Malice belittles. 


But you are too fair for that task. Tell your Franks 
y business here is “not all beer and skittles,” 


My business here is “not all beer and skittles,” 
But some day I hope to earn even their thanks I 


of marriage. The rest of the volume describes Fenelope's Enghsh 
Experiences, upon a study of wMch one enters with^the prejudice 
born of disappointment. But this too is excellent ; picturesque and 
full of shrewd observations on man and woman— especially woman. 
Since the Author is enamoured of brevity, she might begin with her 
own name. Kate Douglas is ample and pretty. Why Wiggin ? 

Baeon de Book-Wobms. 


Legal Queet. {From an Earnest Inquirer ,) — “ Sir, I have 
often heard of ‘ The WiU of the Wisp. Was this will ever 


So liTKE Hjee. — ^M cs. R. was struck by a heading in the Times 


I one day last week. It was “ The Bishop of Chester's Xmor 
She exclaimed, “ Disgraceful I the idea of making such a thing 
public I If the Bishop did have a bill of this sort and couldn’t settle 
it, it might have been done by private subscription, and no one been 
a bit the wiser.” 


proved f Who was * the Wisp ’ ? Why so called ? Because he 
was a man of straw? Wisper your answer to me, and oblige 
yours, “ Colnet Hatchee, E. I.” 
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THRILLING ESCAPE FROM THE BASTILLE.' htangings on either side of my wretched dimgeoii only torture me 

U Sktieh in "Old Paris.") more by their mook^ inoongfrtiity. ’^as ttie Pompadouijs refined 

O mt r, .L TTn J- XT. -D x-n mz j j- I j. „„ mslioe that pkoed them here. I sometunes think I am going mad. 
ScEWB—TAa Great Hall of the Bastille* The Alienee have been ^ swings his Ugs*) fortunately, I am not 

seaUd for of an Uur or so, and the Curiam has not ^thout a friend in this gloomy place, men I say a friend, I do 

yet rwen. 2»e Orcl^stra have already tm wames, refer to the intimacies I have notoriously formed with tame rats 

and are hegmmtM a thtrd, uiJach ^ r^ed hy the PMxc, wJw and spiders, for although I waa to have had a scene with a clockwork 
mttmate, Jy un^elh-thumps, that they have come there to he ^ metal ^ider, it was out out at rehearsal by the crudty 

harroaed, and consider xtq^etiTnethe^Mephega^^ Freshly ofmy captors. No, my friend is Mabib, the Gaoler’s daughter, who 
a polite^ Manager con^ «>»<A an mjured jg aware of my fixed intention to escape, and has sent me a message 

X es^, and expUim that t^ delay is soldy due to his con- g^me might consider cryptic. ‘%hen Maeie is sick with ffie 

atum for theJvd^ce ; the conekstm of the performanM, faoe-aohe. know then that the hour is come I ” Only how am I to 
rewesentmg^ La Ttoe s eseagie, i^eseardy ta^ p^e ouMe, hnow, with my limited opportunities for acquiring information, 
and, as a is raining in torrents, U th^M that, by giving when she is sfEeoted with ffiat troublesome complaint? And how 
theweatherU^ to improve, J^shwUenMe them to mm tM faoe-aohe assist my plans? Hal I hear Gbimeau, my 

portion of the entertainment with greater comfort and satis- Gaoler 

OrcAwtra Aeap co^ of chnmeau {entering' isith food). I have brought you two small 
magnanimously striking up fishes and a bottle of ChAteauBa^e. You see your dinner. The 
once morcn ^ jg growth, we cultivate it on the chimney pots, and it 

A JPartg of Three Ladies {to an Elderly Q-entleman, who is is recommended by the faculty as possessing a strong ferruginous 


cheerful light of the sun. The stately marble columns and costly 
hanarinffs on either side of my wretched dungeon only torture me the 


escorting them). 
Uncle, aren’t those 
two Chinese gentle- 
men in front Mr. 
Exjng and Mr. 

? You were 
introduced to Mr. 
Eung the other 
evening, you know 
—don’t you thinfc 
you ought to go and 
speak to him r 

The Eld, Gent, 
{modestly). Oh, I 
don’t suppose he’d 
recollect me, my 
dear — guite unne- 
cessa^ r 

His Eldest Niece, 
He ’s turning round 
now — see, he’s 
smiling — he does 
recognise yon. 
(Mr. Ftoq- rises with 
much ceremony, and 
shakes hands with 
the E, Gr. and all 
his party across the 
chairs, after which 
he smiles at them in 
hland and benevolent 
silence, Mr. W^ahg 
rises too, and smiles, 
out of pure sym^ 
pathy. No one has 
a remark worthy of 
the occasion, so the 







“He sings to La Tude, who writhes in agony.’* 


Chinese gentiemeB a*Cdotonaya»«, 5eamwy.) Giiole, you might have ing from America, and, ahould it reach 

said rn T.hATYl T’-m snrA if! T 1 V 


said something to them— I ’m s^e they expected it I 
The Eld. Gent, Couldn’t think of anything at the time, my love 


atmospherical disturbances may probably be expected! 


flavour— ha, ha I 

La Tude ( perfunc- 
torily), Ha, ha! I 
should know the 
vintage, my good 
OniMEATr! 

Chrim. To-morrow 
your dinner will be 
— what do you 
think ? — a nice piece 
of good succulent 
horseflesh! {He rubs 
his stomach and 
smacks his lips). 
Eh, eh I am I not a 
funny old dog ? 

^ La Tude {resign- 
edly), You are. The 
authorities, with 
relentless malignity, 
have seen fit to 
afflict me wiiffl a 
comic Q-aoler. But 
they cannot break 
my spirit. I will 
not smile at your 
low' comedy ! How 
is Mile. Maeie ? 

Grim, 111 — very 
iU. 

La Tude {excited- 
ly). Can it he 
the signal— at last I 
WithwAa^? Speak, 
man! 

Grim, (evasively), 
A cyclone is advanc- 
onr coasts, some further 


ine Jiia. trent, ^uidn t tUinE ot any thing at the time, my love La Tude, Answer my gnestion. I have a motive I teU von for 

— bnt-(A«-« Ae ii^mly discovert tha he might have asked them asking. What ails MUc.IIabie ? ' ± teu you, tor 

wlulilve acLf^thSlm C'o«’'«)-Perliaps I had better . ^m. (as It is understood that if the Opposition persist 

go ana nave a cnat witn tnem. . . . .. ^ present tactics, the Q-overnment are nreuMed to &e a 

I He rises, and makes hts way, with infinite difficulty, to a course which ^ ^ 

vacant cJmir next to Mr. Frau’s, receives him with La Tude. Enough of comic reKef. You have made two Chinese 
a rechauffe of his onginal smile; Mr. Wk-NO bends forward, gentlemen in front smile at your fooleries— let that snfflce vou I 

and smiles po. The unfortunate Old Q-entleman, conscious ask you once more— What is the matter with Maeie ? ^ 

that his nieces behind are expecting him to rise to the Grim, (sullenly). Yon' don’t give my a chance T Maeie 

occasion, finds himself reduced to smiling once more, having has the face-ache, then. Awfid ! Ohf lor ! poor girl I 
^tir^ forgotten what he meant to observe, Mr. Frae La Tude, The face-ache? Joy— joy! Aen ^ mav set about 


Mr K La /rude. The face-ache P Joy--j6y I Then 1 may set about 

mr. conimue 10 smue expectantly, and the E. Q-. escaping at once. I have heard all I wanted to know Larva m a 

fears that his grin is becoming more xmhecUe each moment. Grim, Hot until I have sung to yon ■ it is the Pomuadour’a 
until his embarrassment is happily relieved by the rising orders. ^ ^ ’ Fompadour s 

of the Curtain, We give the dialogue of the Drama from La Tude. How that woman hates me I I would von were a swan 

^ guarantee vk absolute my good for tiien, after you had sung, yo^Wd-rfis.' ’ 

TFTR “nP AMA ® to he funny wotd But my song is more 


THE DEAMA. 

Scene— -4 dungeon in the Bastille, M. de ia Tube discovered in a writhes in agony ; Gbimbah departs 

very loose yellow shirt and brown knee-breeches, MelancMv r m elaborate bolting and barring of the door, 

mum. ^ La Ti^c. Orqo more I am alone ! (The door opens with a slight 


o^tm. YY no 's trymg to be funny now f 
likely to he the end of you than me— Hsten. 
\He sings to La Tube, wAo writhes in 
with elaborate bolting and barring q/ 
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Marie {entering^ with a shawl round 
her head). Yes, Mabib. As the Gaoler’s 
daughter, I have the woman’s privilege 
of entering the prisoners’ cells at pleasure, 
without any ndicnloua fuss with holts 
and locks. 1 leave all that to Papa. 

La Tude. Who overdoes it. But I 
understood, you were laid up with the 
face-ache ? 

Marie [archly) If ay; only on the left. 

All is prepared for your escape, but I 
could not let you depart without bidding 
you a last farewell. Oh, M. La Tude, 
promise me that you vrill carry out your 
desperate resolve with as little reckless- 
ness as possible I For my sake, be wary ! 

La Tude [taking her m his arms). 

Have no fears for me, dear one. To 
regain my liberty once more I would 
cheerfully brave every danger ; but, ^ 
a French gentleman in the acrobatie 
profession has been specially engaged 
to do the outside portion of my escape, 
my personal risk is almost infinitesimal. 

So leave me to accomplish the prelimi- 
naries of my daring task, and-iem ! — 
oblige me by closing the door after 
you, (Marie obeys .) How to remove 
the massive masonry and grating which 
would impede my progress up the chim- 
ney ! [Me puts his hand up the fireplace ; the masonry fa^ down 
d la Jericho with a hang) Ha, all now is easy I and, provided the 
Acrobat Gentleman does the rest of the business, I sh^ be free, 
free at last ! [Me disappears up the chimney as the Curtain descends. 

The Finahe. 

The Finale— as might have been expected—is a fiasco. M. La 
Tube’s acrobatic understudy makes, we regret to observe, a complete 
mess of the whole business. He wastes precious time in trailing 
himself picturesquely over the tiles, and then stops to play Bo-peep 


with a sentinel behind chimney-pots, after which, riddled with 
blank CMtridge, he bolts back into an upper window, and is 
ignominiously captured in a doorway, to the intense amusement of 
me spectators. Our advice to M. La Tube is that, if he is really 
bent on escaping, he must do the entire business himself ; to entrust 
the completion oi it to an acrobat, however talented, is a proceeding 
that is doomed to inevitable disappointment. For even if the latter 
gentleman should get away by any chance, we can’t, for the life of 
us, see how M. La Tube is to benefit by it. However, no doubt he 
will know better another evening. 


PUHCH TO MR. BERRETT. 

[At Bow Street Police Court, the other day. Police Conatable Berrett 
was rewarded for having, on May 13th, jumped from a bridge over the 
Regent’s Canal into twenty feet of water, and rescued a labouring man.] 

Good luck to you, Bebrett 1 Lunch greets with a cheer 
A hero in blue, and salutes him as “pal,” 

"Who, heedless of danger, undaunted by fear. 

Sprang to rescue a life from the Regent’s Canal. 

Good luck, my good-plucked one I Tour name rhymes with merit, 
On the bead-roll of fame, Mr. Constable Bebrett. 


THE MANTLE OE MANY SINS. 

Scene— Fancy Bazaar. Lady Stall-keepers, standing behind 
counters^ fearfully bored, and regarding each other^s dresses with 
polite contempt, A few ’Arbdes, having found themselves jish 
out of water, are on the point of leaving. Enter an Average Man. 
The Stall-keepers make a dash at him, and tempt him to 
purchase a number of useless articles. 

Average Man. Thanks so much ; but I have really spent aU my 
money. 

First StalUkeepsr [imploringly). But do have this rose— it is only 
three-and-six. You must buy it. 

Av. Man. I really can’t aSord it. I have already six button- 
holes. I have no more money. 

Second Stall-keeper [of uncertain age). But you must take this 
cigar. And see I will bite the end of it off for you. So cheap too. 
Only half-a-crown. And if you have no money, you can pay me 
when we next meet. , 

Av. Man [with cold politeness). Thanks, no. [Me hnds himself 
near Third Stall-keeper). What, you here ? 

Third Stall-keeper. Oh, I am only a locum tenens. The people 
who brought me got bored, and went off. [I'he other StaU-keepers 
return listlessly to their counters, finding their expected prey appa- 
rently hooked.) I came, because 1 thought it would be rather fun ! 

Average Man* Is it ? 

Third Stall-keeper. Well, not exactly. You see there are such a 
lot of queer people who come in on the shilling days. However, 
even that is better than the dear days, when no one comes at all. It 
is dull then. 

Av. Man. Then why ou earth do yon do it ? 

Third Stall-keeper. Oh, I don’t know. I suppose because every- 
one else does ; only we all say we hate it— and I think we really 


do. This season, dressing-np has gone out, and that makes things 
a trifie better. It was so fearfully stupid when one got up in 
costume, and all that sort of thing. 

Av. Man. I dare say. But, after all, it is very good of you to 
take all this trouble to benefit some charity. 

Third Stall-keeper. But the Bazaars seldom or ever pay their 
expenses. I am sure, for instance, that this one won’t cover 
the cost. 

Av. Man. However, the intention is the thing. How whom do you 
propose to benefit on this occasion? What is the name of the 
charity ? 

Third Stall-keeper. I haven’t the faintest idea I You can find out 
for yourself by lookmg ou the programme. But you may he sore of 
one thing— it ’s certain to he something horrid ! 

[Scene closes in upon the strange situation. 


“ I Have an Oath.” — Sketch, in its W. H. Pollock interview, 
says that W.H. P.’s drama of St. Bonan^s Well, ** in conjunction 
with that past-master in drama, Mr. Richard Davet, is on the eve 
of production.” That it must be produced is certain -perhaps before 
this note appears, for has not W. H. Pollock taken his Davey to 
do it? 


A Genuine Appeal.— The Reverend P-tr-ck M-o-rb, P.P., of 
B-U-r-sh, County Down, wrote to the Squire asking him. for a 
subscription. The Reverend gentleman pleaded for help in this 
form. “I hope you’ll contrive to send me a good lump sum, as 
I ’ll have to spend a heap of money in taking off the roof in order 
to prevent the rain coming in.” 


About Schopenhauer.— Some people are fanatics for Schopen- 
hauer. Others are commencing an ‘ ‘ Anti- Schopenhauer Crusade. ’ ’ 
Tradesmen who have adopted, or who are about to adopt the Saturday 
Half-holiday arrangement, would willingly give their support to an 
“'Anti-Shopping-Hour” movement. 


“Where, and 0 Where ? ’’—Years ago somebody sang, “I’d 
crowns resign, To call her mine — The Lass of Richmond Hill.” 
Exists she now ? Probably to be found among the Old Dears in the 
Old Deer Park, 


Hew Hibernian Reading and Translation.— “ Simper Eadem,^* 
a girl that ’s always smiling. 
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THE LAST FROM CHICAGO. 


IMle Sir Algy {wTw is so refiTied), 
POSSIBLY Pat, if you will forgive the 
Chicago Belle, “ Well — guess we Vb 

Yes, it *s a most admirably-managed Exhibition ; 

EXPRESSION ? ” 

OUT OFF A BIGGER CHUNK THAN WE CAN OhEW ! ” 

BUT— A— CAN SO VAST A BuILDING 


IN A TIGHT PLACE. 

Mate {moodily), 

I Skipper, look ye here I Tkings are shaping precious queer. 

We are floe’d around and hummo^ed up no ena, Sir I 
If we don^t soon find a track through, this thick and plunging 
“pack,” 

stove in and sunk ! Now, as a friend, Sir, 

Mcy I venture to remark this is getting past a lark ?. 

176 of common whalers’ perils make no hones, Sir,' 

Bat, unless we are perviding ’gainst continival colliding, 

17e shall precious soon hob-nob with Davy Jones, Sir I 

Shipper {cheerily\ 

Humph I Pm “ looking for a lead ” of clear water. I ’ll succeed, 
If you fellows will be patient and not funky. 

^^ugh I ’m bound, John, to admit, that it passes human wit, 

To steer straight amidst these ice-blocks big and chunky. 

St^dy, J OHNNT,^ steadv, steady ! Keep your boathook ever ready ! 

Don’t get flurried. You are blowing like a grampus ! 

Bend ’em ofl, divert, dislodge tiiem. If we’re careful, we may 
dodge them ; 

But, if not, they ’ll smash our bulwarks in and swamp us ! 

Ma;te {dovhtfulh/). 

Ah I that’s mighty fine — at present. You’re so patient and so 
pleasant, 

But these ice-chunks don’t reciprocate your kindness. 

They mean squelching of yer — cruel I And when you have got your 
gruel, 

We’ll be rounded on for “hoptimistic” blindness. 

4 I a lot, I tell yer. Some as flatter yer would sell yer, 

And would chortle if they^ see our boat go under. 

1-0 tt-iuuok, wonH do, Sir ; but I fhium^ if I was you, Sir, 

I ’d work out of this, and pull aboard like thunder 1 


Skipper {musingly ^ with an eye to windward)* 

Ah I my boys I An ancient skipper know8its“right-whale” to akipper, 
That hurry, in the ice-j)ack, won’t mean headway ; 

And steering throughthenoe, John, as I think you ought to know, John, 
^’t like navigating on the Thames, or Medway. 

Still I own it ’s getting nasty. Though we mustn’t be too hasty, 

A way must be discovered to get out of it. 

Skipper who drives or slummocks, as he steers amidst ice-hummocks, 
'Will ge down to Davy Jones— there ’s little doubt of it ! 

[Left “ looking for a lead*^^ 

aUEER CIUERIES. 

Encoueaghng Beitish FEELiNa.-— I am delighted to see that a 
Member of Parliament has suggested that the “Union Jack ” should 
be hoisted on the Parliament Buildings during the Session. But what 
I want to know is, why we should not have more flags everywhere ? 
Lord Meath has started them in Board Schools, and I should like 
to see^ them in Workhouses, Public Libraries, Rahway Stations, 
Lunatic Asylums, and, in fact, in all public Institutions. Neison 
waving a “ Union Jack” would add greatly to the effect of the 
Monument in Trafalgar Square, and might even have a good influ- 
ence on meetings of Anarchists and others underneath, especially if 
the Lions’ manes were also v^apped round with the national 
emblem; then musical-boxes might be inserted in their bodies, 
which would be wound up so as to play Rule Britannia at 
intervals dumg the day. When the Fountains weren’t playing, 
the Limis might, and vice versa. Then the lightning-conductor 
coming out of the Duke of York’s head on his omumn would make 
an excellent flag-pole. I may say that I know what I am talking 
of, as I am in ■flie^ flag-trade myself, and it is rather depressed at 
present. "Would it be believed that, when — solely in order to pro- 
mote Patriotism— I recently hoisted a Flag which combined the 
nation^ colours with an announcement of my own Wsiness, the 
tyrannical County Council ordered it to be hauled down as a “sky- I 
sign ” I Comment is needless. 
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BLASE. 

** Don’t yod think it would be nice ip we all went Abroad this Year, Willy ?’ 
“ Oh, botmsr Abroad 1 I ’ye been there 1 ** 


SHOOTING THE CHUTES" 

0 Jane, my gem and jewel bright, 

When yon nroposed that we should go 
To Captain Botton’s Water Show 

1 laughed aloud in wild deKght ! — 

Eor you are fair— which may explain 

Why loving cousins find it sweet 
To take you somewhere for a treat, 

And Ihw expenses, pretty Jane ! 

I robed myself in gallant style— 

A new fipook-coat I bravely donned, 

A waistcoat white (of which I’m fond), 

A glossy and convincing tile : 

With trousers grey and gloves of su^de, 
With silken scarf of azure blue. 

And buttonhole of crimson hue — 

The picture was complete, dear maid. 

That Water Show, beyond dispute. 

Was worthy Captain Boyton’s fame ; 

We laughed and cheered as boatloads can 
Careering madly down the “ Chute ” — 

But oh ! what demon prompted you 
In merry moment to suggest 
That we— arrayed in Sunday best— 
Should make that headlong journey too ? 

I smiled assent for your dear sake. 

And took my seat by side of you — 

Then held my breath as down we fiew 
Towards that cold and cruel lake I 
Oh, Jane, we rued our conduct rash, 

Eor endless Time will not expunge 
The horror of that awful plunge— 

The woe of that colossal splash I 

The blinding, beating, drenching spray. 
That took the joy from coat and nat— 
That laid my collar limp and fiat, 
Drowned Hope itself that fatal day ; 

Eor when we reached the asphalte shore— 
All dripping, draggled, wet, and worn— 
You sought a cab with queenly scorn, 
And drove away for evermore I 


When is a liberal M.P. like a runaway 
horse ? When he ’s Bolton. 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

BXTEAOTED PROM THE DIARY OP TOBY, M.P. 

JSbuse cf Commons^ Moriday^ June 5, — ^Agreeable surorise in store. 
Members came down prepared for another Sitting in Committee on 
Home-Rule Bill. Just when Speaker about to leave Chair, and 
Mellor looking forward to thoroughly enjoying himself for seven or 


quivered over crowded benches. Only last Saturday John R. 
RobinsoNj our Jo J oboj*, awoke to find £ul the world congratulating 
him on Ms Knighthood, worthily won in the field of journalism. 
Tmree days barely elapsed when there appears every prospect of his 
being brought to the Bar of the House, his knightly spurs hacked 
ofi, Mb sword broken, and he condemned to spend an indefinite 
time in the lowest dungeon beneath the clock-tower, with only the 
Daily Chronicle supplied as ^ morning paper. 

Mr. Q-. probably had tMs in mind when he interposed and 
smoothed matters over. It all began with indignation of Daily News 
at scene last Thursday night, when Mr. Q-., attempting to deliver a 
speech, had it broken in upon by the monosyUabic marauders who 
sit mder shadow of GuHery above Cangway, safe from eagle glance 
of Melloe, ^ Much indignation expressed at the moment. Chambbe- 
LAIN, perceiving damage accruing from such tactics, interposed 
with remark that Mr. Q-., evidently profoundly hurt, had nds- 
underatood drift of interruption. Mr. Q-. now protested that he had 
been wholly unconscious of what had so deeply stirred onlookers. 
He h^ certainly declared himself deeply grieved, but it was at 
something else, not personal attack on himiefi. 

Ho^e so chamed with tMs magnanimity that hatchets forthwith 
buned all round; motion withdrawn, and there an end of it. Tat 
Pat went for Joseph in truculent speech. That easy to bear com- 
pared with side-blow dealt by Hunter, Hunter discovered that 


the article complained of by Joseph is a ioke. So delighted with 
tMs discovery made by Mm, a Scotchman, when an average English- 
man was blind to the point, that he positively bubbled with delight. 
^ , In exuberance of moment disclosed acquaintance with anotherjoke, 

^nse in store, wMch he said “ appears weekly in JPunch^ under the name of Tobt, 
committee on M.P. ; ” a remark wMch shows much discrimination. If Hunter 
e Chair, and thinks the production of tMs historical record is a joke, he’ d better 
t for seven or try and write it. He ’ll find it is none. 

gying Business done* — In Committee on Home-Rule Bill. 

aj^rehention Haven’t heard much of Don’t-Keir Haedie of late ; 


tweed cap growing greasier in appearance, his trowsers more baggy 
at ^ee. Generally carries bundle of letters in Ms hand, other 
sections of Ms correspondence bulging out from various pockets. 
Thought, when he first put in appearance, he was going to take 
prominent part in performance ; fizzled out, even before he fiared 
up. NotMng like House of Commons for bringing a man to accurate 
knowledge of Mmself and Ms capacity. Don’t-Keir Hardib has 
learned Ms lesson, and, to do him justice, quietly applies it. 

To-night breaks silence; wants to know about Nottingham 
meotion. "Was it, as alleged, won by bribery ? If so (or if not) will 
Government have charges publicly made fully investigated? 
Asquith m view of all the circumstances tbinkfl not. Sexton and 
Tm Hea lt, apostles of law and order, want to know whether it is 
proper for such a question to be put in House, based ux>on nothing 
more substantial than newspaper a^iole ? Speaker says Member 
may or may not have ulterior motive, but he was in his right in 
putting question. Here subject dropped ; strangers in Gallery much 
puzzled as to what it all meant. 

Business done.—rDull night in Committee, 

TAwrfdflpy,— What we are to do with Ambrose, CI.C., is becoming 
question that dwarfs even Home-Rule Bill. Nothing known in 
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finding it impossible to get in a word 
L upon a process of^ sema^^ore signalling; 
communication unfamiliar to Honse, or because 


ing. Xo-nignt ne orose ouu m reauy aiaruuuif nbyxxs, 

thmking of him at moment. He had amendment on paper which of too violent flmgmg about of the arms, message was unin- 
® _ Chairman ruled out of order, telligible. For fully five minutes the storm raged; sometimes 

That no unusual thing. Hap- Chairman on his legs: sometimes Peibtce Akthtje; now and then 
pened at same time to two other three or four Irish Members profoundly shocked at the disorder ; 



§ Apt itttu who dropped lighted but only for a moment, up again, dauntlessly facing the storm. 

match on barrel of unsuspected “If,^* said Chairman in comparative lull, “the hon. and learned 
gunpowder. Member persists in his conduct, I will exercise the powers of the 

* ‘ May I,” he said, turning with Standing Order.*’ 

blandest manner to Chairman, Did Ambeose blench before this fearsome threat, driven home with 
“ask upon what ground you ruled thunderous cheers? Hot he. “You may, Mr. Melloe,” was his 
the amendment out of order ? ” only articulate response, the rest of along and apparently interesting 
This procedure on part of observation continued, as before, through the semaphore signalling. 
Leader of Opposition sufficient to Storm ceased as suddenly and as inexplicably as it had burst, 
raise the hair under Milman’s Aioeosb, after one more desperate stand against vociferating crowd 
wig. A fundamental rule of order on benches opposite and below the Q-angway, abruptly resumed his 
in House is that Chairman’s ml- seat. Commander Betheel, who had been tacking off and on, 
ing not be questioned. Had moved to insert in Clause 3 the words “ prize or booty of war.” 
private Member done this, he Ambeose, parched and panting, left the House, 
would have been incontinently “And is nothing going to follow in consequence?” asked an 
howled down. Leader of Oppo- innocent stranger in the Callery, in the excitement of the moment 
sition committing indiscretion, raising his voice above a whisper, “ May a Member defy the Chair, 
Members sat and gasped for flout all rules of Debate, and then walk out, with nothing hap- 
breath. Melloe, ever ready to pening?” 

oblige, instead of snubbing PErercE Something dfd happen. The Messenger in charge of the Gallery 
Aethue, gave desired explana- promptly seized the offending Stranger who had broken the silence 
tion. Sextoit, keenly jealous of of the Gallery, and put him forth. 

maintainance of law and order, “We must keep order in this place, or where would we be ? ” said 
asked whether Peince Aethtte the Messenger, as he returned to his seat on guard by the doorway, 
“is in accord with usages of the Bminess done, — Ambeose, Q,.C., goes on the Rampage. 

“Goine Nap” on Amendments. “ astog Chaitman to _ .Fr«?ay.— The Mwoeeooe waiting _ moodily in watch-tower to 

T? T> w+ f assign reasons for his ruling ? ” right of Spbakee’s Chair. Has promised at half -past six to move 

NapolS^ M.P. J aosure on Clause 3 ^ the Home-Eule BiU. House been engaged 

^ p was oracular answer from Chair, on Clause for nearly fortmght. Progress rather of the crustacean 

It was here^ that Members, crowding in after dinner, became order ; got through three or four Amendments in Sitting, but since 
aware of a quiet-looking gentleman upstanding, with head thrown four or five new ones are concurrently added to list, it will appear 


aware of a quiet-looking gentleman upstanding, with head thrown four or five new ones are concurrently added to list, it will appear 
back, curiously regarding Chairman under half-closed eyelids, we are, on the balance^ one to the bad. At quarter to seven The 
House, recognising Ambeose, Q.C., shouted “ Order ! ” Ambrose, Macoeeqoe, slowly rising, throwing his tartan well over his left 


“is in accord with usages of the Bminess done , — Ambrose, Q,.C., goes on the Rampage. 

House in asking Chairman to Friday , — The Macoeeooe waiting moodily in watch-tower to 

assign reasons for his ruling ? ” right of Speaker’s Chair. Has promised at half -past six to move 
“To that extent I thmk so,” the Closure on Clause 3 of the Home-Rule Bill. House been engaged 

j* J? T J .-lx -r\ _ . Xi ^ A Ji O 




House, recognismg Ambrose, Q.C., shouted “ Order ! ” Ambrose, ' Macoeegoe, slowly rising, throwing his tartan well over his left 
faintly smiling, began what promised to prove de- 
tailed history of genesis of his Amendment. Seems ^ 

he had looked in on Chairman in friendly manner ; Jt/jS \ I 

apparently had cup of tea with him; addressed him Wr 

at some length on subject of Amendment; had II 

another cup of tea, and left under impression that it tt ✓szn. /?( J/, 

was aU right. How, when he had come down pre- JL )L 

pared to expound his Amendment to expectant 

Committee, Chairman ruled it out of order. “Hot i ^ 

qmte the thing, you know,” said Ambrose, shaking ^ - I 

his head at Meeloe, rather in sorrow than anger. 

That the last gliiupse of this melting mood. Dp- m iWn U 

roar mse in intensify; Ambrose uplifted his voice ^ 

in unison; Chairman on his feet signalling Com- Ilf 

mander Betheee to heave alongside and move his A ////i 

Amendment, which stood next in order. Commander ) ^ ^ 

hitched up his trysails and bore down. Ambrose // M// M ^ 

wildly waved him off. Little Betbell, terrified at 7 /A '1^ 

this tremendous energy, subsided; Chairman on his ( //// ^ I 

feet, apparently saymg something; four hundred \\ I / 7, , M/////Mr’l Jf 

Members simultaneously shouting, Chairman’s re- v! 7/ 7/7/1/ f//7'‘ ^^^/ 

marks not distinctly heard; Ambrose also on his iu n //A ^ ^ 

feet, opening and shutting of his mouth, indicating \\l 1 1 IW ^ 

that he was continuing the narrative of the earlier i///// 

history of his Amendment. At height of storm Mr. G., if/// /'zAyyZ’ X '■///, 

who had sat, sternly indignant, on Treasury Bench, li ka j o w 

iateiposed. Storm, for a moment, stilled ; burst out " UKa,4oKO ^ ' ’'WM ^ 

again in enthusiastic cheering from Ministerialists Thp TaVa TT^m+ar TaW twp -n i i. j x i- 

when Mr. G. suggested that Chairman should Johe-Hunter. Toby, MP., sings The httle Dog laughed to see such sport ! ” 

“name” ApEOSE. This threat would have subdued Member shoulder, and drawing his claymore, moved the Closure. A fine 

manner than Ambrose. Dpon him scene, wMch Meeioe ruthlessly brought down to common-place 
had effect of off on flames. Seemed as if he had, through long and level by declmmg to put question. So, for a while, we shall go on 
blameless ]ffe, been stormg m electrical forces for this occasion. On as before, steadily advancing backwards, 
his feet the moment Mr. G. sat down; greeted with deafening Business done,— Beanj none. 


i.1 KA. 4 0 K£> ^ 


EH PHIL080PHE. 

En fphilosophe I love to pose, 

And hear with dignity my woes, 

To shut my door, and take my chair, 
And, making hooks my only care, 
Reck not of empires’ overthrows. 


Awhile I worshipped at the toes 
Of Mabel, Dorothy, and Rose. 
Their loss right easily I hear 
En philosophe. 


‘Wherein I have a trifling share, 
I turn as timid as a hare ; 

And, somehow, to the dickens goes 
“ En phUosophe,^^ 


But when a ehiDing rumour grows Summarised Result oe , Poiii'eefeacx 

Of something wrong ” at Blaek & Co.’s, ' Election Petition.— Reckitt Wrecked. 
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NEW BARDS AND OLD. 

The paet in tlie ancient days, 

Or so at least we ’re told, 
Regarded neither blame nor 
praise, 

And looked with scorn on 
gold; 

The man— how foolish! — ^lived 
for art 

And cared for nought beside, 
And lastly, with a broken 
heart. 

Artistically died. 

But modern bards, it’s under- 
stood. 

Are very different men, 
They dine, they form a 
Brotherhood, 

They guarrel with the pen; 
And if a publisher should pay 

Too little for their rhymes. 
They write in wrath without 
delay 

Epistles to the Times I 

The bard of old, we gather, 
sought 

For inspiration long, 

And waited till some noble 
thought 

Should rouse him into song ; 
Our more astute practitioner 

Will deal with all events, 
And write in praise, as you 
prefer, 

Of love, or Three-per-Cents. ! 

Well, let us all our joy express 

That, in these cultured days, 
The poet strives for some 
success 

More lucrative than bays ; 
This fact with pride we look 
upon, — 

However Art declines, 
Parnassus now is managed on 

The soundest business lines ! 




OUR TA;RA-RA-BOOM«TA-RArTRA-GEDIAN JAPANN’D. 

“ A Great Japanese Actor on the Art op Actino.— The greatest Japanese 
actor of modem times is Ichikawa Danjuro, . . . speaking of the part of a young 
lady of seventeen, which he is at present playng as an interlude, he said : * I am 
attempting too much. . . . Still a young laay is a young lady, and I can submit 
myself to this ordeal, and act and dance as a damsel wonld. ... It is not a dance 
to be attempted by a person much over thirty, and, being now fifty-sbc, I mean 
to abide by the announcement I made at the be^nning, that this will he the last 
public exhibition I shall make of a dance of this kind.* .... He was amused to be 
told that there was some resemblance between his features and those of Mr. Irvinc, 
and said he heard this for the first time.” — Times, Jtme 15. 


Uneee Ltne’d Obseeva- 
Tioirs.— The Bishop of Man- 
chester, at Ashtou-under- 
Lyne— where everything, per- 
haps, is not hors de la iigne — 
gave his audience his opinions 
as to people enjoying them- 
selves on {Sunday. The rich 
got it hot (quite iu keeping 
with the weather) for boating 
on that day, and the poor got 
it warm for indulging in 
“ riotous amusement ” on Sun- 
day. But your Lordship, sup- 
posing these rich and poor 
alike have been to their 
“duties” on the Sunday 
morning, or supposing they ’ve 
been, whether rich or poor 
working honestly and con- 
scientiously all the week, 
isn’t it time that “XaJorarc 
est oraroy^ and so they may be 
allowed a little secular relaxa- 
tion on Sunday? What does 
all work and no play do ? Rest 
and be thankfiil for the one 
day’s holiday, rich and poor 
alike ; only let the rich con- 
sider the poor, and help them 
to the ir holiday. 

Data to Q-o On. — Az to 
the World's Age, Not the age 
of The World, with a capital 
W— and a good capital too, 
sub Jove JEdmundo — that ’s 
easily ascertained; but the 
age of the world we live in, 
which must have been very 
old even at the date of the 
flood, for Hoah was an Arky- 
ologist. 

A Hew Coaching Club. — 
Pretty sight. Bate not yet 
fixed. Meet of all the Principal 
University “ Coaches,” in full 
Academicals. Banquet at the 
“0. & C.” Club. 


OPERATIC NOTES. 

Tuesday Night, June 13. — Premiere of DJamileh. First time in 
London ; also probably last time. Omit the second letter, and yon 
coin a word expressive of the case, a word which rhymes with 
family ; that ’s very much how it was with Bizet’s Opera of DJamileh, 
Wish composer had been too Bizzy to do it. Yery heavy : warm 
night also. Eastern surroundings made not a few of us feel uncom- 
monly drowsy. Messieurs Bonnaed and Couteleiee did their little 
best, as did also Mile. Oheexsen, but nothing would arouse^ the 
audience to any demonstration expressive of anything which within 
reasonable distance could be taken as resembling rapture. Signor 
Ranbegoee did his utmost in conducting, and orchestra their best; 
but “won zie,” i.e,, “Ho go.” The Alm:I;e, Mile. Riganti, with 
other ALH3EES, executed a monotonous dance of Turkish deughts. 
I say “executed” advisedly, a,s I sincerely hope it was kiRed out 
and out, never to be heard of or seen again. If not “ executed,” but 
only “scotched ” — well, then in the latter case it may become a reel, 
and that, with bagpipes, may save it. After this everyone cheered up. 
Sleepers awoke, and exclaimed, ^^Pagliacci!^^ That is sufficient. 
Mancinelli ascends to his seat : orchestra applaud him with friend^ 
tap on the hack—of their violins and violoncelli. Mancineixi pleased, 
orchestra pleased, audience delighted. Mancinelli’ s beaming smile 
fades away as he says to himself, “ La hisnissa e la hisnissa,^^ and, 
sternly regarding the men of his hand, he seems to mutter, “ How no 
nonsense ! a truce to compliments I On we go ! ” And on we do 
go with overture to Pagliacci, which is only interrupted by sudden 
appearance of Tonio, the clown, who, looking in as Paolo Prio was 
wont to do in that very old comedy written in choice cockney, says, 
“ Ladies and G-ents, I* hope I don’t intrude, but this is the sort of thmg 
you ’re going to see, and for us and for our comedy, thus stooping to 
.your clemency,” etccetera, e^ccetera; and “on we goes again,” bang, 
bang, bang, clash, clash; it ’'s all eymhalism. “Just a going to begih,” 
and begin does the story, every one being as good as ever, nay 
better, for Madame Melba and Ricaebo Geeeno (very nearly like 


PoHMEET and Geeno, which might serve as a title of a short coDodo 
opera, such as is Boxo i Coxo) have distinctly improved in their 
acting ; and so the sad story is sung and played, and all recollection 
of “ 2). Jammy Lee ” (the preceding opera) is clean wiped out, 
as if it never had been, and we wish it never had. 

Friday Night, — 0 so ’ot I ! “ Glass up to ” — ^lips, ever so many 
times. Everything iced. Audience crammed in to hear Mefistofile, 
with Calve as Marguerite, But Calve couldn’t, so programme 
changed. Transformation scene consisted of DJamileh, whion going 
a little better than on its premiere, and had the salutary effect of 
cooling down enthusiasm. Yerynecessary operation “on such a night,” 
as our old friend, Willie Shaespeaee, has it. CalvJe being out of 
it, we couldn’t have the Cavalleria, but, instead. Sir Deubiolanus 
gave us LIioncavallo’s Pagliacci, “Lay on, CJavallo.” says Sir 
O’Lanus. “ En iterum Crispinus I ” and once more Sir D. Covbnt- 
GAEBBNENSis quotes the Ikamatic Poet, and says bravely, as he 
disappears down the lobby, “ Li-ON Cavallo ! and dumb’d be he 
who first cries, ‘Hold, enoughi’” Well, well, it’s a merry heart 
that always rejoices, and the time will come when we shall all be 
h’old. enough— just enongh— -to remember the exceptionally successful 
productions of Cavalleria and Pagliacci, 

Geatepul anb Geacepul.— When Sir Chaeles Russell has quite 
finished the Behring Sea Case, the Government, in acknowledgment 
of his great services, will, on the first opportunity, elevate him to the 
Lord High Chancellorship, as Keeper or the Great Seal. In all State 
processions the direction will be that “ Sir Chaeles is preceded by 
Usher, bearing Seal,” in perpetual remembrance of his international 
“fishing interrogatory ” services. 

Appeopeiaxb.— Why does not Mr. Sexton get elected for an 
English Constituency r As Sexton, he could go to Bury, 

Spieixbb Rekabk.— “ A: small Irish Whiskey and Soda” is now, 
called “ The nationalist Split.” 
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_■ unch. SOKBY YQg BE GOn,o TQ STAY WITH TO om.T TOE A MOKT K ; BUI I TKVST YOU YOCBSULVUS QUITE AT HOMB." 

“’TWAS ^ERT IN (ST. JAMES’S) HALL.” 1 5^ reHsh her portrait, as painted by the facetious Grm Obp 

— — - mm tambourine and piano accompaniment, is somethiim of 
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READY, AYE READY!” 


Yowng Lady, I don’t see yodr Ar&dment at all. But then, you know,” — 

{wUh am Next Door to a FoolI” 

Poet, “Oh no 1 You must be beside yourseie to say so I ” 

[ Young Lady wishes she haMt attempted the am/nent witticism. 


beauty, and a joy for ever, wbich -will be re- 
membered by all who saw, heard, and ap- 
plauded to the echo. But 0 how hot 1 1 
Ckn’t St. James’s Hall be ventilated better 
than it now is ? And cannot the sounds of 
other shows that are going on be excluded ? 
The birds outside, too, were having an enter- 
tainment of their own, and were enjoying it 
most chirpily. However, G-ee Gee didn’t 
seem to hear them, or to hear anything 
except the applause, which was occasionally 
deafening. 

TO A rASHIOBT-PLATE BELIE (1) 

{By a Comtry Qaerist,) 

Lady, I ’ve seen from week to week 
Your form in many a Fashion Journal — 

Are you a mad dress-maker’s “ freak,” 

Or else the “ Feminine Eternal ” ? 

Oh, do the girls in London town 
(I wonder) take you for their model, 

And try, despite a bell-shaped gown, 

On microscopic feet to toddle ? 

Pray, have they all got waists like yours, 

A thing of six or seven inches? 

Forgive me, if the question bores, 

But don’t you find that girdle pinches ? 

Why that unvarying arch of wrist. 

And curl of fore and little fingers ? 

Is it prescribed by your modiste. 

Or nave you cramp that ever lingers ? 



That collar, too, which clasps your throat— 
Should it not be some sizes bigger ? 

(The angle of your neck, I note. 

Suggests a bent and limp lay-figure). 

"Why wear that blank and futile face. 
Those gooseberry eyes and fatuous eye- 
brows ? 

Does not your stereotyped grimace 
Too oft irrev’rent jest and gibe rouse P 


If aH Belgravian belles conclude 
That, copying you, they do their duty, 

I ’U say (ev’n though it’s somewhat rude), 
Give me the rustic style of beauty 1 


EACES IN PAEIS. 

When the Grand Prix comes you see 
Tery well 

Eaces in the court of the 

Grand Hotel. 

All the races of the world. 

Here they are ; 
Eastern turban, deftly twirled, 

From afar. 

English maiden, pretty, prim ; 

Don’t you know.” 
New York beauty, pale and slim : 

“ That is BO.” 

Dark-eyed lady, come from Spain— 
SefLora. 

German JSa%ufrau, fat and plain : 

Frenchmen dressed, d Vanglaise, well. 
SaprUtil 

Y^ld c’qw’ Yvette Gtulbert appeile 
^^PHits Vernu:^ 


Germans I See their widespread backs 
When they turn ; 

They consider clothes like sacks 
Wunderschon ! 

English dressed ia shooting suits, 
Shabby too. 

“ Dashed if I can speak these brutes’ 
Parleyvoo ! ” 

Greek, Italian, Portuguese, 

Hottentot ; 

On the terrasse here one sees 
AU the lot. 


Higoledy Piggledy.— The G. Y. G., or 
Grand Young Gardner, Minister of Agricul- 
ture, in answer to a deputation, said “ he 
wished to stamp out swine-fever P How will 
he do it? It sounds like extra taxation. The 
G. Y. G. will have to consult the P. M. G. 
as to how many “stamps” he can send 
“out” for this particular puri> 08 e. Are 
they to be penny or halfpenny stamps ? 


Shaebspbabian diroTATiON {adapted to new 
rule as to Colonial titles), — “So are we all 
(when we visit the Mother Country), aU 
Honourable Men.” 
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GOOD SIR JOHN! 

New Song to an Old Tune for all SingersJ) 



THE BLACK-AHJD-WHITE KNIGHT. 

[“Look, here comes good Sir ^O'B.^V^Second part of King Renry the 
Fourth^ Act HI., Sc. 2. 

“ Jakides, with my familiars ; John, with my brothers and sisters (in Art) ; 
and Sir John, with all Europe.’* — Act II., Sc. 2 (pertj slightly altered), 
“Sir John, heaven bless you, and prosper your affairs.’* — Ditto, Act III., 
Sc. 2.] 

Air — “ Sir John Barleycorn,'* 

I SING of a Knight all other Knights excelling, 

New-honoured is the name of Sir John Ten-ni-el I 
Chorus [fortissimo]. Sir John Ten-ni-el I 

In high prineely hall or in citizen’s dwelling, 

Art knows no nobler friend than Sir John Ten-ni-el I 
Long at our Board may Punch with pride 
Sir J OHN see smiling at his side. 

Brave Sir J ohn Ten-ni-el I Sir John Ten-ni-el I 

Porty year, and more, at the Table Round, we’ve boasted 
England’s later Latjncelot in John Ten-ni-el I 
Chorus, ^ John Ten-ni-el I 

Many a time and oft has the Table gaily toasted 
Art’s pride (and ours’) in true John Ten-ni-el I 
Now that fresh honours bud with Spring, 

We stand and shout in loyal ring. 

Good Sir John Ten-ni-el ! Sir John Ten-ni-el ! 

They’ve dubbed him Knight at last, who ne’er was aught 
but knightly, 

Pitting sounds the title of Sir John Ten-ni-el I 
Chorm , ^ iS'iV John Ten-ni-el ! 

Chivalrous spirits don the spurs calmly and politely, 

, Honours easy sit on such as John Ten-ni-el 1 
But sitting round the * ‘ Mahogany Tree ” 

His old Companions hail with glee, 

Kind Sir John Ten-ni-el! I! SirJoHN Ten-ni-el! I! I 

All know his Art, all kindred Art excelling, 

' Where liyes a “ Cartoonist ” like Sir John Ten-ni-el ? 

Cfwrus, Sir John Ten-ni-el! 

But comrades know the manly heart, the nature in him dwelling, 
So they echo Shaeseeabb’s wish, Sir John Ten-ni-el I 
Heaven prosper your ajffmrs ! 

Keep you free, Good Knight, from cares I 

True Sir John Ten-ni-el ! Sir John Ten-ni-el I 


THE BOW-WOW DAYS. 

Deah Mb. Punch, — Surely there ought to be a Society; for the 
Prevention of Doing Done-to-Death Ditties into Dance Music I An 
S.P.D.D.D.B.D.M. would come in remarkably handy just now, for 
I notice— oh, a million horrors ! — ^that someone has just committed 
“ The Bow-Wow Poia.” 

The “Bow-Wow” having “caught on” at the Gaiety Theatre 
and the Music-halls, would it not be adding a sweet completeness to 
circumstances if the “ Bow-Wow,” ox some Bow-Wow, “ caught on” 
the composer of the polka ? Perhaps Toby would oblige ? 

Yours, &c., A Would-Be [hut canH he, hecame the street^ 
organs wonH let me he) Joitbnalist. 

P.S.— I don’t think I shall complain if Daddy will not buy me 
a Bow-Wow Polka 1 

Mbs. R. on Aobicultueal Distbess.— Mrs, Ram, who has been 
making a railway jaunt, is much struck by the appearance in many 
fields and pastures of large boards, on which stands boldly printed 
the legend, “Large Lighthouse Pills.” “ These poor farmers ! ” she 
says. “ It shows how repressed agriculture is when they take to 
planting out pills. I suppose, by-and-by, if times don’t mend, they ’ll 
be boring for Black Dranghts.” 

LtrcKT.— The C.esabbwitch is coming to England for the Royal 
Wedding. As all the Good Fairies are snre to be present, it is a 
bappy omen that the only Witch is favourable. 


ALL EOTJHD THE ‘‘MAY” WEEK AT CAMBRIDGE. 

Deab Mb. Punch,— Obedient to tbe least hint of a command from 
his Master, your faithful slave and humble representative has been 
enjoying himself, and going it. If you didn’t mean me to go it, you 
should have said so. At any rate you can’t deny that you said 
. “ Go.” My own intelligence supplied the rest ; your bankers will, 

1 hope, furnish the harmless necessary cash for the payment of the 
liabilities I have incurred in your service. Let me first correct a few 
misconceptions that seem to prevail with regard to Cambridge. I 
will tabulate them, and deal with them seriatim, 

(1) That Cambridge is a place designed for studious pursuits. 

Tins is manifestly absurd. I did not hear a single lecture ; and a 

young man, whom I asked about this, said, “ There aren’t any 
lectures now” ; which leads me to believe that there may have been 
lectures fifty years ago, but that they have since been abolished. 
Besides, if Cambridge were a studious place, its inhabitants would 
be fond of Examinations. But they are not. The same young man 
of whom I have abeady spoken, used the most wicked and awful 
language about Examinations and Examiners. “By gum,” he re- 
marked, “ 1 should like to feed my Examiners on corked champagne, 
tinned salmon, and dog-biscuits, for setting such heastly papers.” 
Finally, I may state that, during the four or five days I spent in 
-Cambridge, everybody spoke of dances, boat-races, cricket-matches, 
concerts, amateur theatricals, and so forth, as if there was nothing 
else to think about in Cambridge. At any rate I am sure nobody 
did think of anything else all the time I was there. 

(2) That Cambridge Colleges are inhabited entirely by under- 
graduates and dons. 

This is fantastic nonsense. I did see a considerable number of 
undergraduates, it is true; but they were all accompanied by 
sisters and cousins, who seemed to breakfast, lunch, and dine in 
.college every day. This must be very distracting, though it is a 
prettjr sight, I confess, on one of these bright June afternoons, to watch 
the slim figures and the dainty dresses of these charmers straying 
through the beautiful leafy avenues in the “ backs ” or hanging over 
the grey old bridges that span the slow stream of the Cam. 

(3) That hoys (at Cambridge) wiU be boys. 

My dear Sir, they won’t ; theylwill be, and are, men— at least, they 
always speak of themselves as “men.” My young host said to me on 
the morning of my arrival, “ I ’ve asked two or three fellows to meet 
you at lun^. There ’ll be Thomson, and Jackson, and Banham. 
Banham’s one of the best men we’ve got.” I expected, of course, ' 
to meet three fellows of the College. At half -past one there came a 
knock at the door, and there entered a boy just turned eighteen^ I 
^ould say, with a modest manner and the complexion of a girl. 
This was Banham, and at Cambridge Banham, bless him, is a man. 

I could extend this list of fallacies, but I pause. The rest of my 
notes ou the manners and customs of Cambridge will be found in the 
appended scraps of dialogue, which are taken, I may state, from the 
living voice. 

At the Station. 

A train from London has just arrived. The platform is crowded 
with undergraduates in straw hats and flannel suits ^ with fathers, 
vmthers, sisters, ^c,, and with porters endeavouring to trundle 
immense loads of feminine luggage along. 

Undergraduate [to his friend). There they are. The Mater ’s 
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■wa-vine her >iaTi.11rprntimf to me. By Jove 1 that porter ’s just taken Qmin. Who ’s that fimny little man -ffith a kooked nose ? 

the Governor in the hend of the knee "with a. portananteaii. I miist ZIvideTgTciducLte, It the sinne chap who act^ the bervant ixiri in 

get at them. Now, Jack, yon stop here, and I ’U fetch ’em along. the first piece. He ’s a ripp^ good actor, isn t he i* 

[Straggles towards them. Cousin, Tom, I ’ll never believe another 
Eis Mother [to a daughter). There ’s Tom, Mast ; doesn’t he look word yon say. _ _ 

9 T or-rATxrn Anifo OTl I 'N’ftwthen* where iAna so on. totth charmmcf tncreaumt/. 


handiime n declarThe 's grown quite an inch ! Now then, where lAnd so on^ with charming incredulity, 
my basket with Hs new banner-screen ttat I ’ve worked fw to, 
and» oh Mary, where have yon put my little hag lAnd sojorta, / -n • .tr 

Ths Father {who has Just been “ taken in the hend of the knee ”). {During the ceremony of conferring 

Do come along, Sarah, ^hat on earth is the nse of standing here honorary degrees,) ^ 

all day ? If yon wonld only condescend to travel without ten thon- The Public Orator {introducing a ms- 
sand small parcels, we might get on— ow, owl [Ja ^Haken^* again, tinguished bod^y of B.C.L.^s and Mus. 

Porter, By yonr leave, Sir. Docs.). Domine Cancellarie 

Infernally clumsy. [Undergraduate-Son amtJea Foice/rom < As 6?aWery. Now construe. 

JJnd&r. Well, here you are, by Jovel I am glad you’ve come. \Poars of laughter. Disturbance. 

{Kisses them all round in public. N.B. — This is always done at the The Public Orator, virum illus^ 

station.) Come along as quick as you can. We ’ve got lots to do. trissirnum . 

Lunch in my rooms, then 1 ’ll trot you round the x)lace, then to the Voice from the Grcdlery. Sandys, you 

boat-races, then dinner with Packwrll. There he is, I ’ll introduce mustn’t use a crib, \More roars. 

you. {Introductions. More collisions with porters and other merds The Public Orator,^ artis musicce 

people^ apologies* Slow progress towards exit.) Then we ’ll go to existimator quam subtilis exstitit, 
the A. D. C., and after that there’s a ball. Do you think you can Voice from the Q-allery. Sand YS, that’s 

stand it all, Mary ? your tenth false quantity. [More roars, 

Sister. Of course, Tom. What a siHy question. 1 mean to go to all [The eminent Musicians^ Camille Saiwt- 
the dances, and a/? die boat-races, and aZ/ the concerts, and every thing. Saens, Max Bruch, Aerigo Bo'ito, 

Under, The dickens you do. Come on then, we ’d better make a and Iltitsch Tschaikowsky, are 

start. . introduced. 

[They disappear ^ together with Pacxwell, who feels himself to A Mother {to her Son), What very 
be a fifth wheel to the coach, and is reduced to silence, funny names, 

Ditton Corner. Pleasure-boats packed together along the bank. On Mother, What made them call him 
the meadow a parti-coloured crowd of Undergraduates and their A.RRIGO ? I never heard such a name. 

^^people^^ onfoot^ and in carriages, A bumping race has just Harry is a sensible name, but Ar- Cantab. 



Graduate, 


started, 

A Sister. Oh, I heard the gun so plainly. When, when will they 
be here ? Vm so nervous. Harry must make his bump just here. 
I ’ll never forgive him if he doesn’t. There they come! No they 
don’t. Oh, I wish they’d make haste. Can’t you go and hurry 
them up, Jack ? How slow they are ! Now, Jack, teU me again 
which is First Trinity, and which is Third Trinity, and where is 
Second Trinity, and what does Lady Margaret mean, and how do 
they arrange which is to bump which ? 

[YellSi rattles, and fog-horns— the boats approach, 
A Brother, Look there— we’re right on top of them I {Screams 
frantically.) Well rowed, you men, well rowed 1 Keep it long, 
swing, swing ! Now then I Great Scott I the cox has made a shot, 
and missed I [And so forth, 

A Mother, Why do they all row with bare legs ? Oh, there ’s 
Harry. His boat will collide with the other boat, I’m sure. 

{Shouts to Harry.) Do take care, Harry, 
' there ’ll be a collision 1 Oh dear, qh dear, 

he can’t hear me 1 ■ There I I knew it would 
happen. Oh, Harry, do put something 
round your neck, now that you ’ve stopped. 

A Father {to another Father). Ah, my 
. boy, this is like old times, isn’t it P Do you 

k remember that year when you and I were 

rowing stroke and six of our crew ? That 
! y was the best crew I ever saw. There ’s no 
i J rowing like that nowadays. Great time we 
^ ] had of it, too, at the bump-supper. I met 
/ Taotield, out old .cox, this very morning in 
/ Trinity. He;’s a Parson somewhere in 
L Essex ; looked quite old, and as grey as a 
M badger. I wonder if he remembers what he 
m said to the Proctor that night ? Well, well. 
U \ [And so forth. 

l\\ At the Amateur Dramatic Club. 


BiGO-weU, there ! [ WorSs fail Ur. f “ 

Voice from the Gallery. LLD ^ ’ 

Shakemo^tski. [JJoare of laughter. • 

There, Mr. Vunch, are a few observations on; l^ibridge. Ton 
are at liberty to publish them. Yours to d^rn, 

A VAGRANT. 

JUST FOR THE FUN OF THE THING. 

Who asks what ’s become of the Irisbman’s.fun ? 

What ’s gone with Hibernian hnmoux ? 

Sir Boyle Roche & Co. are completely outdone 
By tbe aid of Row, “Rot,” and— say Rumour I 
A mystery dark as the tenebrous veil 
That covered the features of Isis, 

Is Hibernian fun. To make enemies rail 
At the crux of a National Crisis ; 

To hearten old foes, in the wheel put a spoke 
Of new friends, after six years of struggle, 

Would seem— to a Saxon— “ too much of a j oke, ’ 

To the Celt ’tis a humorous juggle. 

When things look a-squiff to ride rusty and tiff, 

About — nothing that’s valid or visible. 

Is conduct a Briton would scout in a jiff ; 

To Pat ’tis a joke, vastly risiWe. 

Withdraw, without reason ? What fon, bhoya, in that, 

After sessions deep drowned in fierce jaw all 1 ! ! 

But Och ! there ’s a far foiner joke,^ by St. Pat, 

Which is— to withdraw your withdraw^-l ! 

No good end is served, and much mischief is done ? 

By the i)owers ye ’re right, bhoys ! But — ^bink of the Fun I ! 1 

A New Arthurian Legend. — Mr, Punch was very shocked to see 
on contents bill of morning paper, ‘ ‘ Mr. Baleour on the Bust.” Home- 
Rule Bill responsible for a good deal, but notbmg quite so bad as 
this. Where had he been on the Bust ? Had he tried^to out- Ambrose 
Ambrose P Or what ? Latest intelligence says that it has something 



{The Undergraduates are acting an Whexe had he been on the Bust P 1 

Operetta.) ^ Ambrose P Or what? Latest intelligem 

A Cousin {to her Undergraduate Cousin to do with the W. H. Smith Memorial I 
in the Stalls). How wed they sing !— and do 


make the student effeminate. The Senior Wrangler this year is 
t Maotek. Nor does extreme youth hex the way to Jiouours, as the 


enough. Not hadly made up, is he ? 

Cousin. Why she’s quite lovely. Tom, Twelfth Wrangler is a Child 


n + u TT 1 /I -vi 

^ TioYxo^g.^^lt% Salty ^ m£m^^¥iey ’re Kenyw^eTtrresign because he^^^ with the Home-Rule 

Cau8§., A.D.C. men. ** going strong,” there would be no need of a Bexton. 

Cotmn. WeU, perhaps tbe bands are a little large. ^ *7 ,,1 1 x x t>* 

Undergraduate. You’ll meet him at lunch to-morrow, and then Riverside Riddle.— men is a man likely to go to Richmond lor 

you can see for yourself. dinner ? — ^When he s in Kew* 


Tttr! Yirtue oe Resignation.— duite clear that the Member for 
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ATTEE THE BAlfQTJETS AEE OYEE. 

Tommy Atkins’s Teibttte to Lord Koberts. 

(A Nm BwrracJc-room Ballad^ with Apologies to Tommy^s own Especial 
BoeUJLaureatd). 

[“I will only say that the main object of the various reforms which I have 
ventured to advocate is to make life in the Army more attractive, and to fill 
the ranks with men of good physique and character. This I would accom> 
plish by abolishing restrictions, which I believe to be beneficial neither to the 
soldier nor to the State, and by making military life acceptable to the classes 
from which it is most advantageous t^t our recruits should be drawn.” — 
Lord Boberts of Candahar, F’.u., at the Mansion Home.'] 

Air— “ Tommy.^^ Tommy Atkins sings 

I wosn’t at t^e Munohiiig ’Ouse to grab, nor yet to oheer ; 

The Civic waiters might ha’ said, “ We don’t sarve privits ’ere I ” 
But Tommy ain’t behind the Toffs in welcoming Lord “ Bobs ” 

Back ’ome oust more to England from the toughest of tough jobs. 


i>acK 'ome oust more to England irom the toughest oi tough jobs. 

0 it ’s “Egberts ’ere, and IIoberts there, and Tommy keep away; ” 
But we read our penny papers, and we ’ve read your little say ; 
We’ve read your ktue say, my “Bobs,” your clear, straight- 

^ spoken say. 

And it’s “Thank you, ‘Bobs,’” sez Tommy, “for you know the 
soldiers’ way I ” 

1 was with you at Candahar, a middlin’ speU ago. 

And I know the bloomin’ Afghan, and ’c ain’t a pleasant foe. 

But you crumpled of him small, Lord “ Bobs,” you crumpled of him 
small, 

Though you ain’t the sort of ’ero that they ’owl of at the ’All. 

Eor it ’s Egberts ’ere, and Roberts there, from Cawnpore to Cabul, 
And now they ’re f eedin’ of you, and they well may feed you— full I 
If you aint our “ Only Gen’ral,” you aint fur from bein’ our best. 
Long may you live, with many a chance to put that to the test I 


We soldiers— axing pardon, “ Bobs,” for coupling high and low, — 
Come so ’andy when we ’re wanted ; when we ain’t— weE we may go I 
It ’s Tommy this and Tommy that (as Mister Kipling sings,) 

But when ’e “lags superfluous ” they don’t want ’im at the wings. 
The “ Veteran’s *’ mighty useful to sing songs about, and such. 

But they ain’t so spry at keeping heye on ’im and ’is “ Old Dutch.” 

“We aren’t no thin red ’eroes,” as the BaUadist remarks, 

But flesh and blood, wot wants our food, a ’ome, and cashual 
. “larks;” 

To pile red-tape “ Restrictions,” as you pooty squarely ’int. 

Ain’t the way to fill the ranks, “ Bobs ; ” that’s as plain— to you— 
as print. 

0 it ’s Tommy this and Tommy that ; but Tommy j)ipeclay’d smart, 
Waist-braced and shoulder-padded, has a stummick and a ’eart ; 
And to “make the life acceptable ” to “ young reoruities yus I — 

You’ve ’it the bull in once. Lord “ Bobs,” with neither fudge nor 
fuss I 

So ’ere’s wishin’ of you luck, Lord “ Bobs,” long Hfe, and a ’ome- 
billet 

To do honour to the country, and the ’ero as will fill it. 

Arter the Banquets and the Big Bow-Wows are over, “ Bobs,” 

That question’s left; not ’ow to feed, but M us with square 
jobs I 

0, it’s Roberts ’ere, and Roberts there, all over the dashed shop ; 
But that name, Sir, spells a great career, wich Bttll won’t want 
to stop ; 

An’ it ’s Tommy this, and Tommy that ; but this^ Tommy, dontoher 
see, 

Wants to drink the ’ealth of Gen’ral “Bobs”— vnth a rousing 
“ Three times tjiree I ” 

[in which, with Mr. Atkins’s permission, Mr* Punch most 
heartily joins* 


Ear you ’re far too fine and large. Lord “Bobs,” and far too brisk and Black Yiews op Life. — ^These must be taken by explorers for 
F«rtoJffiUhonghdoneperKtelywithyo«rpraia.oneTerytongne. boresl)-who for oyer in ooarct of “ite oemy 






“APTEE THE BANQUETS AEE OTEE-”? 

Lobd Eobeets. “WELL, SERGEANT, THEY’TE FOUND A HOME-BILLET FOR YOU.” 

Tommy Axkdts (OmtmMSibnotre). J’YES, GENEEAL ; AND I HOPE THEl ’LL SOON FIND A FLEST-RATEE 
FOR YOU!" 
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LES ENFANTS DE MOLi^RE A LONDRES. 

The Maison de MouiiBE being: “a louer^^^ its nsnal tenants have 
come over here on the invitation of Sir Dettkiolantjs and Messrs. 
Geatt and Abbey (not Westminster Abbey, but another from New 
York) to give ns a taste of their quality and quantity at the T. E. 
Drury Lane. From Paris to Kaeeis. They were most heartily 
received by a crowded audience, whose extreme brilliancy (out of 
compliment to that of the French Company) was only equalled by 
its remarkable intelligence and perfect politeness, quite in accord- 
ance with the traditional politesse de Louis Quinze, Maybe in their 
heart of hearts not a few would have preferred witnessiug the 

performances in 
^ Cirque Molier 

seeing and 
heaMg the classic 

1 Bon Chat, Bon Ka —cine here. ^y^g ^^^Fe? 

' Sir,” in French, understood it as meaning “ Wee mouse and 
so just looked in for a little bit of mousing between the pieces. 

' At the end of the second piece. Mile. EBiCHEMBEEa read M. Cla- 
eetie’s “ Salut d Londres,^* In one verse the poet tells us how 
« En vingt ans— oiseanx en voyage— ’ 

(The “birds” are not those of Ajelistophanes, but of the nest of 
MoLlilEE.) 

“ Ont trois fois brave le peril 
De reolamer votre suffrage ” 

The is presumably the trajei entre Calais et Louvres, 

Then it suddenly occurs to the poet that, after all, bad as the passage 
may be, it is not perhaijs to be compared with a voyage to America 
or Australia, and, Dreaking off abruptly, he exclaims, 

“ Mais Londres n’est pas un exil ! 

Beautiful I And with our very best compliments to the jpoet, I 
beg to say that not trois fois^ but cinquante fois I, moi qui parle, 
have braved the peril from London to Paris and back, and it has 
never occurred to me to consider Paris as an exil even at the very 
earliest date when it was not a pays de connaissance. May the 
Soeietaires often, in the future, brave the peril of La Manche^ and 
give us some of their excellent performances, which may include an 
occasional brief extract from Molieee, but which will exclude any- 
thing Shakspearian. Of course, when I say Shakspearian, I woxud 
not have them omit from their repertoire a play called HamleU 
written, as their playbill informs me, by Messrs. Dttmas and 
Metteicb, which has evidently nothing whatever to do with a play 
of Shakspeaeb’s that happens to bear the same title. 

In the intermede, a burlesque by MoLiisBE—yes, a burlesque, 
Ladies and Gentlemen— the children of MoliIiee go in for child’s 
play, and for larks generally ; though some of the younger ones on 

. “the spindle side” do not seem to relish their share in the 
nonsense, of which the climax is reached when President Got crams a 
doctor’s cap over the eyes and nose of CoquEiiN the Younger, which 
facetious ceremony brought down the Curtain to shouts of laughter 
and thunders of applause, testifying to the hearty English apprecia- 
tion of the humours of the Boris Bnfants de la Maison de Molibrs, 

I suppose the performance of Le Malade Imaginaire is governed 
entirely by tradition. Our English audience at^Drury Lane enjoyed 


it immensely; it occasionally smiled as it recognised cert^ 

well-known scenes “ in use at schools,” but it literally roared with 

laughter whenever ^ 

there occurred such 

good old - fashioned \ / 

farcical business as /;/ 

nowadays is not asso- / | ^ 


The Clown chucking 


properties 


tl^ 



iy ? The Billows of the 
loliere. 


Pohceman makes the 1 

whole world kin ; and / 

what in the English 

actor, and on the i\ il 

: English stage, and in A 

an English play, an 
English audience 
woiud have vocifer- 
ously c(mdemned, is, 

French actor on the ] 
stage of Drury Lane, ^W\ 

welcomed with ap- % 

jplau^^and shouts of fty 

Perhaps this sort of 
“ business ” — of the 
old rou§:h-and-tumble 

Hot’s this for Higli Comedy? Tlie PiZZow* of the 
^ he repeated m tte 3^ 6 ^ ^ 

French version of the ^ ui to. 

Shakspearian farce of Taming the Shrew. We shall see. How- 
ever, I suppose it was essential that the Children of the House of 
i MoioisEB should start with one of their Great Parent’s pieces, and 
I that the ^^Jeu de scene^^ should be mere “ child’s play.” But the 
attraction of Monday night was the curious quaint CSremome 
which wound up the proceedings. This was most interesting. 
Vive la Compagnie I They were all on at once, grouped about the 
Stage, in a splendidly-lighted scene, and attired in the red robes 
and the ermine of Doctors of Law or Arts, — ^ladies and all, — ^the 
ladies looking charming. Then M. Got led Mile. Ebicuembeeq to 
the front, and she read^ an address in verse ; read it quietly, 
clearly, and distinctly, without any action, or attempt at declama- 
tion. She seemed rather to hurry it through, after the manner of 
a young Etonian getting off ^ a “ saying lesson.” Then followed 
mock speeches, in Dog-Latin, interspersed with an occasional refrain, 
sung about eight times in chorus, of which one line seemed to me to 
be “ Vive la hi et la cerSmonie!^^ But perhaps I am mistaken. 
It was “ quaint,” but palled on repetition. After about a quarter of 
an hour or so of this, down came the Curtain. All home, much ^ 
contented, but hoping to see the Company in modern pieces which, 
if not worthier of their great artistic reputation, may at least 
represent their art iu “this so-called Nineteenth Century.” 

E. Loge Paetkjoltee. 






LOCAL VETO. 

Quest {at JPublic Li/nneTf to Waiter ^ who has opened a hottle oj soda^ 
water inhis left ear). Ugh, you Sooundkel, what aeb you doing ? ” 
Waiter. “ SoouraEEL I Bbgoeka 1 It*s divil a deop op Deink 
I ’ll be giving Yoxr to-night 1 ” [And he doesn't ! 
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STUDIES M HEREDITY. 

TYPES OE MEN BELOVED BY WOMEN. 


Mder Sm arid S&ir {who takes after his Fa), “ Confottnd it I ALL THE Mothers 
IN London are after Mb. There *s no rest I ” 

Sis Younger Brother j the Detrimental {who takes after his Ma), **Yes, and ALL 
THE Daughters after Me, confound it 1 We divide the Womankind of 
London Societv between us 1 ” 


COIEEIDGE ADAPTED TO A CDEREET 
COETROVEESY. 

(J fter reoMng Lady Brooke's Article^ * * What is Society ? ” 
in the Fall-Mall Magazine for June,) 

Critics aLotind around wLoVe found 
Spots on Society’s sun j 
Then others answer hack again, 

Now mixed, now one by one. 

Some ** drop upon ” “ Sassiety,” 

Like— oh ! like anything ; 

Others retort, “ You are not fair ! ” 

They seem to fill the summer air 
With their wild jargoning. 

And now ’tis like wind instruments, 

And now like a cracked lute, 

Some may be right, some must be wrcng— 

Oh that they ’d all be mute I 

It ceases not, they still go on: 

A pleasant summer boon, 

This noise, like that of a babbling Brooke, 

In a magazine for June, 

That says Society’s all right. 

Or little out of tune I 

Next Jexjnb, no doubt, will stay this 
Brooke— 

Well, well, we’ve time to breathe ! 

Slowly and steadily we ’ll— 

And let the squabble seethe I > 


OuR Bookino-Office.— Always does the^Baron de 
B.-W. read a work with the name of Baring-Could 
to it. Hence he took to Mrs, Curgenven of Cmgen’- 
ven^ but wearied of her before he reached Vol. III. 
He was amaoyed with her personally, and heartily 
wished the second Mrs, Curgenven out of the way. 
But some of the other characters are delightful, 
especially the sort of CorDish Madge Wildfire^ by 
name Esther Morideg, The out - door life is 
delightful, and the descriptions of the scenery, and 
of Esther* s alfresco, and all frisky life, read in this 
hot weather, makes the Baron open the doors and 
windows, and finally decide to “ carp the vital airs ” 
in the garden, book in hand, under the shade of a 
broad-spreading umbrella tree. The Baron thoroughly 
appreciates the kindly Mr, Perdval, who, after buy- 
ing several illustrated papers, found he had no money, 
and surrendered all but Punch, and the heroine was 
happy. Baron db B.-W. 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OE TOBY, M.P. 

Mouse of Commons, Monday Night, June 12. — “ And has it come 
to this ? ’ ' said Webster (not Sir Richard but Egbert Gf-RANT). He 
was standing below Gangway, looking with rueful countenance at 
row of hats set out on Bench where Irish Members sit, under genial 
leadership of Jtjstin McCarthy. “Am not suspected of undue 
partiality for them or their ways,” he murmured, furtively mopping 
a manly tear. “But one cannot have lived with a section of his 
fellow-men, in close companionship in public work, without conceiv- 
ing some regard for them. Heard about their differences; have 
retiredj as usual, to Commttee Room No. 15 ; been shut up together 
there smce one o’clock this afternoon. Now, at the hour when the 
Terrace is crowded with frivolous persons drinking starong tea and 
eating damp strawberries, nothing is left of them but these— seven 
toppers ^d three billycocks, the softness of whose texture is, per- 
chance, indicative of the less stem stuff of which their late owners 
were composed. Nor does this mark the full measure of memor- 
able catastrophe. Full sixty Members, some in the prime of life, 
others not so, entered the fatal chamber ; only ten hats have come 
out. ’Tis shocking ; no words in my popular Dictionary, the studious 
work of early manhood, adequate to express my feelings. Fifty 
Irish Members, dissolved like the baseless fabric of a vision, leave 
not a hat behind I ” 

A good fellow Webster, but sometimes led away by extreme 
sensitiveness of nature. Might have spared himself tms heart-rend- 
ing scene. True, Irish Members absent through early portion of 


sitting, some ten or dozen observing precaution of retaining t^eir 
seats oy ordinary expedient of reverentially placing hat on Bench 
before prayers. Spent afternoon in Committee room discussing latest 
internecine difdcuHw. Difference of pinion arisen on question of 
management of Dublin newspaper. Easiest thing in the world to 
manage a newspaper. As dear old Johnnie Toole occasionally 
remarks, “ It ’s nothing ; anyone can do it.” If one man, taken 
off street or out of* shop, could succeed to a certainty, how much 
more complete the success of half a score? Somehow— perhaps 
because scene laid in Dublin — unexpected difficulties present 
themselves in ordinarily simple problem. Toe Healy thinks if 
John Dillon would retire from the Board of Direction, all would 
be well. John Dillon in favour of resignation, but thinks, 
slightly to alter a line endeared to infancy, “Tne first to go should 
be little Tim.” To someone else comes the fiash of common sense 
suggesting that the whole Board of amateur newspaper managers 
should be swept clear, and a shoemaker put in charge of the Last. 

This on point of being agreed to when Sexton puts Ms finger in Ms 
mouth, and with tears rolling down Ms eloquent cheeks, declares he 
“ Shan’t play.” Not to be pacified on any terms ; pettisMy declares 
he wLU obscure Parhamentary horizon by retiring from it ; carefully 
hands application for Chiltem Hundreds to Justin McCarthy. 

“What’s McCarthy got to do with it?” asks the sombre 
Member for Sark. “ If Sexton meant business, he would have sent 
in his application direct to Chancellor of Exchboxtbr, and made 
an end of it. A pretty patriotic performance this, with Home- 
Rule BiU drifting into direst straits ; Opposition encouraged by 
success, unvaried since House went into Committee ; only hope of 
defeating them to be found in united front of Ministerialists ; Irish 




RAR/E AVES IN TERRACE. 
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“ Here to-day, gone to-Morrogli/* 


Members go and get up a petty brawl round a private oommeroial 
enterprise, and squabble tbrough. a June afternoon, lea^^g tne 
Liberal Party, wbo have sacrificed everything for them, to bear 
brunt of the unequal fight. ’Pon my soul, Toby, if I were Mr. G-.. 

I ’d chuck up the whole business, and get about the a^ears oi 
British work.*^ Business done* — ^Home-Rule Bill in the doldrums. 

Charles Russell back from Paris, bringing with him 
latest fashions. Everyone glad to see Mm again ; heartily cheered 

when he rose to take 

t part in debate in Com- 
mittee. “ Glad to see 
you looking so well,” 1 
said, meeting him in 

BBS f Je suis glad to 

donnez ; ’excuse ; some 
deeficulty I have with 
the talk. Been so long 

fai tout 

make fast ^ure retire— 
that is come back voi^ 
voyez ; at first ofi-go it 
is what you call dam 
bad. ‘Will you prise de 
snuff f Nonf Ahrs, 
A^ez-vou^ le parapluie 

making the situation as 
imemb^assing as pos- 

ruhan ’ dPor que mon 

“Here to-day, gone to-Morrogh.’’ ' 

“ Jusfso,” said Sir Charles, producing and waving the bandana, 
which the President of the Court of Arbitration mistook for the 
Union Jack, and half rose from his chair tf; salute. “I dare say; 
quite so ; exactement ; but, vous comprenez^ I understand not your 
English. By-and-by, tout d Vheure^ it will all comeback, retourrier 
sur ses pas ; for the while it m^emharrasse. Will you lonch with 
me ? or would you that we five o’ docker ? ^ I bring with me a few 
escargots, Vbus aimez les escargots f Only six or dozen left. When I 
go to de tin box, what do I find ? Les escargots f Ceriainement 
non. I ring de beU.; my man coom; I shake my moicchoir dans son 
visage. I say at de top of mon mix^ ‘ Mon Bleu ! where dem escar^ 
gots f ’ ‘ What cargo ? ’ the hete say, looking round with anxiety 
amongst mes valises. I rattle de tin box at him. ‘ Oh,’ says he, 

* dem snails ? I put dem in de bin de dust.’ Snails I sacri ! Mes 
escargots des vignes for which I pay five francs by dixaine, with 
de tin box thrown in. Naturellement I continue de course of de 
tin box, I trow de tin box at tete de monhete of a man. Que vous etes 
insulaires all you, mon TobeeI But qu'esUce que gafait? You 
lonch with me. I give you braised leg of frog, urn f ” 

^ I think not ; but dissemble with Attorney-General. In ordinary 
times difficult to ruffle his temper. That little incident with the 
escargots seems to have done it. 

Business done. — Y ery little in Committee on the Home-Rule Bill, 

Friday JYight, — Glad, on these fine Summer nights, to get out on 
Terrace, when the Duchesses and the rest have nad their tea and 
gone away. Still pegging away in Committee on Home-Rule Bill. 
Better down here ; have Terrace all to myself it seems ; walk to far 
end; find I’m mistaken; perceive outline of figure in corner by 
boundary wall, sitting down, with feet stretched on low wall over- 
looking gleaming river. Something familiar about it. Got a guitar 
too, which is scarcely Parliamentary. Twangs the light instrument, 
and sings— 

“ There were two lofty frigates from Old England came, 

Blow high ! blow low ! and so sailed we. 

One was the Prince of Luther^ and the other Prince of Wales, 
Cruising down on the coast of the Bjgh Barberee ! 

Perhaps I ’d better withdraw. May be it ’s Dr. Hunter, or some 
other Scotch authority on humour, serenading some one in boat 
below. But then he ’d have the bagpipes, not the guitar. Too late ; 
I am observed. Figure turns upon me, and laughingly trolls forth— 

* Oh, hail her ! oh, hail her ! ’ our gallant captain cries. 

Blow Mgh ! blow low ! and so sailed we. 

‘ Are you a man-o’-war or a privateer so free ? * 

Cruising down on the coast of the High Barberee ! 


t 


“I’m neither,” I said, thinking it well, as it was growing dark, 
there should be no misunderstanding on this head. ‘ I ’m just out 
for a breath of air, like yourself, though I didn’t happen to bring a 
kettledrum or a trombone with me.” 

“That’s not the answer,” said Prince Arthur (for it was he). 
“ You should have replied— 

‘ Oh, I"m no man-o’-war, nor a privateer so free,’ 

Blow Mgh ! blow low ! and so sailed we. 

‘ But 1 ’m a saucy pirate, and I ’ll sink you in the sea,’ 

Cruising down on the coast of the High Barberee ! ” 

“Well, you seem in pretty high spirits,” I said. “Something 
new for Leader of Opposition to leave a Bill to take care of itself in 

that ignore than _ 

relaxation. At 

outset we deter- ^^inee Arthu/r. “ Great comfort to a manin my position.” 
mined to make 

good fight and prepared for it. Things have turned out far 
beyond our expectations. Irish Members squabbling among them- 
selves ; Mr. G. full of benevolence ; Squire oe Malwood muzzled ; 
Mellor increasingly beneficent. Here we are more than midway in 
June on fourth Clause of BiU, with thirty-six to follow. More 
than two weeks on Clause III. Can you do a sum in your head 
right off, Tobt ? Then try this : If it takes two weeks to dispose of 
one Clause in Committee, how long will it take for thirty-six ? 
Broadside to broadside, long time we lay,’ 

Blow high ! blow low ! and so sailed we. 

Till the man at the helium shot the pirate’s mast away, 

Cruising down on the coast of the High Barberee ! 

Heard to day’s news from Linlithgow ? That gives you some idea of 
what the constituencies think of how we’re getting on at West- 
minster. It’ll be worse hy-and-hy. 

‘ Quarter ! oh, quarter ! ’ those pirates then did cry, 

Blow high! blow low! and so sailed we. 

But the quarter that we gave them we sunk ’em in the sea, 
Cruising down on the coast of the High Barberee ! 

Hice song that, don’t you think ? Heard the sailors chanting it one 
night as a schooner sailed by the Links in the darkling eve at North 
Berwick. There ’s the division-bell ; wait a moment till I button 
my coat over the guitar ; don’t mind you, dear boy, but wouldn’t do 
for everyone to come upon me taking a little wholesome relaxation.” 
Business done, — Still harping on Clause lY. Home-Rule Bill. 

A “ Criterion” not to “ go by” but to Enter.- Cur Charles 
Wyndhah has done well— he always acts weU, but “ that’s another 
story”- in reviving Bavid Garrick, “He may take his little 
Davy,” as to that. 

Mrs. R. heard someone one say that I Rantzau was going to be 
produced at Covent Garden. “Ah I” exclaimed our iriend, “I 
daresay someone willgiveanimitation of some old-fashioned tragedian. 
Very good title, ‘ I Bant So J ’ ” 

International Compliment.— In grateful and honouring remem- 
brance of Sir Charles Russell’s stay in Paris, it is proposed to change 
the name of the “Pkcc du CarrouseV^ to that of Place de 
C. Bussell:^ 

Linlithgowshire.— last Friday from the Hope of the 
TIniowsts,—l ’m in,— Ure not. 
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ROBERT ON THE WEATHER. 

It was horful I 
Wen one ’s atome one can do 
pretty mnch. as one likes, that 
IS to say, pretty nmch as one’s 
better nari will let yon, and set 
in. your shirt sleeves. But how 
about an ed Waiter at a 
skmmpshus dinner ? Let any 
kind Kristian sole try to emagin 
my feelings on the seUebrated 
Munday, as was sed to be the 
ottest day as ever was, when I 
had to be drest in my werry 
fullest, and werry titest, of 
full dress, . and a waiting for 
ours and ours at one of the 
werry grandest of grand din- 
ners as I has had to wait at aU 
this busy season I 
In course I don’t at all kno 
how I looked all thro them 
melting howers, but I do no 
how I felt, and that was as if 
I was gradewally melting 
away! 

But I coudent take my esto- 
nished eyes off my three werry 
stout G-ents, and they was sites 
to see if ever Gents was 1 The 
effecs of the werry ot Turtel 
SouPf was sumthink pozzi- 
tively startling, and yet two 
on cm had a second elp I 
There was jest one great 
blessing as we owed to the 
Heat, md that was, it so 
bootifully shortened the long 
speecfes I The fact was that 
everybody was so dredful hot, 
that nobody had the pluck left 
to cheer, but all sat still and 
tried to listen to the poor 
Chairman, who, being ever so 
much hotter than the werry 
hottest on em, had the werry 
gratest dilRculty in keeping 
the pot a biling, as we used to 
say at school. 

Judgin from my xperience 
of that briling hot Munday, I 
shoud say, that the proper time 
for that werry grandest thing 
in natur, a reely grand Dinner, 
is a grand Winter’s Night, 
Eobbst. 



OVERHEARD AT THE OVAL 

( When Mr, Jtanjitsinhji, the 
Rindoo Cambridge Cricketer^ 
went to the wickets,) 

Give ’im a rouser I Don’t be 
stingy! , ^ ^ , 

Smart young batsman! 
Comes from Ingy. 

Name ? Oh, something, Euir- 
GIT-SINUY I 

Slogs, Sir, if ’is skin is 
dingy! 

like to see the trim young 
’Indoo 

Swipe a sixer through yon 
window, 

Same as TnomsTTON did some 
years ago. 

Saw ’im do it, Sir ! ! ! 0, 
^ere a go I 

Run out! Only three!! A 


pity ! ! I 
Well young Dusky’s style 
is pritty ! 

Shapes well, don’t ’e? at the 
wicket ! . . , 

Fancy, Ingy play in’ Cricket! 
Dark’uns play as well aspaley 
’uns. 

Rujs'-git scored agin the 
Orsetralyuns. 

Fields a good’un, a safe catch, 
Sir! 

’J^’ll come off in the next 
match, Sir. 

Wich may I be there to see it ! 
Links the Hempire ? Ah ! 
so be it I 

Ere ’s to Hengland, then, and 
Ingy, 

And good ’ealth to Euit-git- 
siNGX ! ! ! 

“ They Doij’t Mahagb 
THESE Things Bbttee in 
Fbance.” — A fter a row in the 
House of Commons the Ee- 
■ porters send “minutes” to 
: their papers; but after a 
5 “ scene ” in the French 
Chambers the Principals send 
, “seconds” to one another. 
5 Time is better occupied in 
3 the former than in the latter 
case. 


FOREWARNED 

Claude Merridew, Leader ette^writer, Liemewer^ dkc. (sentimentally), “Whbn- 
BVEB I THINK OF AlTHSA, MiSS VaNSITTART I MEAN, I AM IRRESISTIBLY 
BEMINDED OF THOSE MATCHLESS WORBS OF StBBLE’S— ‘ To LOVE HER WAS 
A Liberal Education.’ ” ^ -.r 

Alayifollomng the idea with dipnaty^^ “That’s all right, Old Man, 
THAT^S ALL RIGHT, ’COURSE I KNOW A LOT OF YOU WRITIN’ GffAPS ARB 
LIKE THAT, BUT I THINK I OUGHT TO TELL YOU THAT HER FATHER IS 

ONE OP THE Head Johnnies in the Primrose League.” 


THE M.P.’s P.M. 

(By a Meynb&t who has heard about The Tea-on-the-Terrace Session, ) 
I ’d like to be slung in my Hammock at home, with iced-cup, and 
currants, and cherries, ^ 

Or perched in the cosy Payilion at Lords a-watctog &BA CE. 

Gippen, or Feeeis ; , (Tea-on- &e-Terrace I 

But since I must stick in hot J une to the House, I fall hack upon 

Within there seems nothing hut heat and hot rows ; 

Amendments, not meant to amend, but to chouse ; 

A mountain of talk with an issue of mouse ; 

Tim Healy and Habcourt, much noise, and small nous,^ ^ 

Better T on the Terrace than H in the House I 
So haa, Mazawattee, and Maud’s Imly — J*®™ 

And here let me stroll, sprawl, or sip, till the Bell hales me in to 
Division I 

His CHEP-n’CEnTEE.— Mr. Luke Fildbs, K.A.., is painting a 
portrait of the Princess of "Wales. This pictoe, says a pwagranh 
in the Times, is to he “ a three-quarter length, to the knees. The 
eminent artist ‘wUl be justified lu describing this 'work as one he 
can never surpass, or the “ knee plus ultra, 

Paeadoxioax.— I n what sense does a w^-bronght-np girl of 
eighteen differ from a hardened criimna] of ? In no sense. 
(“ Inmeence"—" with the accent on the no.’ ”) 


PUFF, PUFF! 

[A banq^uet of Adyertisers is shortly to be held.] 

To think of five-score puffers aU seated at a table, 

A-pufiBng one another just as hard as they are able : 

And each one jnst contriving (with a cunning eye to pelt}, 

While he sings his neighbours’ eulogies, to advertise mmseii. 

What heights of noble courtesy— no common folk could reacn 

When C-rt-r’s little liver piUs say pleasant things of B-ch-m ! 

And Mr. K-ne declares aloud, ** 1 swear upon my soul, man, 
Whene’er I eat my beef at home I season it with ^lm-n. 

And Sozodont, not left behind in compliments by K-nb, 

Says he polishes his wisdom teeth with fragrant h loriline. 

And Anti- Stiff declares his faith— which causes a sensation 
IuEli-m-n’s, the muscle-friend’e, delightful embrocation. 

And Mrs. W-nsl-w— bless her heart, the name just makes me 

Holds n^ht in aU the world can match with Mother S-g-l’s 

And L^RL-gh < 3 [uite out shouts them all, **No mere saline fo 

I always cure the mullygruhs by drii^ng quarts of E-o. 

And finally the Sunlight Soap— I wish I had some saares— 

With tears of j”oy proclaims the name and fame of Messrs. r-RS. 

In short, I wish my feeble tongue more faithf^y oo^d utter 
The thoughts evoked by dwelling on this feast of mutual butter. 


VOL. erv. 




w^M.SnT’-'^^' Efff^,!a:”"“ ssfSL) 

;^few y«.tbM •■.t™^.. »“ ™“ - l*- !>««». ‘ iid^Sonto rf -0..-T„ 




July 1 , 1893 .] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


Why did I abandon 
Wbat would sound so grand on 
M7 old piano with tne saSron keys P 

I ’ve beard trumps blowing, 

When to battle going, 

(And battle trumps can kick up a shine !) 
But their brazen blaring, 

Though a call to daring. 

My old piano was less sweet than thine. 

My memory lingers 

On those fleet ‘^Five Fingers ” 

Battled down the keyboard in bold notes 
free. 

Oh boys, toil-scoming. 

In life’s gay morning, 

Do pray take warning by the likes 0’ Me ! 

Of work I grew sick, 

And abandoned Music^ 

(That best companion through a life of 
care). 

Or I might haye been, boys, 

Not the “ Prince” you’ve seen, boys, 

But—a Herr Professor with eiuber..nt 
hair ! 1 1 

I might have “ wallopped ” 

The keys, and galloped 
Up and down the octaves like a Uhlan 
charge ; 

Been weird and dusky, 

A la PADEEEWSKr. 

With a shock 01 snake-looks very fine and 
large ! 

Ach I Conceive me spanking 
The keys, and yanking 
The Future’sMusic up and down the gamut, 
With “ vim ” victorious. 

And “ go ” quite glorious 
As hard as ever 1 could **cram and 
lam ut ” 

(To put it Pat-like). 

Ah ! to think I sat like 
A male Saint Cecilia, and sonatas played : 
And then chucked my chance 
Just to—smash up France, 

And then fail in that I am half afraid I 

What charms environ 
Mere “ Blood and Iron,” 

Compared with Music —which, they say, 
soothes savages — 

B'one can impugn it, I 
Shaped Q-erman Unity, 

And amidst her enemies spread rows and 
ravages, 

But I ’ve missed the glory 
Of the Musical Soiree. 

I’m extremely sorry I To be Europe's 
terror. 

I’ve lost“greetings hearty 
At an Evening Psity I 
Ach! boys, take warning by my woeful 
error I ! I 


A Fishy Business.— According to the 
Daily Telegraph of Tuesday, June 20, a ter- 
rible tragedy was enacted within the bound- 
aries of the basin of the fountain in Fountain 
Court, Temple. An illegal sparrow went to 
drink. Two legal fish got hold of the bird’s 
legs, pulled mm into the water, and the 
unhappy bird, not finding himself in his 
element, was drowned. His last words were, 
“In Fountain— Caught I ” and so he expired. 


“BniNGHNaHiMnowNTO ‘Dots.’”— In the 
Times report of the Qatty v. Farquharson 
case, Mr. FAHQUHiBSON is reported as saying, 
in his evidence, “ JT certainly did dot originate 
them»^* From this it will be gathered that 
poor Mr. FinquHiJasoN bust ’ave ’ad a bad 
cold id ’is ’ed whel he prodondced “ not” as 
“dot.” 



THE VERY COMPLETE ANCLERESS. 

[*‘Miss Counblix Crosby, of Maine, is said to 
have cai^ht 62 trout in 64 minutes.*' 

Illuitrated Sporting and Dramatic News,'] 

With anxious look and wear;^ sigh 
We wait imploringly for rain, 

We bring the most attractive fly, 

And make our skilful casts in vain ; 

Indeed, we weU-oontented feel, 

With burning sky, and water low. 

If hours of toil should bring our creel 
A poor half-dozen brace or so. 

But Miss CoBNELii. Ceosby, she 
Who comes from Maine, much-favoured 
place, 

I Where must the trout abundant be. 

Can catch them at a wondrous pace ; 


What bard could ask a loftier theme, 
What artist could a nobler wish, 

Than this fair lady at the stream, 

Who every minute scores a fish? 

Astute CoBNBLU, you who land 
The strangely unsuspecting trout. 
Assist us here to understand 
The means whereby you pull them out ; 
0 can it be, for only thus 
That crux of time can well be met, 
You land your fidty (pardon us 
The bold suggestion) with a net f 


Most Abpeopbute Hame.— The Secretary 
of the Yoluntary Early Closing Association 
is “ Mr. l^STAin.” Perfect I “ Rest all and 
be thankful I” 
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ETCQCMncr niT DARI lAMPMT douUs whether he quite comes up to the standard of the Ma.kb:iss, 

EbbEIMOfc Uh KAKLIAIYIthl I . failiT^g somewhat in the easeful power with which that inheritor of 

EITBACTED FKOM THE DIAET OF TOBY M.P. the traditions of the spacious times of Elizabeth wields the 

Home of Commons^ Monday^ June 19.— Henry James, custom- Parliamentary broadsword, slicingr a lemon held on the palm of 

arily a canny man, put his foot in it to-night. Taking his turn Rosebery^s unfaltering hand, or hewing Mr. Q-. in pieces before the 

in contribution to talk round Amendment to Home-Rule Bill Lords. 

dealing with Habeas These remarks, probably unconsciously, tinged with j ealousy . Last 
\ Corpus, appealed to Session Wolmer was one of these Whips, coming and going hatless, 

his “Right Hon. in the Lobby. How he sits among the elders, helping Henry James on 
/ friend ” the Pre- knottypoints of law, and giving Joey C., a wrinkle on Parliamentary 

( whether strategy. Even Heneaoe looks up to him ; Lubbock consults hiin 

r f particular on the mysteries of finance ; and Jesse Collings regards him with 

I ^ ^ gratification in re- fatherly pride. To-night he moved two successive amendments on 

( flection upon his the Home-Rule Bill, in course of remarks teaching Bryce a thing or 

^ suspension of the two about American Constitution, and giving Mr. Q-. pause as to the 

C' ^ M Habeas Corpus Act relations of Colonial Legislatures with the Imperial Parliament. 

^ ^ House not “It’s all very well,” said Anstruther moodily, ‘ ‘ a fellow coming 

V very full at moment; out like this when he’s got no whipping to do. Yery different for 

\ Mr. Q-.^ back from nous autres; on the go all day, by the door all night. We are the 

hasty dinner, appa- grubs, he’s the butterfly. What I fear is probable effect upon 
1 rently asleep on Bobby Spencer. I had my eye on him whilstWoLMER was speak- 
-*=3 ^ / 1 Treasury Bench, ing. Saw the colour flush his young cheek, ambition glower m his 

ordinarily placid eyes. Expect before the Session’s out we shall 


If Treasury Bench, ing. Saw the colour flush his young cheek, ambition glower m his 
Not for first time ordinarily placid eyes. Expect before the Session’s out we shall 
iu Parliamentary have Bobby addressing the House on bi-metallism, or reviewing 
histor}r confirmed Russell’s management of the case for Q-reat Britain before the 
WZ tradition that he Behring Sea Court of Arbitration. In my opinion the cobbler should 

sleeps with one eye stick to his last, and the Whip to the Lobby.” 

Opposition This again is jealousy, a frailty which sometimes affects the 
\ loudly cheered this noblest minds. 

m iff home -thrust from Business done > — Committee on Home-Rule Bill varied by slight 

-S ' James. ^ Through attack of swine fever breaking out amongst Eellowes on Benches 

Q-angway, behind Chaplin. Grand Young Gardner 
shouting was plainly vigorously stamped it out. 

heard Mr. G.'s voice ^ Thursday , — House droned along hour after hour, further discuss- 
AS he turned upon ing Fourth Clause Home-Rule BiU. As is shown when Division Bell 
^ the man he had once rings, more than 500 Members on premises or within precincts. 
KA- JO made Atk^ney- Last place to find them is in House, listening to Bartley, Carson, 

Amusement of the missing Jabez S. Balfour at reading smd, Solicitor-General, or T. W. RusSELL. Terrace still maintains its 

the report of Mr. Gladstone’s speech last Thursday, withering position as centre of attraction. Hew rule been in force all week, 

in which he forgot the name of tine Liberator Society, scorn. You were a Part of Terrace to left of doorway marked off for mankind. Ho 

S'tas'r ' “• Tr‘'“ A' wrssss Msj'Sf bi 

^ asleep, peroemd how enemy had delivered himself notice board such as is nsed when the street is “up.” ^ If you look 

rIKlf '}^ SS^'CC,s,te.7S‘it‘lsS‘a^^/bi&: 

makes mistakes. “ My Right Hon. friend,” ^ r" 

he continued, with eloquent tears in his voice, . J ) 

*^ways^ fo un^ me faithful to him when in 

^ Yes, Mr. G. admitted that; hut pointed out * 

m one of those extemporaneous outbursts ^ li\ . 'fi o/ffr 

ano^er^ Xry ^ H^Si ^ s^ech, th^ that was | 

tacle of the^ Att^mstey-General of Govern- ^ 

on account of particular measure introduced .. 
in Commons, and passed with the concurrence v \ 
and approval of his followers, more particu- 

larly those seated on Treasury Bench. A JS " ^ 

soothing scene whilst it lasted ; a swift gather- I iriTlillfflmll 

ingandmightyhurstingof storm, momentarily ^ 

clearing oppressively^duR atmosphere. j| MwWL 

— Henry^ James wishes he I J B r 

Dsedtob^one of them, you rememlber, aiS j : | 

reflection, that it was not well to give^^^ to 1 . ' s 1 iP ^ \ 

Whips’ room what was meant for House of \\Sv^ fw 

^mmons. Political stage always clearing off An ... ’ J I l-l: I 

its great 3 en; room ever found for new / f/ i 

recruit. If anything in him, his welcome /m 

warm, and his success assured. In dead xin- 1 

^ppy night, when rain was on the roof, Ik V^F 

WoLMER oppressed with his responsibilities. LrKA-JoKo 

They are certainly great. “Sidney’s sister, ■ "w 

P^BROKE s mother,” is a gracious figure _ 

mat lives in history handicapped with such Time v. Tim. Midnight, Thursday, June 22.—** The Hour (midnight) and the Man ^ ” 

SSd“,1 Ufn. ’ » «ne <b™h uiot 

wmildiiot look TO mpomi; m 'WiKilM.b. ivatm Cmimmini Sm t, ianr,” aid tba Ei-LiOTl«mat-aenni»r 






LrKA-JoKo 


Time v. Tim. Midnight, Thursday, June 22.—** The Hour (midnight) and the Man ! ” 
** Time cut him short, for, he it understood, 

He would have spoke much longer, if he could.” 
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THE SCIENCE OF THERE 
AND BACK 

DEAJt i£R, Puitch:,—! notice 
that there has reoentlj been a 
correspondence in the papers 
abont “outwitting the Post 
Office.’^ 

I fancy all you haye to do 
if you want to register a 
letter is not to pay for it. Send 
it without a stamp and the 
G.P.O. will follow it up until 
someone defrays the cost of 
transport at tne other end. 
This h^ sugrgested to me the 
best means oi obtaining an in- 
teryiew with anyone you wish 
to see. Say that your name is 
Bnownr, and you liye at Cam- 
berwell. Tour first yist is to 
General Hay, You wish to see 
him on some subject or other. 
You call at his priyate resi- 
dence, and send up your name, 
and add that you are from 
“the War Office, Pall MaU.” 
You are admitted at once. Say 
you wish to see Admiral Bee. 
All you haye to do in his case is 
to say boldly that you haye 
come from the Admiralty, If 
you know him to be disinclined 
to see yisi tors, add that you are 
the First Lord. If you want 
to see a clergyman, giye the 
name of his bishop ; an eminent 
barrister, the €q[umly eminent 
name of a celebrated solicitor. 
Desirous of meeting an author, 
send in the card of a publisher ; 
and if you^ want to get a few 
minutes priyate chat with a 
doctor you might do worse 
than introduce yourself as the 
representative oi a firm of emi- 
nent undertakers. But these 
are the ways to enter. Tour 
exit will even be speedier. 

Tours ever, c 

Ktcked-Oxjt. 



§xlkxt 

Author of the Immortal Natural 
History of Selbomef 

Died Juiste 26, 1793. 

Centenabies come and go, 
Times for talk, and scenes of 
show, — 

Heroes, conquerors, poets, 
sages, — 

But thy book’s perennial pages, 
Gentle Gilbeet, shall outlast 
Many a Fame whose brazen 
blast 

Tortures ears that would far 
rather 

Close to their thrasonic blather. 
And in Selboeise’s grassy hol- 
lows. 

List the twitter of thy swal- 
lows I 

Chronicler, afar from strife. 

Of the quiet country life, 
Natmralist as sage as simple, 
While leaves whisper, and 
brooks dimple, 

While bird-song and blossom- 
story 

Still bewitch, thy gentle glory 
Shall be the peculiar ijleasure 
Of all lovers of wise leisure. 
Time’s moss-growths hide not 
thy name 

On the tablets of true fame. 


FESTINA LENTE. 

I M AFRAID I SHALL LOSE MT TrAIH. Don’t TOXT THINK YOU 
COULD GO A LITTLE P ASTER, OONDUOTOB?” 

“No, MumI Remember you ain’t on a Fire-Engine to-day! 


Question foe Legal Ex-' 
AMiNATioN Papee.— Would not 
a Lady, femme sole or not, 
be justified in refusing to obey '■ 
a Man-damusf^^ Is & Wo- 
man-damus ever issued ? and 
when ? 1 

CuEE FOE Smoke. — - Baron 
Peofumo, the intending Liberal 
Candidate for Peokham, with- 
drew from the contest last 
week. So the candidature of 
Peofumo ends In, fumo. 


IN THE DOLDEUMS. 

(A OU Sailor' 3 •' ChaTUy" wUh a New Applicaiim.) 

the equator, aboimding in calms, 
“U Progress toi 

— “ Good-dySf fmre ye well I 
8oh. It’g of a stout larHe, a vessel of fame, 

pnll ye weU I A eooi try, pull ye well 1 
8olo. ^e ’s a bonny stout barkie— t£e Sotm ffw fe ’H her name 
C»on«. Huitahmyboysl m’xebound^I 

^ westward, wbere stormy winds blow, 

Bound away in the Some Mule, to the westward we ’ll go. 

3. Oh whm we we hauling right out of the dock. 

How the cnnous spectators on the pier-head di^ flo(& I 

^ three kudcheeM when with yeo-ho-heave-ho 1 

Bound away in the Some Buie to the westward we ’d go. 

5. But now we are lying in the Doldrums far east. 

And of visible progress we soaroe make the 

6. Bw &e dev is like fire, and tie ocean like dL 
And light baffling breezes mock the mariners’ toil. 

4^5 ^?®*^k2?>*trootitai, rives a hitoh with his tail. 

And we don t shift a qiar, and we can’t fill a aail. 

w ^ SHpper looka cieery enough: 

But Qua lobskuUy drifting IS aU bloomin’ stuff I ® 

^ a-drowse. and the hot waves a-wohhle ; 

We shall get, if things change not, in a doose of a hohUe. 


yj>y the fish of the ocean, as they swim to and fro. 

Wink at us with hoptios like a staring round 0. 

11. As though saying, “ If you don’t go a-head and near shore. 
Some Rule wiU be behind, as it’s oft been before I “ 

12. Ah ! R ’s aU mighty fine for our magnanimous Old Skipper 
To take things as easy as in dressing-gownd and slipper ! 

instead of full canvas and a fair wind brisk blowing, 

We ’ye to lower the dinghey and hetake us to towing I 

14. We ’re supposed to be steering for the wild Irish shore, 

But our passengers are all sick — and our new mates all sore ! 

15. Here ’s a health to the Captain, and all his hraye crew, 

Here ’s a health to the Some Rule and the passengers too I 

16. ^tiy still in our Captain we ^re expected to believe, 

Se had better play that card [if he ’s got one) up his sleeve ! 

CoLOU^BiE Teems. — Black and White are not “ colours.’’ It is, 
gien, qmte emneous to speak of a Nigger as a “ Coloured man.’^ 
Hiyidently he is no more coloured than a wnite man— less so, indeed. 

Feom Oue Incomletb Recitee.— Sir. can you tell me where I 
can find the couplet complete to which this line and a half belongs ? 

- “ AU the art I know 

To keep men happy, is to make them sew.” 

“Yeey Dng^lant,” axroTH Mes. R.— “The other afternoon a 
well-:toojm cricketer, whose name,” said Mrs. R., indignantly, 
o^ht to be made public, actually, as I am informed, howled a 
maiden over, and never picked her up or apologised I ” 



“IN THE DOLDEUMS.” 

Will H-bc-bt {sings). “ ATTD NOW WE ’EE ALL SAILING EOE THE WILD IRISH SHORE, 

OUR PASSENGERS ALL SICX, AND OUR MESSMATES ALL SORE,” 

The DoIiDrums. A part of the ocean near the Equator abounding ia calms, sgtiiaUs, and HgM baffling winds, wbiob sometimes prevent aU progress for weeks JHcH 
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ENGLAND’S LAMENT 

For the loss of tJie Iron-clad Flag-shijp ** Victoria,'* rammed accidentally ly her consort KM.8, '' Oam^&rdown;' and sunlc of Tripoli, with 

the loss of Admiral Tryon and some 400 of her Crew, June 22, 1893. 


“Toll for the braye!” Ah I not since 
CowPEE sang 

“The Royal George,” when round the land 
there rang 
One universal plaint, 

Has sorrow stricken thus onr sea-girt isle, 
With news that chills the glow of woman’s 
smile, 

And makes the man’s heart faint I 


Lost, lost I Four hundred glad and gallant 
lives, 

At one chance stroke I Yainly the spirit 
strives 

To stand against the shock. 

Not summoned swift to fall in battle brave, 

Not, storm-confonnded, whelmed beneath 
the wave, 

Or dashed upon the rock. 


Teton-, like Kempenpbldt, sank near the 
shore, 

And that brave crew the fated vessel bore. 
Stricken by friends, went down. 

They led no charge, they rushed upon no 
foe; 

But England mourns the loss, and she will 
know 

How to award the crown. 


As though a sudden storm from Heaven’s 
clear blue [strew 

Should shock the earth unheralded^ and 
The shore with hideous wreck, 

So England’s great and grievous loss assails 
Our unforeboding souls, the brave cheek pales, 
And bows the proudest neck. 


But dragged, from Admiral to Gunner, down 
To death in peaceful waters, doomed to 
drown 

Unwarned and unaware. 

Oh, gallant TetokI oh, great-hearted host I 
Ei^Iand’s lament for English souls so lost 
Saddens the summer air! 


Toll for the brave I And let a reverent sigh 
Of silent, but most heart-felt sympathy 
* Rise from each British breast 
For those whose kindred and whose comrades 
true 

Beneath the inland ocean’s waters blue 
Sleep honoured and at rest I 


AD EXAMINATOEEM. 

{By an Fnraged Undergraduate,) 

Look here, I have stood a good deal 
From other tormentors and you. 

But now I decidedly feel 
That a vigorous protest is due ; 

Such feats as your latest success 
Are not to be tamely endured. 

And if ever we meet in the college or street 
I’ll hope, for your sake, you’re insured I 

You ’ve ploughed me agam and again 
In papers of intricate kind, 

A fact, to be perfectly plain, 

Which did not much trouble my mind. 
For, having impressed them at home 
With the standard examiners ask, 

I had led them to see that to gain a degree 
Is an almost impossible task. 

But you, and the rest of your kind, 
Conferred in the Senate, and then 
A vile resolution designed 
That women be placed with the men I 
And what is the consequence, please, 

^ Which thus you ’ve absurdly allowed? < 
y^ister, alas I has obtained a first class, 
While 1, Sir, am utterly ploughed I 

That sister whom, up to this day, 

I always despised as a “ crock ” I 
0 what will my relatives say, 

And how my acquaintance will mock I 
Meanwhile, Sir, I send you a hint 
That I owe you a certain amount, 

And I eagerly wait for a suitable date 
To settle our little account I 


PLEADEES AT PLAT. 

Scene— of one of the Inns of Court, 
during the progress of a Barristers^ Strike, 
organised after the recent Spanish model. 
Strike Committee'^ consisting of Bench- 
ers, Queen's Counsel, and representatives 
of Junior Bar, in consultation, 

Mr, Feetail, Q, C. How much does our 
Strike Fund amount to at present ? 

Mr, Bluehag {Organising Secretary), 
Only £500, I fear. The public are not sub- 
scribing at all readily, in spite of the fact 
that collecting-boxes are placed outside the 
Bankruptcy Court, the Central Criminal 
Court, and other likely spots, and that the 
wives of several struggling young Barristers 
are stationed at various street- corners in the 
more fashionable suburbs soliciting help. 

Mr, Feetail, Q,C, {gloomily). Then we 
shaR only be able to pay seven and six- 
pence on Saturday night to the strikers. Is 
there any confirmation of the report that the 



IN THE “ RESTORED ANTiaUITIES ” 
DEPARTMENT OF THE IMPERIAL 
INSTITUTE. A.D. 2500. 


Loed ChancElloe is importing American 
Counsel as blacklegs ? 

Mr, Bluehag, It ’s quite true. A wag- 
gonette containing twenty of them has within 
the last hour, been driven up to the entrance 
of the Law Courts, {Groans^ I am glad, 
however, to say that the very strong picket 
stationed there, consisting of University 
athletes taken from'the ranks of the newly- 
called, have proved quite equal to dealing 
with them. {Cheers, and cries of Bourn 
with Free Labour I'*) Yes, those of them 
that are not removed to the hospitals are on 
their way back to' America by first steamer. 

^Laughter and cheers, 

Mr, Feetail, Q,C. {with more cheerful- 
ness), Well, that's satisfactory, anyhow. I 
shonld have thought that the total failure 
of the Lobd Chancellob’s attempt to bring a 
boat-load of Indian “ vakeels ” to plead in our 
Courts would have been a lesson to him. And 


how is the system of litigants conducting 
their own cases succeeding r 
Mr, Bluehag, I am pleased to say, as badly 
as might have been expected. A case that 
ought to last three days now takes thirty. 
Plaintiff and Defendant occupy the benches 
set apart for Queen’s Counsel (Zowd cries of 
Shame!"), and are separated by a strong 
iron partition, which has recently been 
erected. The accumulation of arrears is 
frightful. Several Judges who are known 
to ibe privately favourable to us don’t begin 
hearing cases rail twelve, and rise punotu^y 
at three. [Sympathetic cheering, 

Mr, . Feetail, Q, C, {rising). That ’s ^ 
right. Nothing else to settle, is there ? Oh, 
I may as well mention that Mr. Alderman 
Tillett wiR address the strikers at three 
o’clock to-moirow afternoon, in the Inner 
Temple Gardens, on “How to treat legal 
Blacklegs,” and it has been unanimously 
decided to elect Mm and Messrs. John 
Bubns, Tom Mann, and Keie-Haedib, as 
Benchers of the Honourable Society on con- 
dition that th^ wiR get a weekly levy in aid 
of our Strike Fund, from their trades. 

[Cheers, and the Committee disperses. 


ALL IN (FRENCH) PLAT. 

Scene— D rwry Lane Theatre, French play 
iust over. Audience enthusiastic. 

First Enthusiast, Are they not wonderful? 
Second Bnth, I should thinkso! Splendid! 
So different to our people ! 

First Enth, And they are very proud of 
their native authors, you know — ^they consider 
Moliebe and Racine the peers of Shak- 

SPEAEE, 

Second Enth, Ah, I dpesay. By the way, 
do you know what Moliebe and Racine and 
aR that lot wrote ? 

First Enth, Oh, a heap of things. I forget 
exactly what. Let me see, wasn’t Tammg 
the Shrew theirs ? 

Second Enth, Yos—{hesitatingly)-si least 
I tbiTik so, and [vaguely) Shakspeaee did a 
version of it afterwards. 

Firsit Enth, Ah, very likely. They were 
awfuRy good to-night. 

Second Enth, Oh, capital. But I lost my 
programme, and it ’s always difiicultto follow 
French just at first. ‘ Can you lend me your 
playbiR ? 

First Enth, Yery sorry, lost mine too. 
What was it aR about ? 

Second Enth, WeU (frankly) I haven’t 
the faintest idea. 

First Enth, More have I. But the whole 
thing is splendid I 
Second Enth, First rat© I 

Exeunt severally. 
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Acton Bst, 167 
Ad Examinatorem, 309 
Admiral's Doom (The), 285 
Advertisement’s Adversaries, 161 
Advice to a Young Party Scribe, 169 
After the Banquets are over, 294 
After the Volunteer Review, 157 
“ Again we come to thee, Savoy 1 ’* 42 
“ All a-blowing I ” 188, 216 
All in (French) Play, 309 
All Round the “May” Week at Cam- 
bridge, 292 

“ All ’8 Well that Ends Well,” 45 
Among the Savoyards, 257 
“ Angling,” 270 
Aniline, 237 

Anti-Epidemic Treatment, 228 

Anti ?(The), 66 

“Apparent Failure,” 1 
Appeal for Inspiration (An), 241 
Appreciation of Gold (The), 69 
Ars Longissima, 265 
“ Art, how she is Learned,” 154 
Assault (The), 126 

At an Afternoon Entertainment, 160 

At Ancient Drury, 4 

At the Confectioner's, 148 

At the New Gallery, 244 

At the Westminster “ Tournament,” 270 

“ At the Window,” 89 

Author (The), 169 

Back to School, 162 

Ballade of an Oxonian, 261] 

Ballad of Wealthy Wooing (A), 97 
B. and S. Drama at the Adelphi, 189 
“ Bang went Saxpence 1 ’* 1 
Bank Note (A), 65 
Basqueing in a New Language, 17 
Beastly Superiority, 78 
Becket, not a Becket (The), 81 
Before the Private View, 197 
Between the Rounds, 114 
Big Lion among the Little 'Uns (A), 90 
Biography k la Mode, 277 
Bow-wow Days (The), 292 
Brighton Boors, 125 
Babble Shop (The), 146 
Building the Snow Man 18 
Buridan’s Ass, 74 
Business Letter (A), 241 
Butters Buttered, 13 
By George 1 193 
Candid Friend (A), 73 
Charley's Old 'Aunt at the Royalty, 40 
Cheap at any Price, 183 
Oit to Sir John (A), 264 
Civil Note for the Military (A), 245 
Clerical Outcomes, 186 
Coleridge adapted to a Current Contro- 
veny 298 

Coming Car (The), 277 
Coming Coal-Scuttle (The), 117 
Coming of the Bogeys (The), 27 
Complaint (A), 264 

Complaint and Simple Ilemedy (A), 129 


Conversational Hints to Young Shooters, ' 
22, 25, 37, 69 
Court Out 1 201 
Cracked I 278 
Credit without Cash, 195 
Crinoline, 21 

Cry of the Cue-ist (The), 157 
Curiously Appropriate Conjunction of 
Names, 1 

“ Cut and Come Again,” 12 
Dark Saying (A), 27 
Dearth of Dancing-men, 57 
Dearth of Geniuses (The), 2' 6 
Delicate Question (A), 160 
Delicate Request (A), 72 
Dentist’s Chair (The), 257 
Depreciation of Gold, 41 
Derby Dreams up to Date, 261 
Derby “Sweep;” or, The Gipsy’s Warn- 
ing (The), 258 

Der Cophetualischehoohzeitverein, 98 
Descent into the Maelstrom (The), 88 
Designs for Mi-CarSme, 87 
Diary of a “H. D.,’’23S 
Dirge of the Diner-Out (The), 257 
Discovered in Drury Lane, 72 
Dole-ful Prospect (A), 93 
Double Ballade of Proper Names, 178 
“ Down among the Dead Men,” lOi 
Dramatic without being Stagey, 65 
Drury Lane Opera Record, 201 
Dwarfs, 29 

Early and Late, 181 
Easter Regulations for Volunteers, 153 
“ Ecclesiastical Intelligence,” 197 
Elevating the Masses, I84 
Eligible Parti (An), 113 
Emphasis Gratii, 66 
Employment for the Unemployed, 61 
“Encore, Aladdin !” 17 
End of the Drought (The), 243 
England’s Lament, 809 
English as she is Spoke, 217 
English-French Embassadore at the Man- 
shun House (The), 125 
En Philosophe, 288 

Essence of Parliament, 58 70, 83, 94, 106, 
118, 130, 142, 154, 166, 178, 190,202,208, 
220, 238, 250, 274, 286, 298, 804 
“ Eternal Feminine ” (The). 60 
Ethnographical Alphabet, 30 
Evident, 73 

“ Facts and Figures,” 58 

Fair Play at the World’s Fair, 266 

Falbulous 1 201 

Far too Previous, 137 

Figaro in Egypt, 278 

Finality, 87 

First Bal Masqnd of the Season (The), 63 

Fisherman and the Genius (The), 54 

Flowers of Fashion, 213 

For a Byronic Exam., 42 

Fox and the Guinea Pigs (The), 171 

French “ Serpentine Dance ” (The), 6 

From a Modem English Exam. Paper, 25 


F. R, S. s Vade Mecum (The), 274 
Full Measure of Justice (A), 113 
Farther Fall in Irish Stocks, 101 
Future hoped by Hawkins (The), 207 
Fytte of the Blues (A), 129 
Gee Ho, Goschen I 158 
Genuine Building Society (A), 111 
Genuine Philanihxopist (A), 147 • 

Gilbert White, 306 

Gladstone’s Aside on the Irish Members, 
SO 

“ Going,” but not “ Gone,” 265 

“Going Strong,” 41 

Good Sir John, 292 

“Happiness in Folkestone,” 111 

Hare-ing his Diplomacy, 100 

Haymarket Hypatia (The), 28 

Heatiien Chinee in the House (The), 183 

Her “ Day of Rest,” 188 

Her First Appearance, SO 

Her Way of Putting it, 43 

Hibernia Victrix, 256 

His Little Game at the Comedy, 60 

Hitherto Unreported, 111 

Holiday Tasks for the Recess, 160 

Home, Cheap Home I 123 

“Home, Sweet Home I" 87 

Horace in London, 264 

House that Bill (Sykes) Burgled (The), 89 

How it strikes “The Contemporary,” 133 

How it would Look in English, 138 

How not to Do it, 177 

How '8 that for— High-Tea ? 233 

ICHABODi 73 

Idyll of the Crowd (An), 9 
In a Pickwickian Sense, 61 
In a Tight Place, 282 

Inaudible Proceedings at the Hotel Vic- 
toria, 245 

Inderwickedness, 97 

Infant’s Guide to Knowledge (The). 16, 72 
In Memoriam— “ The Devil’s Own,” 217 
In Sheffield Park, 281 
In the Doldrums, 806 
In the Key of Ruthene, 210 
Is Science Played Out ? 51 
Just for the Pun of the Thing, 293 
Lady Visitor (The), 267 
Lament of the (would-be) Irish Emigrant, 
49 

Lapsus Linguse, 27 
Last Light (The), 61 
Last Straw (A), 101 
Last Woman (The), 61 
Latest from the “ Gilbert Islands,” 6 
Latest Paradox (The), 30 
Latest Trade Outrage (The), 30 
Lay of the (Music-Hall) Laureate (The), 38 
Legal Infant’s Guide to Knowledge (The), 
84 

Legal Query answered Satisfactorily, 150 
Les Eufanto de Moli6re k Londres, 297 
Letters to Abstractions, 173 
Liberator Lay (A), 145 
Liberty Loquitur, 198 


Lien^n the Lea (A), 196 
Lines on a Life-Belt, 97 
Lines on the Author of the Labour 
Bureau, 66 
Lion and Lamb, 159 
Liquid Air, 123 

Litigant’s Vade Mecum (The), 225, 250 
Lovely Cheese ; or, A Welsh Rare-bit, 98 
Lured from Lunch, 264 
Lusus Naturae, 73 

Man from Blankley’s (The), 34, 46, 52, 64 
76, 88, 99 
Manners, 246 

Mantle of Many Sins (The), 281 
Man who Would (The), 16 
Margarina, 58 

Mary-Anner on the Coming Mode, 75 
May 10, 1898, 222 
Melancholia, 194 

Mem. on the Behring-Sea Business, 221 
Merry Jest (A), 78 
Metropolitan Mayor’s Nest (Al, 63 
Minstrel Boy (The), 246 
Mischief I 42 

Mister Jacky’s Vade Mecum, 165 
Mixed Notions, 10, 49, 85, 109, 121, 141 
197, 217, 263 

Moan of Merry Christmas (A), 5 
Moan of the Two (Exchequer) Misers 
(The), 182 

Modem Martyr ; or, The Real “ Flowing 
Tide ” (The), 254 
Mon Cocher, 285 

Money-Boxing Kangaroo (The), 242 
Montagu Williams, 9 
More Power to Miss Cobbe, 231 
Mr. Gladstone’s Change of Name, 218 
Mr. Punch’s Child's Guide to Knowledge, 
105 

Mr. Punch to the Betrothed Pair, 219 
“ Much Ado about Nil,” 201 
Muse V. Mechanic, 219 
My Doctor, 181 
My Landscape, 9 
Nailed I 93 

Nana would not give me a Bow-wow 1 280 

New “ Arnold’s Exercise ” (A), 181 

New Bards and Old, 239 

New Coinage (The), 93 

Newest Humour (The), 60 

Newest Tale of a Tub, 228 

New (Norwegian) Nonsense Song, 105 

New Turn (A), 46 

Next Egyptian Lesson (The), 41 

Noble Self-Sacrifice, 166 

No Doubt as to the Answer, 105 

(Not) Hand in Glove, 276 

Novel, but not New, 4 

Nursery Rhyme for the Neo-Crinolinists, 

Nuts for Knutsford, 117 
Odds Bobbili, 241 

Old Frenchman and the Young (The), 96 
On a New Year’s Card, 6 
On an Old Quartette, 15 
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One for the Other Side, 117 
On th,e Income-Tax, 228 
On Three Poets, 21 

Opening of the Impeml Institute, 229 
Opera and Disestablishment, 106 
Opera Dmriolana, 177 
Operatic Notes, 249, 261, 269, 285, 289, 305 
Orleans Plnm (An), 106 
“OSinoSanr* 249 

Onr Booking-Office, 24, 29, 45, 5S, 72, 77, 
105, 111, 123, 125, 137, 161, 172, 181, 198, 
229, 262, 279, 298 
Our O'vim Ambassador, 234 
Out of Work, 51 
Overheard at the Oval, 301 
Pair of Spectacles (A), 221 
Panefol, 209 

Pathetic Lament (A), 206 
Patriotism at the Law Courts, 60 
‘*Per danma, per caedes,” Perambulator, 
183 

Phantasma-gore-ia ! 73 

Pick of the Pictures, 227 

Pick of the B.A. Pictures (The), 214, 226 

Pilgrim’s Progress (A), 174 

Pill-doctor Herdal, 112, 124, 186 

Plaint from Parnassus (A), 61 

Pleaders at Play, 309 

Plea of the Party Man (The), 137 

“Plucky” Answer (A), 93 

Polite Speaker (The), 90 

Political Meetings, 169 

Politics and Politeness, 225 

Politics and Trade, 137 

Politics in Play, 76 

Poor Man and his Beer (The), 171 

Popular Songs Re-song, 117 

Possible Bungler (A), 117 

Private View (The), 195 

Problem, 12 

Prodigious ! 277 

Prof- Whitewash’s Guide to History, 125 

Puff, Puff! 301 

Punch to Mr. Berrett, 281 

Put a Stop to it I 93 

Putting it Pleasantly, 102 

“Putting Off I” 138 

Q. E. D,, 221 

Queer Queries, 53, 72, 121, 157, ISO, 282 
Questions and Answers for a Criminal 
College, 372 

Quite a Chic Cargo 1 154 
Quite Another Thing, 107 
Quite the First Mrs. Tanqueray, 273 
Rages in Paris, 291 
Radical Biddle (A), 187 
“Railway Bates,” 48, 65 
Railway Servants’ Vade Mecum, 36, 48 
Real “ Diplomacy,” 96 
Recently-Elected R.A-’a (The), 238 
Reflection by a Reader of “Reminis- 
cences,” 16 
Rhyme by a Rad, 65 

Rhymes for Readers of Reminiscences, 78 

Rhymes on the Decay of Romance, 219 

Robert at the Boat-Race, 149 

Robert on the Great Question of the Day, 3 

Robert on the Weather, 801 

Robert with the Children at Gildhall, 29 

Robin Poor Fellow I 24 

Round the Royal Academy, 268 

Royal Rewards to Good Players, 159 

Sad, but True, 96 

Safe Predictions for the Year, 12 

Science of There and Back ^he), 306 

School for Patriotism (The), 13 

Scottish Trevelyanderer (The), 210 

Shakspcare on Ulster, 245 

Shakspearii Juniorcs, 114 

Shooting the “ Chutes,” 286 

“Sicltur,”9 

Sic Itur ad— Astor 1 287 

“Silver Shell” (THie), 180 

Simple Stories, 40 

Sketch after the Italian (A), 265 

Small by Degrees, 133 

“Some Day I” 61 

“Some Talk of Alexander,” 5 

Something for Nothing, 287 

Song of the Shirt (The), 2 

Songs of Society, 165 

Sovereign Maxim (A), 281 

Sporting Answers, 157, 177, 185, 196 

Star of Hope (The), 62 

“Stiff Job” (A), 66 

Stray Thoughts on Play-writing, 193 

Suggestion for Pantomime (A), 86 

Suggestions for Ride Park, 89 

“Supposititious,” 107 

Suspiria, 241 

Taken in, iDut not Done for, 202 
Tartarin i. Londres, 262 
Telephonic Love-Song (The), 158 
Thank You ! 225 

That Cassowary’s Complaint. 270 
“That ’s Swear it is I” 228 
Thin Brown Line (The), 14 
Those Silent Boots, 163 
Three (The) 63 


Thrilling Escape from the Bastille, 280 

“Ticket-of-Leave Man ” at Cambridge, 67 

Time-work versus Piece-work, 84 

Tim O’Howligan’s Lament, 129 

Tip to Teetotallers (A), 185 

To a Fashion-Plate Belle (?), 291 

“ To be Continued,” 17 

To Blackham’s Boys, 205 

To Chlorinda, 21 

To Molly— an April Fool, 153 

To Mr. John Davitt, 183 

To my Umbrella, 228 

Tone and Tint, 132 

Too Bad to be True, 196 

To Seraphine, 93 

To the Royal Geographical Society, 269 
To Eante, 209 
Transformation Scene, 29 
Treats for Tommy, 87 
“ ’Twas Merry in (St. James’s) Hall,” 290 
Tweedledum and Tweedledee, 154 
“Two Gentlemen of Verona” at Oxford 
(Hie), 77 

Uncle Toby and Widow Wadman, 186 
Universal Vent (The), 173 . 

Upon Terms, 141 

Valentine Verses, 78 

Very Civil Law, 10 

Very Complete Angleress (The), 303 

“ Very Latest ” (The), 21 

Very Natural, 135 

Village B^uty and the Rival Swains, 147 
Vino Italiano con Temperanza, 132 
“Vox Pop.,” 285 
Wages," 102 

“ Waite for the End,” 72 
Waiting for the Processions, 232 
What Might have been, 302 
Whittin^on Record Beaten (The), 93 
Wilder Ideas, 221 

Will Waterproofs Monologue, 142 - 
With “ The Old Masters,” 78 
“•Witter” and the “ Wasser-Maiden," 122 
Witler’s Wisiou of Wengeance (The), 134 
Women’s Wrongs in Japan, 117 
“ Words I Words I Words 1" 73 
Work of— some Importance (A), 213 
Wylde Vade Mecum (A) 246 
You FaU, Eiffel 1 73 

LARGE ENGRAVINGS. 

“ Aiter the Banquets are over—” ? 295 
Assault (The), 127 

Back to School ; or. Dr. Gladstone and 
his Young Friends, 168 
Behind the Scenes, 161 
Between the Rounds, 115 
Derby “ Sweep ; ” or, The Gipsy’s 
Warning (The), 269 
Fisherman and the Genius (The), 66 
French “Serpentine Dance;” or, Pas 
de Panama (The), 7 
“ In a Tight Place ! ” 283 , 

“ In the Doldrums,” 807 
Lullaby (A), 91 
May 10, 1893, 223 
“ Minstrel Boy " (The), 247 
Mischief, 43 

Old Woman and her Pig (The), 79 
Our Own Ambassador, 235 
Parliamentary “ Tournament” (The), 271 
Pilgrim’s Progress (A), 175 


“Point to Point Race ’’ (The), 211 

Putting it Pleasantly 1 103 

“Putting Off,” 139 

Shocking Trade Outrage 1 31 

Snow Man (The), 19 

“Stiff Job” (A), 67 

Taking a “ Breather." 199 

Uncle Toby and Widow Wadman, 187 

SMALL ENGRAVINGS. 
Affable Stranger and Our Artist, 193 
Agricultural Ass (The), 74 
American Family visiting Oxbridge, 114 
American’s Introduction to Tragedian, 27 
Antony Bull and Cleopatra Egypt, 218 
Applying fqt the Ghiltem Hundreds, 119 
Artful Nephew’s Reason for Smoking, 22 
Artist and his Old Friend, 287 
Bacchus on a Bicycle, 159 
Back Seat on a Friend’s Dog-cart, 231 
Bedroom full of Dreams (A), 6 
Bewildered Usher (The), 143 
Bismarck and the Boys, 802 
Bobby and Mamma’s Evening Dress, 66 
I Borrowing a Club Friend’s Name, 266 
Boxing Kangaroo Knocked Out, 242 
British Tourist’s Plate of Quail, 228 
Brothers Beloved by Women, 298 
Brother’s Scrapes with Women (A), 149 
Butcher’s Matrimonial Investment, 138 
Butter’s Hollow Tooth (The), 196 
Cabman and Lady Fare’s Sixpence, 142 
Cab Tout and Policeman, 3 
Chairman of Committee's Dream, 251 
Cheap Law in the City, 17, 29 
Chicago Belle and English Baronet, 282 
Chicago was once her Native Place, 109 
Ohucked-Out Burglar (The), 49 
Cockney Art-Teacher and Pupil, 202 
Convalescent and the Rude Boy, 12J 
Crinoline Bogey (The), 26 
Curate and Little Fox-hunter, 118 
Daughters of a Defeated Candidate, 97 
Detective Sold on the Underground, 12 
Doctor and the Horse-dealer, 121 
Easter at the Zoo, 167 
Economic Lady and her Cook, 216 
Elect.ric Star of Hope (The), 62 
Elderly Spinster and Baronet’s Choice, 207 
Emperor Crying for his Bow-wow, 28() 
Foreign Horse-Owner's Crackers, 265 
Fox and Guinea-Pig Directors, 170 
Furrier who doesn’t keep Catskin, 63 
Gargery Chamberlain and Balfour Pip, 182 
Geoffrey’s Little Brother, 294 
German Governess’s Dirty Hands, 51 
Gladstone Terrier catching Votes, 165 
“ Governess ” (The), 61 
Grand Old Marionette (The), 88 
Grand Old Printer (The), 11 
Graudolph and Sarum Rehearsing, 110 
Grandolph the Wanderer Returned, 86 
Guest and Irish Waiter, 297 
Hairdresser and Bald Customer, 221 
Hawkins and Justice, 206 
I Horse-Dealer and Duke’s Stud-Groom 279 
I Hostess bidding Major Good-night, 222 
Housemaid on Footman’s Reserve, 128 
Housemaid’s Day at Home (The), 288 
How Jones became a Wagnerite, 186 
Hunter having a Season in Town, 267 
Irish Carman and Swell Farrier, 90 








Irish Doctor Chaffs a Patient, 209 
Irish Emigrant’s Trunk (An), 82 
Irish Gentleman tired of Waiting, 130 
Irishman’s New Chimney (An), 171 
Jack defines the Equator, 147 
Japanese Irving (The), 289 
Kathleen’s Empty Liqueur-Glasses, 68 
Khedive’s Box of Soldiers (The), 60 
Lady Godiva’s Equivocal Reply, 303 
Lady Palmist’s Artful Flattery, 150 
Lady’s Reason for Cutting Countess, 174 
Leaderette-Writer and Friend, SOI 
Light Huntswoman Leading, 1 
Little Boy’s Inquiry of Mamma, 30 
Little Mike and his Aunt, 15 
Little Simpkins and Departed Great, 210 
Looking at Wedding Presents, 234 
Maelstrom of Corruption (The), 38 
Making Dumb Animals Comfortable, 162 
Mamma’s Example of Economy, 157 
Martyr Ratepayer (The), 264 
Melancholia, 194 
Military Tournament (The), 275 
Misses Roundabouts’ Crinolines, 102 
Miss Matilda and her Short Admirer, 106 
Mounted Volunteer Officer in River, 169 
M.P.s Fighting for Seats, 94 
M.P.’s Smashed Hat (The), 85 
Mr. G.’s Room in the Commons, 95 
Mr. Phunkie and the New Rails, 67 
Mr. Punch Salutes the Head of the House 
of Molifere, 290 

Mr. Punch's Skating Party, ^3 
Mrs. Oolumbia-Squeers and her Boys, 266 
Mrs. Sharply and the Village Doctor, 111 
Mrs. Smart’s Reply to Thinking Swell, 246 
Mr. Witler’s Vengeance on Stiggins, 184 
Muriel’s Heavenly Frock, 83 
Murphy’s View of Home Rule, 183 
Nervous Gent and Etfy’s Likeness, 126 
New Dean’s Legs (The), 274 
New Gallery Pictures, 227 
Newly-Gazetted Officer and Q.O., 10 
Old Gent Falling in the Snow, 41 
Old Lady and an Old Picture, 138 
Old Lady and ’Bus Conductor, 306 
One Pish in. the Private Water (The), 195 
Opening of the Imperial Institute, **239 i 
Paris Pjigaro and British Lion, 278 
Parliamentary Bill Market (The), 71 
Parliamentary Golf Handicap (The), 208 
Parliamentary Shooting begins, 69 
Photographed as an English Beauty, 178 
Pick of the R. A. Pictures (The), 214 
Poet Laureate of the Music Halls, 85 
Political Fancy BallatCoventGarden, 107 
“ Political Sandow” (The), 179 
Political Water-Show (The), 208 
Poodle Cloak (The), 89 
Practical Use of a Clairvoyante, 277 
Professor’s Good-uight to his Hostess, 268 
Publican Knight and Local Option Mer- 
maid, 122 
Punch Skating, 1 

Putting Conservative Hoads together, 287 
Racer’s Trainer and Irish Jockey, 262 
Reformers and Parliamentary Officials, 191 
Regular Knout and Knoutor (A), 101 
“Restored Antiquity” at the Imperial 
Institute, 281 

Rich People having a Golden Wedding, 87 
Royal Academy Pictures, 226 
“ Scenes in the Lobby,” 181 
Settling whom thw shall have to Eat, 245 
Shirt Destroyers (The), 2 
Shoeblack's Free Polish (A), 76 
Shop-Girl’s Day of Rest (The), 158 
Sir Pompey and the Tea Grocer, 18 
Skating Lady and Gent have a Fall, 13 
Smithson starts on a Driving Tour, 260 
Stout Gent on Weighing-Machine, 263 
Swells Adopting OrinoUne, 72 
Tea in an Officer's Quarters, 78 
Tea on the Commons’ TerraeOj 299 
Terrace for “Members only” (The), 310 
Tommy Atkins and %yptian Soldier, 34 
Tommy escorts Fair (hmsln to Meet, 105 
Two Exchequer Misers (The), 182 
Two Prize Animals, 288 
Ulster Ladies practising Shooting, 100 
Uncle Charleses HarcTBed, 42 
Undergraduate’s Governor’s Money, 219 
Undertaker and New Drainage, 164 
“ Urgent Private Theatricals,” 64 
Vicar and Shoemaker’s Son, 45 
Vicar Four- Armed (The), 270 
Victim of the Sex (A), 166 
Village Beauty and Rival Swains, 146 
Waiter’s Gentle Snub (A), 185 
Wanting a very Plain Cook, 136 
War-Office Clerk and Fusiliers, 172 
Welsh Disestablishment Choose, 98 
Where Page-Boy saw the Show, 241 
Who took Mamma in to Dinner? 243 
Writing the Queen’s Speech, 47 
Young Doctor and Matrons, 84 
Young Irishman flatters Fair Pianist, 193 
Young Lady next Door to a Fool, 291 
Young Widow’s Portrait (The), 265 
Youth who has been Abroad (A), 286 , 
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